
Chapter 1: Another Day in Paradise 
 
John Doe opened his eyes, still tired, and slowly 
sat on the side of his bed. He held his head 
against his palms and closed his eyes, hoping for 
his pounding headache to pass. He had a hard 
time waking up that morning. Last night’s TV 
show was unsettling. He spent most of it turning 
around in his bed, thinking of the public opinion 
about manipulating human DNA in order to give 
birth to healthy children. 
 

The American public was in shock to 
have discovered that more than thirty years ago 
there had been over twenty-five births of 
children with DNA from three different parents. 
The technique used to achieve this feat was 
called mitochondrial transfer, and was used to 
make mothers with defective mitochondrial 
DNA capable of bearing their own children. 
Mitochondrial DNA is different from human 
DNA and can only be inherited from the 
mother—mitochondria are the cellular power 
plants and provide the necessary energy to the 
body to do its work. There are many instances 
where this DNA can become defective, such as 
by radiation poisoning, so the only way for these 
mothers to bear healthy children is by taking the 
nucleus of the fertilized egg, and placing it in the 
egg of another woman with healthy 
mitochondrial DNA. 



 
The matter was haunting John, not 

because he was against the notion, but because 
he wondered how the public would react if they 
ever found out what his employers had been 
working on for the past fifty years. He jumped 
off the bed and went straight to brush his teeth 
before hopping into the shower to try washing 
away his thoughts, just so he could go on with 
his day. 

 
John Doe—the name given to him by the 

bureau after erasing any passage of his identity 
on this earth—was in his late thirties, in good 
shape, and of good build. He was a little taller 
than six foot one with light brown hair, brown 
eyes, and a million-dollar smile. He lived in a 
nice neighborhood, in a spacious one-bedroom 
apartment in Baltimore’s Inner Harbor. Every 
morning he would gaze for hours at the bay, 
looking at the boats, and would promise himself 
that one day he would buy a blue-and-white 
sixty-six-foot yacht and sail the seas for months. 

 
He had never married, nor had he ever 

been in a serious relationship; his work wouldn’t 
allow it. His life also seemed as though it 
wouldn’t allow it, but in reality he was too 
ashamed of who he was to allow anybody in. He 
could not bear having to lie to the person willing 
to share his miserable existence, as he always put 



it. He wasn’t even sure he was allowed to love or 
lead a normal life. He had been recruited, 
without his knowing, by the Defense Intelligence 
Agency (DIA) when he was barely eight years 
old, as a potential asset. It was during a strange 
lunch with his dad that he met with General 
Thompson. John’s dad was a diplomatic 
consultant, in affairs that were never clear to 
him, but he knew better than to ask or seek for 
answers. 

 
John Doe had been born with strange 

abilities. Some thought he was a godsend, others 
a devil spawn. John had an abnormal sensitivity 
to things, places, and people. It would take him 
just a deep gaze at your eyes in order for him to 
know your innermost secrets, and he could tell 
you of things that happened centuries ago as if 
they were happening right before his eyes. But 
what was really strange, and what interested the 
agency the most, were the things he could tell 
before they happened, or even as they were 
happening. 

His dad never allowed him to pay much 
attention to his particular talents; he preferred he 
rely on his cognitive abilities instead. His 
mother, on the other hand, loved them and would 
pick his brain at least thrice a week—“gifts from 
God,” she would call his abilities. John had 
always been smarter than everyone else and 
could speak perfect French and Arabic at the age 



of three. He was extremely gifted with science, 
especially with 3-D modeling, but had always 
been interested in the ancient arts, no matter how 
dark they were or from what origin. John was 
highly educated by all standards and considered 
a doctor by many and a master by others in 
numerous disciplines. His path, however, was 
not what you would expect unless you knew who 
his real teachers were. They were the “shadow 
world masters,” as he now called them. 

 
John got out of the shower and dressed in 

his professional clothing, a blue power suit with 
a light blue tie and a white shirt. He hated 
wearing these clothes, but today he was to report 
to the head of the project at the Pentagon. He 
went into his car, a steel-blue Chrysler S300, 
drove to the nearest Starbucks right around the 
corner, and had his usual double espresso and 
veggie breakfast sandwich, his favorite. 

 
Each time the clerk, dressed in her black 

clothes and green apron, would greet him with a 
smile he knew was fake and would wish him a 
good day. He knew that deep in her heart, 
however, she hated his guts for reasons unknown 
to her except that John never really talked and 
always looked weird, even the rare times he 
wore his blue suit. At first he thought she 
disliked him just because of the way she 
looked—she was particularly obese with a very 



disgraceful face. But one day he had decided to 
look deeper into her. John gazed into her soul 
and saw quite the opposite of what he had 
expected. John sifted through her entire life, ever 
since she was a child, and saw all the events that 
led her to the place she was today, and he could 
not stop himself from laughing. She actually 
thought she was an image of perfection and John 
was an unsettled freak—that was the only reason 
for her hatred toward him. 

 
It wouldn’t take John more than a second 

to change her opinion of him; all he would have 
to do would be to project an image of himself 
directly into her psyche that she could relate to—
he had become quite an expert at mind control. 
He could actually implant false memories into 
anyone, who would then be willing to swear on 
the Bible about their authenticity. However, John 
never did this; he always avoided using his 
abilities unless absolutely necessary—it made 
him feel good that way. 

 
John finished eating his breakfast and 

drinking his coffee on the way to the office to 
meet Lieutenant General Smith, head of 
operations on the Guided Nervous System 
Development project, or the GNSD. 


