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They sent me here to keep me safe. From horrors I wasn't supposed to know about. 

But they didn't understand the first thing about arriving in a female body with raging hormones and a genius beyond understanding of myself and anyone around me.

Of course, they wiped my memory. That didn't mean I couldn't figure out that I didn't belong. 

Then I met someone that I could almost trust. Not to give me away. 

Because if anyone really found out what I knew - including me - then the universe would literally collapse on itself. 

Seriously. Not just another teen-angst romance. This was deadly serious. 

Deadly for everyone, including me. And somehow, he seemed to actually care...
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I'D FIGURED IT ALL out by the first day as a high school sophomore. And I could care less. Because it wasn't real. None of it.

Schooling was another trap built to "keep people safe." And get them ready to have a job and accept the rat-race, wage-slave mentality. 

Not that my parents or teachers or anyone else around could really understand what I was going through. They all just set it up as another "coming of age" drama that always played out. All the older siblings I inherited had made it through, somehow. In their own ways. 

The trick was - I knew they were all part of the same trap.

I didn't belong here, that I knew. And I was here to keep me safe from something far darker and more sinister than going on welfare, or being homeless, or doing illegal drugs and going to jail.

Something was out there much darker and more deadly than anything they could threaten me with. I could feel it in all my body from my bones to the lady parts that I was supposed to "think with" at this age. 

I didn't belong here. 

And it became more and more obvious the more I tried to "fit in" by attempting to work out the customs and morality they all had. All the "now-you're-supposed-to's" that they probably filed in a non-existent loose leaf binder we were all issued when we were born. 

The trick is that I wasn't born. I had no memory of it. And all the things they told me I liked to do when I was a kid - I didn't remember any of it. Because they were training me to just accept, just go along, just act on what they told me my memories were.

And they showed me "movies" of when I was younger. Filmed on something called "Super 8" and then later it was on "video tape." 

All made up to just reinforce the programming I'd been given along with this body. 

Life wasn't real. Life just sucked. Boyfriends, fashions, put-downs, come-ons, sports, band, gym, everything. Sucked.

Because it didn't make sense. And the more sense I tried to make out of it, the worse it got. 

Until I got a clue.

The same day I met him.
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FIRST DAY OF SCHOOL for that second year of torture. 

And since we had roughly the same last name, we were assigned seats in order and wound up in the back of the room by each other. 

And that meant we had to collaborate on class projects. Chemistry. Another yawning class to endure. Until what? Until the day was over. Then we had homework and then we went to sleep and then woke up and started over. 

A gigantic baby-sitting service to raise their kids to get jobs like they did. And have kids. And let them get raised like us, like our parents were. 

"Some gigantic conspiracy." That guy sitting in the next row over mumbled.

"What?" I asked.

"Just a way to keep us all amused until we get our scrap of paper saying we did learn to write our dots and dashes just so, and we are approved to go out and now be carbon copies of what they want us to be, good little boys and girls, good little workers." 

Clearer this time. A full run-on sentence.

"Kinda grumpy today?" I said.

"Maybe. But thanks for noticing." He replied.

"I'm Harriet - but please call me Heri." Introductions were best cut short.

"Sol - short for Solomon." To the point, but with a smile. "Nice to meet someone else who was saddled with an unwieldy moniker right out of the gate."

I had to smile at this. The guy was colorful. I tended to be reticent, quiet.

"So what do you think of this lab work we're assigned?" Maybe curious, maybe polite small talk.

"Sucks. As usual. Teacher does the lecture, makes us do something so we can parrot the answer back. It's called 'learning.' Could be worse, I imagine." Now I started to warm to the subject.

"Yea, well. You're probably right, could be worse." He slid down into his seat so his shoulders were on the backrest and elbows on the laminated top. "Stuff gives me nightmares as it is."

"Nightmares?" I turned to him. This struck a chord.

"Sure - am I in the right class, do I have the right books, am I dressed like I'm supposed to. What about that cutie in the front row - is she going to ask my something and I won't know what to say? And then I wake up and see that I still have hours to go before I'm supposed to get up." He frowned at remembering.

"Yeah, I know about that. Except the cutie in the front row. She's an air head. Don't worry about her asking you anything. She's into getting top grades." I frowned on my own.

"Just another trap to catch you." He gave a wry grin out of the corner of his mouth, half turned toward me.

"Lots of traps here. But I'm beginning to figure them all out. They might have a pattern." I turned more toward him to see his response.

He shrugged. "And what would knowing the pattern do to help us? We're stuck here." 

"Maybe. Maybe not. Gives me an idea. This might sound personal, but do you gotta car? Transport?" I watched his reaction carefully.

Sol turned toward me, eyebrow raised. "Yea. An old clunker that runs, mostly. Cleaned it up though." Now his turn to be reticent.

"Don't know how to ask this except straight up. It's Friday." I stopped at that point.

Sol raised both eyebrows at this. "That's a question? Wait. You're asking me out. Me?"

I turned to face the front and slunk down in my own seat. "Sorry. Probably wouldn't work."

Sol smiled in his voice, though I was looking down at my desk and its papers. "Probably not. But when should I pick you up and where do you live?" 

I turned to toward him. He was sitting up now. "You aren't going to get all touchy-feely-gropie on me are you?" 

Sol smiled again. "Well, you are cute."

I blushed. "Yea, well so are you. So what?"

Sol noticed the teacher looking at us, so he picked up his assignment and pointed at one of the questions on it. Then leaned toward me across the aisle. "Maybe it could work. OK, here's a trick question."

I looked at what he was pointing at, and tried not to smile, but did anyway. "No, that's not. It's a dumb question. That question is just to show whether you were listening." 

Sol smiled. "No, that's not the question. Here: Past lives and entropy - what's the relation?"

I thought about this for awhile. "No right answer. Depends on belief. You believe in past lives or you don't. Because they can't be proved to exist scientifically."

"But suppose they do?"

"Then entropy..."

"A belief by the Science believers." He smiled at me.

"...would tend to prove that past lives exist, as the mind is measured as a form of energy, and energy cannot be destroyed, only transmuted in form." I finished.

Then I wrestled out my own hand-out and finished every second question, by either simple term or equation. And passed it over to him, nodding at it.

He then filled out the other half of the questions on his sheet and handed it to me. "Your turn."

"Trick question: Politics?" I asked.

Wrinkling his nose and forehead as if getting a whiff of something bad. "A religion of beliefs, again. Only based on power and graft..."

"...that are in the eye of the beholder, usually the party out of power." I finished.

He looked at me with clear eyes. "One word or short answer - turnabout: Sex?"

I tensed at this. "When I can, just so far. Food?"

He smiled. "Pizza - or any sandwich that's portable. Movies?"

I smiled back. "Books are better, but they don't have balconies. Beer?"

He frowned. "Illegal. Won't go there, publicly. A good time?"

I grinned. "Scintillating conversation - which means ideas where people dare not tread. Popular trends?"

He grinned back. "Nod and
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