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Chapter 1

	Diane pulled her hand out of Jarod’s to tug at her thin blouse. The rain had pasted it to her stomach and to the thick puckered slash across her midsection. The ugly mark was stinging today, something it hadn’t done in a long time. 
	“You OK?” Jarod asked, his voice barely audible over the sound of the lashing rain. 	Instead of answering, she looked down at her wet blouse and traced the scar with her finger. She didn’t want him to see the worry on her face, nor did she want to see that cold gray building ahead of them with its dark windows, squatting in the middle of this pot-holed lot as if waiting to ambush them. He put his hand over hers, both slick with rain, his heat battling the heat from the scar. 
	The cruel slash that stretched across her stomach hadn’t bothered her in years. The pain only flared up at certain times. It was probably all in her head, but it hadn’t acted up like this since the day Jarod had taken her from that home. That day she had regained control of her life as they ran into the night, never looking back. Now that she felt that control slipping away, the scar stung and burned like a knife splitting her open. 
	Jarod took her hand. “Let’s get out of this mess so we can dry off. It’s probably much warmer inside.”  She nodded and allowed him to lead her along while she focused on missing the puddles. The fat drops of the rain hammering the hoods of other cars and the taut nylon of the umbrella sounded like machine-gun fire and Diane this is what a soldier must feel like walking on enemy ground. 
	A gust of wind whipped past her and almost ripped the umbrella from her hands. She contemplated letting it go. She was already soaked from the wind spitting rain in her face and it  was trouble enough to traverse the puddled parking lot without having to fight with the worthless umbrella.
	Perhaps being inside would be better if there was heat. It couldn’t be worse than being so exposed in this storm. She shoved the umbrella at Jarod and took off running. She managed to splash through most of the puddles in her way, but she didn’t care. She needed to get out of this weather, the severity of the wind and rain had her nerves on edge.
	 “What’s the rush?” Jarod called trotting up behind her, the umbrella now inverted from another strong gust. “What good is an umbrella if you're gonna splash around in the puddles?” 
	“What good is an umbrella if it looks like that?” She asked nodding towards the mess of spokes and nylon.
	He shrugged and reached for the door. 
	It whisked open. A woman in white held it open and took Diane’s hand to pull her inside. “Welcome to NuGen. We’re so glad to see you” she said. Diane smiled and looked at the woman’s perfectly crisp uniform, perfectly made-up face, and perfectly styled hair that resisted all but the strongest of the winds that swirled around them. A little too perfect. Diane looked up a Jarod and saw that he was looking her over as well. The woman’s smile looked permanent, as if carved in plastic. Creepy. 
They entered the bright and warm lobby and the woman pulled the door closed. Compared to the chill outside, the place felt stuffy almost suffocating. 
“May I take that for you?” the woman asked nodding towards the dripping mess of an umbrella in Jarod's hand. Jarod wrestled it closed and handed it to her. He and Diane shrugged out of their wet coats and the woman took those as well. She then directed them towards the line of people waiting to check in.
Diane hesitated. 
“Something’s bothering you,” Jarod said. “Talk to me.”
She sighed and looked around. There seemed to be more people in here than she had expected. She watched the people in the line, trying to gage the general mood of others who were in the same situation as she and Jarod. Many visited with one another; some looked fervently around, like they expected something horrible to leap out at them; others shuffled along slowly, heads down.
“Doesn't this bother you?” she asked. “ Aren't you the least bit worried?”
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