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A good soldier is free from violence.

A good fighter is free from rage.


Lao Tzu
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Chapter One

Rain
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Georgetown University

1975

In his office at the Georgetown University Research Center, Dr. Michael Collins’s desk phone softly purred. He laid the file he was reading down on the desk and picked it up. “Yes?”

“She’s awake,” the voice said.

“I’ll be right over,” Collins said. The subject had gone into a long sleep cycle, probably due to the new mechanism that had been introduced into her body, and he had asked to be notified as soon as she became conscious.

Taking the elevator to the lobby, he went out of the office building and started for the research lab. Walking across the pavers of the garden, he noticed the array of yellow and red flowers accented by the neatly manicured grass. Thunder rolled somewhere in the distance in the August heat. It began to rain, a soft sun shower. He ducked under a pergola and waited for it to pass. 

How long had it been now? How long since he began the project? He wasn’t sure—he would have to look at his preliminary notes. Some of his colleagues had been farsighted enough to catch his vision, but others, including the Board of Directors of Georgetown University, had not. They considered his work too abstract, with no relevance to science. They had pulled his funding at a crucial point in the program, and he had been forced to look for private investors.  He was able to attract the attention of a wealthy entrepreneur who seemed to be involved in everything from pharmaceuticals  to telecommunications. He was  particularly interested in the fledging computer industry that had started with the Kenbak 1, the world’s first personal computer that had just gone on the market.

Collins thought back to their first meeting in an underground cigar bar in Georgetown. He had been sitting at a small table in the back of the room, a jazz combo playing on the small stage. Though they had never met Collins knew who he was the minute he entered. He was thirty something, an attractive man, well dressed in a black suit that seemed to shimmer. Another man was with him, but he remained at the door, his eyes sweeping the room. 

He walked over. “Professor Collins?” he said. 

“Yes,” Collins said. “Please join me.”

A waiter came up. “What can I get you gentlemen?”

The man said, “Vodka, cube of ice. And a cigarillo.”

“Just coffee for me,” Collins said.

“We haven’t been properly introduced. I’m Max Draco.”

“Mr. Draco, pleased to meet you. Thank you for your interest in my project.” Collins looked at the man by the door. “Your associate won’t be joining us?”

Draco smiled to himself. “No. Mr. Han is on duty. I’m almost embarrassed to say he’s my bodyguard.”

“Bodyguard?” Collins said.

“Yes. Some of the business ventures I’m involved in are rather.... How do you say? Risky.” The waiter brought their drinks. Draco took a sip of vodka and then lovingly lit the cigarillo, a cloud of smoke drifting up to the ceiling fan. “And now, Professor Collins, what is this secretive project you’re involved in, and why should I give you a million dollars?”

Collins hesitated. He had kept the wraps on his research for so long it felt unnatural to talk about it with a stranger, but he needed the funding to continue. “I call it a microprocessor, or microchip.”

Draco looked at him, intrigued. “Please, go on.”

“I believe you have some interest in the developing computer industry, so you will understand that it is basically the engine that will power the system. The brains, as it were. A ‘superchip’ made of silicon that will perform all the instructions and tasks involved in computer processing. Introduced into the neurological system, it will act as a brain-computer interface. It has the potential to benefit humanity in a way we can’t even imagine.”

Draco was silent. He drew on the cigarillo and let the smoke play out of his nostrils. “I like it, Dr. Collins. In fact, I like it a lot. How can I help?” 

“Initially I need one million dollars and my own research facility,” Collins said.

A small smile spread across Draco’s lips. “Count me in.”

“Thank you. I don’t know when I’ll be able to repay you, Mr. Draco.” 

“Don’t concern yourself with that now, Michael,” Draco said. He put the cigarillo out in the ashtray, finished the vodka, and stood. “But someday I will call on you to repay me.”

They shook hands and Collins watched as Draco worked his way through the tables and went out, his man Han falling in behind him.

The next day Draco called him. 

“Michael, I am so excited about your project that I have started a new company to help you with research, development, and marketing.”

And that was that. Collins gave him quarterly progress reports, but that had been the last time they had met personally. With his sponsor’s generous support Collins had made a large donation to the medical department, and the board agreed to let him use their research faculties for one more year. The year was almost up. He would be moving to his new facility and beginning a new chapter in his life.

He had not told Draco everything. He had not told him, or anyone, about the other part of his plan. The part where he would use his new technology for the betterment of the human race. But he had to be careful now and not let his work fall into the wrong hands.

