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			Chapter 1

			“You found one!” Sam pointed to the laptop she had curled up in her lap.

			“No way!” Charlie almost fell over his feet at her declaration. “You can’t be serious!”

			“I’m not.” Sam burst out in a fit of giggles as Charlie’s face switched from excitement to massive disappointment. “Oh, that’s just priceless! The look on your face! You look like your cat died!”

			Charlie sent her a death stare that could have gunned down the Red Baron from the sky. “You’re terrible!”

			“Oh, come on! You’d do it to me!” Sam smirked at the only person she had ever considered her best friend. 

			“In a heartbeat,” Charlie admitted. “But still, you need to take this seriously. You know they found a—”

			“Tyrannosaurus Rex only a hundred miles from here.” Sam rolled her eyes and let out a long drawn out sigh. “I know.”

			“Overkill?” Charlie asked her.

			“Nah. I’m probably the only other person in the world who would understand it.”

			Both of them were avid scientists. While Charlie was interested in paleontology, Sam was more interested in biology and genetics. The two of them had shared their passion for science since they were in elementary school. When Sam was in the second grade, she had joined the small science club one day after school. That was when she had first met Charlie Jacobs, the only boy who made her feel like she was normal. Even though Charlie was a few years older than her, he was the only real friend she had.

			“Sam, seriously though, did the GPR pick up anything?” His face said it all. He was waiting for some miraculous news to make the hours he’d spent tracking back and forth over the ground worthwhile. 

			“Nope. Time to cut some more grass,” teased Sam.

			“It is not a lawn mower. It’s a ground-penetrating radar.”

			“I know what a GPR is Charlie. I’m not stupid!” Sam picked up a rock and tossed it at him.

			“Watch it, will ya?” Charlie jumped out of the way at the last minute. “My uncle will never let me borrow this again if you break it.”

			“Sure he would. He’s hoping you find one too.”

			Charlie grinned. “Uncle John is more interested in treasure, but I doubt we’ll find that out here. It’s not like a ship went down here somewhere.” 

			Charlie’s uncle was the owner of Nycorp, the only company for hundreds of miles that used this kind of equipment to locate things—such as gas lines, oil pockets, and utility lines—beneath the surface of the ground. Sometimes they even used it to find hidden grave sites, underground voids, and buried objects. His uncle often used it to go treasure hunting, and one time he had found a few buried coins that were worth half a fortune. The GPR sent out radio waves that bounced into the ground and reflected back as translated images that displayed onto whichever display device it was connected to. Today, that was Sam’s laptop.

			“Back to work?” suggested Sam.

			“Cracking the whip?” 

			“No, but my butt is starting to go numb, so if you’re not going to get back to work, then at least give me a turn.” Sam didn’t really think they would find a dinosaur today, but she wasn’t going to be the one to burst his bubble. 

			“Sure, if you think you can handle it.” 

			“Seriously? We have met, right?” Sam picked up the laptop from her lap and put it carefully on the blanket she was sitting on. Pushing up from the ground, she walked over to where Charlie stood and almost shoved him out of the way. 

			“Whoa, Bessie!” He teased her.

			“Are you calling me a cow?” Sam whipped around, ready to smack him in the face.

			“No, you’re more like a bull.” He made small horns with his fingers and put his hands against his head. He kicked the ground with his foot and let out a half snort through his nose.

			Sam shoved her hands at him and tried to push him back a little. “Jerk!”

			“Ouch! Good thing I didn’t wear red today.” Charlie faked a wince as he cradled his hands to his body, ready for the next attack.

			“This is not the final frontier. Safe to say you would still be alive at the end of the day.”

			“Bruised and battered, but alive?” Charlie stepped back, anticipating another attack that never came. 

			“Your ego, maybe.” Sam smiled as she turned the machine back on. “Keep an eye on the screen. It’s a little tricky, but I think you can manage it.”

			Charlie grumbled under his breath. “Yes, Samantha.”

			Sam cringed and looked around for a missile to launch at him, and retrieved a fairly sizable rock. Charlie knew how much she hated that name. It made her sound…girly and weak. Her father had not raised her that way. Drew had always encouraged her to be herself no matter what—brave, fierce, strong, intelligent, all of the things her mother had been. Well, at least that was the picture her father had always painted. Sam had never known her, because she had died when Sam was a baby. Her father had been so devastated that he had not even kept a picture of her. Maybe that should bother her more, but Sam had never felt she lacked love. Her father had always been enough for her. They shared the same interests, which certainly helped. 

			Charlie was already prepared for her possible attack. He held his hands up in surrender. “I kid!”

			Sam dropped the large rock on the ground to the side and rolled her eyes at him before pushing the GPR across the ground. As she made her rounds back and forth across the stretch of land they had marked out, she was very much reminded of the endless way an afternoon felt when she was stuck mowing the grass. That was the one chore she hated the most—well, it was right up there with laundry. Sam was constantly trying to figure out if she could create an invention that would do that for her. She was sure if she really put her head to it, she could even build a machine that folded for her. But at the moment, she already had too many projects on her plate. As tedious as this was, it beat staying at home by herself while her father worked on his lesson plans. Drew was one of the teachers at the only school for miles around. 

			Before long, Sam was starting to get bored. She conjured every scientific fact she could as she went back and forth over the ground. She was on her twelfth round of naming all the elements on the periodic table when Charlie nearly scared her off her feet. 

			“Sam! We found something!” His green eyes were open wider than Sam had ever seen them before.

			She stopped in her tracks and looked back at him, trying to determine if he was messing with her or not, but when she saw the genuine excitement on his face, she knew he wasn’t lying. Her heart almost stopped in her chest as it finally hit her. Could they have found an actual dinosaur fossil? Was that even possible? Not that people didn’t find them all the time, but Sam had never really thought they would. “What does it look like?”

			“A large solid mass, pretty long too.” Charlie pointed at the screen excitedly. He pushed his glasses further back on his face. “Come look at this!”

			Sam was a little skeptical, but she walked over to peer down at the screen regardless. There was a fairly extensive shape on the screen. Could it be?  “Here, let me see.”

			Sam sat down on the ground and put the computer in her lap, squinting slightly as she nibbled on her bottom lip. If she isolated the image, perhaps they would get a better picture of what was under them. It required a few technical tweaks that this particular program did not have, but Sam could improve upon it if she applied herself. Pulling up the source code, she started to analyze the string before her. 

			“What are you doing?” Charlie looked over her shoulder.

			“I’m improving it.”

			“What if you break it?” Charlie asked, and when Sam smirked at him, he shrugged his shoulders. “What? It could happen.”

			“That’s highly unlikely.” 

			Sam had been coding since she was five, when her father was teaching her how to read. He had not been the kind to read soothing bedtime stories; he had always felt that built up a fascination with fantasy, taking away from reality. So while other girls were reading about princesses, Sam was learning about binary code and its secret language, which was created over three hundred years ago, before the first computer ever existed. There was a lot to learn from the past. It often created a ripple in the present when one least expected it. 

			“You’re not infallible. No one is.” 

			Sam tilted her head up and him and gave him a pointed glare. “It’s not my fault you miscalculated the ammonium nitrate.”

			Charlie grinned sheepishly. “I had new glasses….”

			“Uh-huh. Likely story.” Sam shook her head and almost laughed as she remembered the surprised look on Charlie’s face when the small rocket they had created exploded at his feet instead of taking off. She had never seen him jump so high before.

			“So what is this code going to do?” 

			“Amplify.” Sam barely answered him. Her brain was moving faster than her fingers, and she was trying to get them to catch up. When she completed the code, she reopened the program and looked over at him. “Go push it back and forth a few more times.”

			“On it!” Charlie jumped up and sprinted over to the GPR. 

			Sam watched the screen as it reconfigured the images beneath the surface. At first they were a little scrambled as the program tried to keep up with her code, but when it finally materialized before her, Sam felt her heart leap in her chest. “Whoa! No way!”

			Catching on to her excitement, Charlie stopped in his tracks. “Tell me we found something.”

			Sam waved him over. “You gotta see this.”

			Charlie did not need to be told twice. He raced over to her, almost tripping over his shoelace in the process. He steadied himself and hung his head slightly as he tried to ignore the small silent chortles coming from her mouth. “You can laugh all you want, as long as you’re not punking me.”

			“I’m not. I swear!” Sam crossed her heart with her right hand.

			Charlie peered down at the screen and his face went white. “That looks like a skull.”

			“Not just any skull either.” Sam pointed at the horns that seemed to be protruding out from it.

			“A triceratops?” Charlie seemed to sway in the air. “I need to sit down.”