Collins realized that the rain had stopped and was quickly being replaced by the Washington summer humidity, the slick sidewalks shimmering as the rain evaporated. Collins continued on his way, a spring in his step. She was awake. It was going to be a good day.
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Rain was lying on a small bed with stiff white sheets. The pillow was flat. It was cold in the room, and she had goose bumps. All she was wearing was a thin white gown, her nipples sticking out from the cold. She threw the sheet off and sat on the edge of the bed. The room was sparse but comfortable. Beside the bed was a night table with a small lamp, and against the far wall was a dresser with a large mirror. Bright sun poured in the window, with dust particles floating in it like fairies. She went to the window and looked out on what looked like a park, with green grass and trees, and there was a wrought iron bench on the edge of a pond. Ducks glided by making ripples, sometimes disappearing in the glare of sunlight. 

How pleasant and peaceful. 

Walking to the dresser, she looked into the mirror and saw herself for the first time that she could remember. She was quite beautiful. Her blonde hair was cut short and fringed her face. She looked into large saucer eyes that were a dazzling blue.

I like me.

An attractive young man with light brown hair and a beard came into the room, wearing a starched white dress shirt loose at the neck and black slacks. He had a name tag hanging from his shirt pocket. He gave her a radiant smile and said, “Good morning, I’m Doctor Michael Collins.”

“Good morning, Dr. Collins,” she smiled back. “Nice to meet you.”

He laughed a soft laugh. “Oh, we’ve met many times before, but you wouldn’t remember.”

“How could I ever forget such a nice looking man as you?”

He sat on the edge of the bed. “You have short term memory loss. We’re going to correct that.”

“Do I have a name?”

“Your name is Rain,” Dr. Collins said. “You are the first generation of many.”

“What am I? Am I a machine, Michael?”

He laughed. “No. You are part human and part machine, mostly human. You are what I call a ‘Transhuman.’”

“I see. How interesting,” she said excitedly. “Why today?”

“Because you’re ready.”

“Ready?” she said.

“Yes,” Collins said, “Ready to start your lessons. We’re going to give you some memories until you’ve had a chance to make some of your own. Fill in the blanks, so to speak.”

Rain smiled. “Thank you, Michael. I would like to know who I am.”
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They were going to have the next session in his office, a bright and airy space with large windows that looked out over the campus. Dr. Collins was on his way there when he passed a fellow professor, Dr. Manning, in the hallway.

“Michael,” the man said. “Haven’t seen you around much lately.”

Collins wasn’t really in the mood for a chat. “I’ve been working a lot.”

“What’s been taking so much of your time? You’re only teaching one class, from what I understand.”

“Too early too talk about it,” Collins said. “I’ll be sure to keep you in the loop.”

“Have you heard the buzz?” Manning asked.

“No, I haven’t. What buzz is that?”

Manning whispered conspiratorially, “There’s talk of a Nobel for you.”

Collins laughed. “I’ll believe that when I get the letter. Good day. Professor.”

He walked on to his office and opened the door. Rain was sitting in the chair across from his desk. 

“Sorry I’m late,” Collins said.

“It’s okay, Michael. I’ve just been sitting here, thinking.”

He went to his chair and sat. “What are you thinking about, if I may ask?”

“About who I am, where I came from. Who I want to be.”

Collins took a notebook from his desk drawer, opened it, and clicked a pen. He began cautiously. “Do you remember the name Lorraine?”

Rain thought for a moment. “It sounds familiar, but I don’t know why.”

“It sounds familiar because that’s your name. Lorraine Hunter—your family and friends call you ‘Rain.’ Your parents are John and Linda Hunter, and they live in Long Island New York. That’s where you grew up. They’ve been to see you many times, do you remember?”

“No, I’m sorry. I don’t.”

“They were very concerned about your amnesia, of course. They wanted to take you out of the program, but I was able to convince them that the university could afford you the best treatment possible.  I’ve been keeping in contact with them so they’ll know you’re all right.”

Rain tried to digest this new information. “Can I see them?”

“Any time you want, Rain. But I don’t think now would be a good time. You wouldn’t remember them or your childhood.”

She looked out one of the large windows at the bright sunshine outside. A few white, puffy clouds floated by. “How did I get here, Michael? How did I meet you?”

Collins thought back to that day. “The university allowed me to reach out to the students, anyone who might be interested in doing a research study. You volunteered to be a participant.”