			When Charlie sat down, Sam patted him on the back. “You’ve done it! And I think you’re one of the youngest to find one too.”

			“I’m an overachiever.” Charlie winked at her. 

			“So, now what?” Sam wondered what he would want to do first. Did he want to dig it out himself? Was he going to contact the proper authorities? 

			“Well, I’m not going to Disney World.” He grinned.

			“Yeah, I figured.” Sam had known about his fear of rollercoasters for quite some time. Even though they both understood the properties of physics, there was still no accounting for human error. That’s where most of the accidents occurred. Neither one of them trusted that easily.

			“As much as I want to dig this bad boy up myself….” He sighed.

			“You want it done right. I get it.” Sam smiled. She knew how hard it must be for him to pass it off to someone else, but he was a true scientist. He wanted to preserve it to the best of his capabilities. The fact that he did not have all the equipment he would need would keep him from digging it up. Besides, when someone without proper experience excavated a dig site, all kinds of contamination occurred. Sam admired his ability to make a rational decision. Not many people in this circumstance could. There could be a priceless dinosaur buried far beneath the dirt, and if the entire skeleton was intact, this dig would become massive for Charlie and his uncle.

			“We did good, kid. We did good.” Charlie grinned from ear to ear.

			“Yes, we did. Now, can we eat?” Sam’s stomach had just started growling. They had been at this for a week, and when they were focused on their task, they often forgot to eat. 

			“Yep. My treat too. Let’s just make sure we have this marked.” 

			Charlie pulled out a few flags he had kept in his backpack and stuck them in the ground, creating a large square that could be made into a grid later. When he was finished, they packed up their equipment and made the trek back to his uncle’s farm house. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			

			What happened next was a blur, as the days seemed to bleed into each other. While Charlie and Sam both wanted to be involved in the excavation process, the reality was they were both high school students. There was no way they could be at the dig all day, even though it was far more educational than some dusty old book. They had to settle for a few hours here and there, where the schedule allowed. 

			Charlie had called the University of Montana’s Paleontology Center to supervise the excavation. At first the director had not believed that a bunch of kids could have discovered a dinosaur. They got calls about bones all the time, calls which usually resulted in digging up some large cattle skeleton. With the hype of the T-Rex found in Jordan, Montana, most of the populace in the area was convinced that dinosaurs were everywhere they walked. So, suffice it to say, the director was beyond skeptical. It was not until the pair of them had shown them their process of discovery that they started to take them seriously. 

			Neither one of them had started the excavation. They had waited for the paleo team to break ground. The team worked around the clock, it seemed, which allowed Sam and Charlie to help when schedules permitted. As more dirt was removed, the dinosaur nestled inside the ground was discovered to definitely be a triceratops. While not a tyrannosaurus rex as they had first hoped, the find was still pretty amazing. Their county had never had this much excitement before. Cameras were everywhere at once, it seemed. Charlie was soaking up the attention, which was understandable. His whole identity was wrapped up under a tarp on his uncle’s farm. Charlie would make an excellent paleontologist. Newspapers from all over the world had come out to interview him.

			But Sam, she hadn’t wanted to get involved in all that. Cameras had never been her thing. In fact, she could not remember the last time she had a photo taken that wasn’t tucked inside a yearbook. She and her father shared that in common. He believed the world was full of people who needed the spotlight. While these people seemed important to the outside world, it was those who worked behind the scenes that had the most impact. Sam was a lot like that. She worked tirelessly on her projects outside of school, hoping she could one day be a driving force in the field of genetics. It was never too early to create something that could impact the world around her. Very few knew of her projects. Some she kept hidden even from her father.  

			Sam’s phone buzzed in her pocket. She looked up at the blackboard to see if the teacher was paying attention. As usual, Mrs. Paisley was looking at her computer screen, while the class, all five of them, calculated their formulas quietly at their desks. Not that Sam minded. There was very little Mrs. Paisley could teach her. With their school district being so small, there were very few challenging opportunities at school. Sam was not the kind of girl who wanted to get involved in group activities either, so even though they had a few of those offered to them, she never felt the need to participate. Some parents might push their kids to get involved, but her father had always accepted her need for privacy, probably because it fueled his own. 

			When her phone buzzed again, Sam slid it from her pocket and looked down at the screen.  Charlie was sending another text from his English class. Coming tonight? 

			Sam rolled her eyes. It had been a month since they had found the fossil. Tonight they were working on the skull, which had been almost completely unearthed the last time they were at the site. Charlie had been reminding her every hour since school started. She quickly texted him back. I need a ride.

			I got you. Last semester, Charlie had gotten his driver’s license. His father had bought him a small beat up pick-up truck for his first car. It wasn’t much to look at, but it had enough miles left in it to get him through high school. 

			Ok. Sam shoved her phone back in her pocket, just as Mrs. Paisley looked up from her desk. Sam picked up her pencil and pretended that she was still working on her equations. The truth of the matter was, she had finished them in the first ten minutes of class. Now she was doodling genetic sequences on the next page. DNA was something that had always fascinated Sam. She wanted to know how things worked like most people, but understanding the building blocks to every living organism was something that seemed to call to her. Some days she got so lost in it that the world seemed to fall away around her. In a way, science was her Utopia, her one place where she felt most at ease and relaxed. 

			Sam had a lot of dreams where that was concerned. Part of her thought if she could figure out how to change a DNA strand so that it reacted differently to diseases, then some of the worst diseases could have a cure. DNA was a lot like a computer code to Sam. It was finite and infinite at the same time. Finite because each determined an outcome, and infinite because each resulted in something that could live on infinitely. Code could be used and recycled on a loop. DNA was the same in that it lived on in the ones who come after. While DNA is modified slightly each time as more people are put into the mix, it all started somewhere. Code could run on an infinite loop, but was also changed year after year as the strings morphed into new programs, different processes to keep up with technology around us.

			When the bell rang, Sam tore out her math paper. She quickly put her things in her bag and walked to the front of the room to hand in her work. Mrs. Paisley barely looked up at her. Big surprise there. That was her life in pretty much every class except one. Sam could not decide what bothered her more, the lack of stimulating work or the fact that it was the same thing over and over again. While she could have tested a few years ahead, her father had always felt that would make Sam more socially awkward. Sam was not so sure she could get any more socially awkward, though. There were only forty-nine students at the high school, and she could only name one that she called her friend. It was unfortunate, but it was life. 

			Sam pretended not to notice the stares that followed her when she walked down the hall. While they had kept her name out of the paper, everyone there knew that Sam was with Charlie when they found the dinosaur bones. This did nothing but fuel their need to make her the butt of every joke. Too bad Sam had no sense of humor. None of it was amusing to her. Did it make her angry? Not really. Reactions only gave power to those who did not deserve it. So she usually picked her own silent protest, which seemed to annoy them more anyway. It was like waiting on a rude customer in a store and then telling them to have a nice day with a smile, then watching them swallow their complaint. It was symbolic of flipping them off with a smile—not that Sam resorted to such primeval forms of communication. She never did understand what that actually accomplished. 

			As she got to her locker, Sam found that there was a small picture taped to it. Two stick people labeled Sam and Charlie were sitting on a tree branch with the letters K-I-S-S-I-N-G written in red on the bottom of the page. Sam ripped it off the locker and crumpled it up. Some passive aggressive bullying, something Sam had been putting up with most of her life. While the school always said they did not tolerate bullying, the truth was they did. Tolerated it quite a bit, if you asked her—but no one really did ask her. Neither did she broach the subject. It was a pointless endeavor really, a form of he said, she said, where only the popular kids ever seemed to matter. That was what was wrong with the world. The squeaky wheel got the oil, while the rest of them suffered. 

			Sighing loudly, Sam closed her eyes and tried to control her facial features. The trolls would be around watching. If she showed even the slightest emotion, they won, and Sam refused to let that happen. If she felt that way about him, maybe this sort of thing would make her blush. Charlie was more like a brother to her, her best friend. Besides, boys were just not on her radar. Just because she was fourteen did not mean she had to make her whole life about a boy. Even if she did, there was not a whole lot to choose from here. The school district was small, supporting the outlying communities up to a forty-mile radius surrounding Nashua. Who would she even be interested in? Besides, Sam was driven to do something more with her life. In her mind, she already had a plan. Boys did not fit into that schedule for quite some time.

			 “Predictable.” Sam did not even bother looking around to see who the culprit was, for they changed every day. Just the status quo.