“Why don’t I remember that?”

He hesitated for a moment. “The process wiped out your memory, a side effect I’ve been working on. Hopefully it won’t happen to future participants.”

“What do I do now?” Rain said.

“When your memory is restored you’ll go back to your normal life at Georgetown. I’ll continue to monitor you to evaluate what, if any, changes the program has made in your mental capacity and your physiology.”

He noticed that Rain had a perplexed expression. She seemed very distracted.

“Is something wrong?” Collins said.

“Michael,” she seemed embarrassed, “I’m having this strange sensation, and I don’t know what it is.”

Collins laughed to himself. “Not to worry. Those are sexual urges, perfectly normal in a woman your age.”

“What do I do about them?” she said.

“You’ll find out in due time. Let’s not rush it,” Collins said.

“All right Michael,” Rain said.

“I think we’ll end the session here for today.” He rose from his chair and went to a counter at the side of the office. Collins opened one of the drawers and took out a small vial. Taking a syringe, he slid the needle into the top and pulled up a small amount of what looked like a gold liquid. “I just need to give you your daily injection.”

Rain stood and walked over to him. “What is it, Michael?”

“It’s a vaccine I’ve developed that contains a microscopic chip. I call it a ‘microprocessor.’ It will help you regain your memory.” Rain pulled up her sleeve and Collins wiped her arm with alcohol. “This is going to stick,” he said. He put the needle in and pushed.

“It burns,” Rain said.

“Just for a minute,” he said. “There, it’s done.”

Rain rubbed her arm and pulled her sleeve down.

“I’ll see you tomorrow then,” Collins said, disposing of the syringe.

“Yes,” Rain said. “Tomorrow.”

But she already had plans of her own. 
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Rain sat in the darkness of her dorm room. It was cold, the air conditioner humming. She looked at the clock again. The red numbers said 3 a.m. It was time—she had waited long enough. Somehow she knew, some internal defense mechanism told her, that she was being programmed. The memories Dr. Collins was giving her were memories he wanted her to have. She wasn’t even sure if those people he had told her about were her real family. She had always thought she could trust him, trust him with her very life, but now she wasn’t sure. All she knew right now was that she must get away. It was a matter of survival, of finding out who she really was. 

Rolling off the bed, she reached under it and pulled out a duffel bag. Going around the little room, she collected her few belongings and stuffed them into the bag—some clothes, a few toiletries, and a couple of books.  Seeing  the photo of her parents sitting on the dresser,  she threw it in. Shoes—she almost forgot to get some shoes. Going  to the closet,  she picked a pair of dress shoes and a pair of Sketchers.  Looking around, she was satisfied that she had everything she needed for a future that wasn’t sure.

Opening the door, she  looked back. This was the end of her life as she knew it. Everything would be new now. Quietly closing the door, she walked down the stairs to the lobby. There was no one around, no one to say goodbye to. She went out the front door and down the sidewalk to the street, pullingup her hoody against the drizzling rain, and walked into the night. 
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That morning Dr. Michael Collins came into his office and pulled back the curtains on the windows, letting in the bright late summer sunlight. It would be fall soon, the trees turning to orange and brown. He sat at his desk and powered on the Altair 8800, the world’s first personal computer, having been one of the first to buy it when it came on the market. Unlocking a drawer, he took out a floppy disk and inserted it into the computer drive. The small monitor screen illuminated with a map of the United States. He clacked on the keyboard, manipulating the image until it showed a detailed street map of Washington, D.C. And then a blinking red dot appeared in Georgetown. 

It was Rain.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two

Embassy Row
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Washington, D.C.

Present Day

Nick Tedesco was a good looking guy—jet black hair combed back straight, Wayfarer sunglasses, and sharp suits. He thought he added some class to the department. Being third generation Italian and third generation cop was something he was proud of. His older brother had been a cop too, but he got killed in a nickel and dime drug bust in Chinatown, something Nick’s wife never let him forget, like he could forget even if he wanted to. She had never liked him being a cop, and it added stress to the marriage. But they worked through it, not just because of the kids, but because they were Catholic and divorce was not an option for them.  They counseled with Father McCarty once a week, which helped, but still the tension was there. And somewhere, deep down inside, they still loved each other, like when they were kids.

Nick was torn. He loved his wife and family more than anything, but being a cop was his life—it was who he was. And he couldn’t give it up.