			Tossing the paper into the locker, she retrieved her science book, thankful that she had that as an outlet. Science was undoubtably her favorite class. Most people would assume it was because her father taught it—although, that was a bonus. To some, having a parent as a teacher would have been embarrassing. For Sam, it was a relief. She trusted him to teach her. The other kids had no idea how lucky they were to have him. Drew believed in pushing his students to do more than they thought they could, and even though they complained about it from to time, they were better for having him.

			 “What’s a matter, Taylor? Didn’t like the artwork?” Drake Townsley, senior jerk extraordinaire, was standing across the way leaning against his locker, as if he didn’t have another class to get to. To Sam he was just another dumb jock who was uncomfortable with the idea that any girl could be more self-aware than he was. She had a mind to wipe the smirk off his face, but refused to give in to the impulse. 

			While Sam was not athletic at school, that did not mean she could not defend herself. She used to do taekwondo when she was younger. There was a fair amount of physics involved in taekwondo. The way energy was stored until it was converted into a powerful kick or punch was easy for her to understand. She had done many experiments over the years with the angle and force of her kicks. Physics could be applied to any sport, really.

			“Aw, come on. Cat got your tongue?” Drake’s cocky smile made her blood boil.

			Don’t rise to the bait, Sam, she reminded herself. Drake was one of the consistent problems in her day, sometimes flirting outrageously, which made her self-conscious. She never really knew if he was being honest or if he was just trying to get a rise out of her. He made her uncomfortable, especially the times he had swatted her backside with his hand. Why did boys think that was okay? She was so tired of this town’s boys-will-be-boys mentality. How was a boy to learn how to be a good man if no one ever showed him how? Maybe she should tell her dad. But he was pretty protective of her, and Sam did not want him to lose his job over some idiot jacked up on testosterone. 

			“Aw, come on. You gotta give me something.” Drake was now walking toward her. He blocked her path and refused to move. “Don’t you have something to say?”

			“Move….” Sam was now gritting her teeth, ready to take things into her own hands when a voice interrupted.

			“Ready for science?” Charlie slid his arm around her shoulders and his eyes zeroed in on Drake. 

			“Yeah. I believe I am. If this Neanderthal will just get out of my way.”

			“What did you call me?” 

			“Read a textbook sometime, Drake. You’d be surprised what you could learn. Now, I believe the lady asked you to move.” 

			Charlie’s words were heeded this time, not because Charlie was a threat to anyone else, but because there had been this rumor that Charlie’s uncle was a member of the mob. While not true, Charlie had never attempted to set them straight. It was a running joke between the two of them.

			As they continued down the hall, Sam shrugged his arms from her shoulders. “You know, you just make it worse when you do that.”

			“What? Save your as…terisk?” Charlie changed his word when one of the teachers gave him a serious look.

			“No. They already think we’re an item.” Sam shuddered.

			“People will talk whether you give them ammunition or not. Besides, the only truth that matters is our own, right?” Charlie winked at her.

			“Right.” Sam stopped outside her classroom. “I’ll let you know if I can come.”

			“Head out right after school?” asked Charlie.

			“Sure, but can we get food first? Last time I skipped dinner.”

			“Hey, it’s not my fault you were distracted. Weren’t you having a heated discussion with Dr. Brent?” recalled Charlie.

			“Yes, well, we disagree on the ways DNA should be stored.” Sam was a stickler for preserving all forms of DNA with as little tampering as possible. She had questioned the good doctor on his technique, and that had become a long discussion where Sam was trying to prove that even though she was a “kid,” she actually knew what she was talking about. Sam got that a lot, actually. Her mind had outgrown her kid’s body a long time ago.

			“I’ve never seen an older man get so red faced before.” Charlie chuckled slightly.

			“You’d have thought I killed his dog or something. Anyway, I’ll meet you at our normal place after school.” 

			Their normal place was the small bench around the side of the building. It was less conspicuous than the front, and further away from the parking lot where all the people she wanted to avoid would mill around after school.

			“See ya.” 

			Sam entered the room and smelled the Bunsen burners that had been lit by the class before hers. She wondered what compound they would be breaking down today. Taking a seat, she waited for class to start. As this was a more independent class, she looked up at the board to see what their assignment was for that day. Catalyst reactions. Sam smirked slightly. This was like elementary chemistry for her, but at least she did not need a lab partner. With five students, she was always the odd one out any way. Rather than pair with the others, Sam preferred to work alone.