He had an old habit of looking behind him all the time, something he’d picked up when he was a beat cop in Columbia Heights around 16th Street. Back then there were a lot of abandoned homes and shops, and then they put in this trendy retail complex which they said revitalized the area, but in reality only changed the sophistication of the crimes. 

It had been a slow night, but then at 4:30 a.m. the silence of the detective’s room was shattered by the harsh ring of his desk phone.

He picked it up. “Tedesco.” After listening for several minutes, he said, “Got it. On the way.”

His partner at the desk across from him was an attractive Spanish girl named Jackie Esposito. “What’s up?” she asked as he put down the phone. 

“Somebody got whacked on Embassy Row.” He took his service piece from the drawer and slipped it into his holster. He unhooked his jacket from the back of the chair and slipped it on.

Jackie got up to follow him. “I thought it was going to be a slow night.”
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Considered Washington’s premier residential address, Embassy Row was the home to millionaires, diplomats, and social elites. Nick slid the car into a parking space at 2324 Massachusetts Avenue NW, a converted three story, red brick townhouse. There were three DC police cruisers and an evidence truck double parked on the street, their sweeping blue lights making a rainbow on the row houses in the moonless night.

Nick slid in behind one of the cruisers, where they got out and walked up the sidewalk to the front entrance. They went into the foyer—cops and evidence techs were everywhere.

Nick looked into the room off the entrance where an officer was taking a deposition from a older black lady and a young Asian woman. An evidence tech passed by.

“Who’s first on the scene?” Nick said.

The tech jerked a thumb back and kept walking. “O’Brien.”

They walked up to a big, red headed Irishman. “Detective’s Tedesco and Espisito. What have we got?” Nick said.

“The victim is Professor Michael Collins,  Georgetown University. Looks like he walked in on a home invasion,” O’Brien said.

“Let’s take a look,” Jackie said.

O’Brien led them up the stairs. “We’re still taking statements from the housekeeper and his assistant.” They went up to the second floor and down a red carpeted hallway to a room that was used for an office. Going in, they saw a gray haired man lying on the floor just inside the doorway. His arms were crossed as if in a peaceful sleep. On his forehead was what appeared to be a silver coin. An evidence tech was at the body going about  his business.

“This is how we found him,” O’Brien said.

“Looks like natural causes,” Nick said.

“Except for one thing,” the tech said. She pointed her rubber gloved finger at a spot just below the ear. “Looks like a fresh injection site.”

“Any guesses?” Nick said.

“Have to wait for the ME’s report,” she said.

“That’s why nobody heard anything,” O’Brien said.

“Nick, look at this,” Jackie said. She pointed to the silver object on the man’s forehead.

“What is that?” Nick said. 

Jackie leaned over the body, “Looks like a coin.” She started to touch it.

“Don’t,” the woman technician said. “I haven’t bagged it yet. It may have DNA.”

Nick looked around the room. “This wasn’t a kid looking for drug money. This was a pro.”

The evidence tech stood up. “There’s prints all over the place, like they didn’t care if they got ID’ed. And I’m guessing we’re going to find some DNA.”

“Still think it’s a pro?” Jackie said.

Nick looked at her. “Yeah, call it a hunch.” He said to O’Brien, “Who called it in?”

“Miss Chen, the doctor’s personal assistant.”

“Need a word,” Nick said.

The young Asian woman Nick had seen was standing in the doorway. “I’m Mallory Chen. How can I help you, Detective?”

Nick walked over to her. “Can you talk me through it?”

“I woke up about three, couldn’t get back to sleep, so I went downstairs to the kitchen to make some warm milk. When I came back up to go to my room I saw the light on in the doctor’s study. I went to check on him—y’know, see if he needed anything—and that’s when I found him.”

“Did Professor Collins have any enemies you know of, someone who might want to do this?”

“No, no one,” she said. “Dr. Collins didn’t have any enemies, at least none that I know of.”

“Can you do an inventory and let me know if there’s anything missing?”

“I don’t have to,” she said, going behind the desk where the door of a wall safe stood ajar. “Professor Collins kept his portable hard drive in here. It’s missing.”

“Do you know what he kept on it?” Jackie said.

“His work projects mostly, nothing worth getting killed over,” Mallory said.

“Apparently someone else thinks differently,” Nick said. “What was Dr. Collins’ working on?”

She hesitated for a moment. “I’m not sure I should—”

“Miss Chen, anything you say that can help us will be held in strictest confidence.”

“He was doing some research work for the government, DARPA.”

Nick and Jackie exchanged looks. “I’m sorry, we’re not familiar with that,” Nick said.

“Most people aren’t. The Defense Advanced Research Projects Agency. It’s an agency of the United States Department of Defense responsible for the development of emerging technologies for use by the military.”

“Do you know what kind of technology he was working on?” Jackie said.

“Human brain enhancement, for one,” Mallory said. “I do know other companies are working on similar projects.”

“Like who?” Nick said.

“NASA, Google, Tesla. Some foreign companies.”

“Seems like there should have been security considering the nature of the work,” Jackie said.

“Doctor Collins only had security at the research facility, not at home,” Mallory said. “Actually, he wasn’t supposed to take any research out of the facility.”

Nick said, “Why did he?”

“This was initially his research, the work of a lifetime. He felt he had a right to keep copies of his work.”

“Are there any surveillance cameras around the property?”

“Yes, outside in front and in the back. None in the house.”

“Can you get me the video, Miss Chen?” Nick said.

“Of course, if it will help. I’ll get it from the security company.” She looked at Nick and then at Jackie. “Dr. Collins was a good man. When his wife passed a few years ago he lost himself in his work. That was all he had. Can you get whoever did this?”

Nick said, “We’re going to do everything we can.”

When they went back downstairs two men in suits came in the front entrance like they owned the place, flashing their badges. They came up to Nick and Jackie. 

“Agents Murray and O’Toole, FBI,” Murray said. O’Toole split off and started looking around the house. “Who’s leading this investigation?” 

“That would be me,” Nick said, “Detective Tedesco, DC Police.”

“We’re going to ask you to turn all your evidence over to us and forget you ever got the call,” Murray said. “We’re shutting this down.”

Nick felt his face flush. “This happened on our turf, so until I hear otherwise we’re going to get as much evidence as possible.”

“Let me put it this way, Detective. If you don’t stand down a whole world of shit is going to come your way.”

“You threatening me, Agent?” Nick said. “We’ll see what the commissioner has to say about it.”

“Nick,” Jackie said. “Let’s back off and let them have it. I got a bad feeling about this.”

Jackie had been his partner for a long time. He trusted her instinct. “You haven’t heard the last of us,” he said.

“You should be hoping you’ve seen the last of us,” Murray said.

Agent O’Toole came up with a cell phone in his hand. “Someone wants to speak to you, Detective.”

Nick took the phone. “Tedesco.”

It was the chief of detectives. “Nick, it’s Reno. I just got a call from the commissioner. He wants you and Jackie to get the hell out of there. Don’t discuss the case with anyone.”

“What’s going on, Chief?” Nick said, bewildered.

“Just get out, now.”  
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Jack Reno had been chief of detective’s for nine years. In all that time he had never been asked to pull a detective off a case. Nick and Jackie stood in front of his desk in the small, disorganized office. “You’re off the case, Detectives. As far as you’re concerned it never happened.”

“What the hell, Chief?”  Nick said. “Talk to me.”

“This goes high up—it’s over our pay grades,” Reno said. “That’s all I’ve been told, and that’s good enough for me.”

“Well, it’s not good enough for me,” Nick said.

“Nick!” Jackie said.

“No, I mean it.” Nick started for the door, “This is my case, and no federal assholes are going to tell me what to do. I don’t care how high up it is.” The glass in the door rattled behind him.

Jackie and Reno exchanged looks. “Let me talk to him, Chief,” she said. She left the office and walked over to the coffee maker where Nick was pouring a cup. She got a cup and he poured one for her.

“So are we backing off?” she said.

“Hell no,” Nick said. “There’s something funny here, and I’m going to find out what’s going on.” 
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The next day Nick came in early, two hours before his overnight tour started at 7 p.m. The detective’s room was busy, bustling with cops and their collars, all asking for their lawyer. Jackie Espisito was already at her desk. 

“What are you doing here, Espisito? We don’t go on for another two hours.”

Jackie looked up from her computer monitor, her eyes weary. “I haven’t been home yet. We got the report from the ME on the Collins case.”

He sat at his desk across from her. “Gimme a minute, I want to make a call.” Looking up the number for FBI Headquarters on Pennsylvania Avenue, he punched it into his phone. 

“FBI, Agent Fanning,” a woman said.

“Yes, Agent Fanning, this is Detective Tedesco, DC Police. I need to speak with Agent Murray or Agent O’Toole.”

“Let me look up
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