			Their supplies were fairly simple for the first experiment. She gathered her beakers, ice, and one antacid tablet. In one of the beakers she added ice and a cup of water. The other she filled with water. She then turned on a Bunsen burner and set the water over a flame. Once the water came to a boil, she turned the flame off. Now she was ready to start her experiment. Breaking the antacid tablet in half, she put one half in the ice water and the other in the hot water. Using her skills of observation, she found the tablet dissolved faster in the hot water. In her head, she was already coming up with variations of the experiment and possible situations where the results could be reversed, not that the assignment called for it. She indicated this on her lab sheet anyway, knowing her father would probably let her test her theories at a later date. 

			When she was done with that experiment, she made sure to clear her space. Her father nodded to her as she sat down at her spot at her table. He was watching over the remaining students. Drew Taylor was incredibly patient with them. Sam was not surprised. She had certainly kept him on his toes throughout the years. Most kids made a mess with their toys. Not Sam. She made explosions that took weeks to clean off the walls and ceilings. He had the patience of a saint where that was concerned. He could not blame her too much though, for she had inherited his curious nature. 

			The only thing they differed on was their looks. Her dad had a golden boy look about him, with his blond hair and scratchy beard that he kept cut close to his face. His eyes were green with brown flecks. If she had seen him on the street, she would never have assumed he was the brilliant man he was. Half of the girls who graduated from Nashua had maintained a crush on him at some point in time. 

			Now, Sam was just a tad different from him. She did not tan as easily as he did—her complexion seemed to be olive all year round. Her hair was a dark chestnut and her eyes a deep brown. Often she wondered if these were things that had been passed down from her mother. Sam imagined her mom had been quite beautiful, if she had attracted her father away from his scientific experiments. Dad often said he had worked in a lab when he met her. That was before he decided to become a teacher. Sam never understood why he would have left a laboratory job, but he seemed to excel here at the high school. His students were testing higher than previous years, so clearly he was making a difference. He often said he was changing the world one young scientist at a time. Sam doubted half of them would go on to any kind of scientific field, but she had not wanted to burst his bubble. 

			“Sam?”

			“Yes?” She looked up from her work. 

			“The bell rang.” Her father grinned at her.

			“Oh, right.” She shoved her things in her bag and pushed up from the table. On her way out the door she remembered that Charlie had asked her to go with him to the dig. “Wait. Dad?”

			“Yes, Sam?” His eyes twinkled slightly as he waited for her question.

			“Can I go with Charlie tonight?” She almost nibbled on her bottom lip as she waited for him to answer.

			“Yes, but don’t forget we have to get up early tomorrow. So no late night.” 

			“Okay. Which lines are we running?” Sam asked him.

			“The tomatoes,” he answered her.

			“Bonus!” 

			Sam was excited. They were going to check the hybrids they had been working on together. For months they had spliced and diced the genetic code from the tomato plants in hopes that they could create a new tomato group. While it was not earth-shattering science, it was something they enjoyed working on together. Quality time, they called it. By any other standards, they were one weird family. By her own, they were simply perfect.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			After class, Sam returned to her locker. Thankfully, jerkface had not had time to make a new portrait for her locker. Honestly, if he had a shred of talent in his bones, she might have admired his artwork. But he would end up being the same old has been that every jock from this town had been since the beginning of time. If any of them left town, they didn’t move that far away. That was probably okay for most people, but Sam dreamed of living in a town with more technological advances than her small city of Fort Peck. She didn’t mind being isolated from people, but it would be nice to have more than one grocery store to choose from. That got real old after a while. 

			Sam put all her books inside her locker, except one: Human Genomes by Alexander Williams, from her father’s library. He had every book written by the famous geneticist. Sam was fascinated with his work, and while the good doctor seemed to have disappeared off the face of the earth, she still had hopes of meeting him one day. Some teenagers idolized the rich and famous—not Sam. She would rather have a meeting of the minds with the most brilliant scientists and philosophers from around the world, living or dead. What a day that would be!

			Sliding the book into her backpack, she also made sure her tablet and journal were inside. She had been keeping track of their progress each time they visited the dig. Everything was meticulously categorized, from soil samples to the recorded diagrams of the bones beneath the surface. While she was far more interested in genetics than paleontology, every form of science held great significance. Besides, she was hoping to learn a little about genetics too. If they were able to find any isolated protein chains on the dinosaur, she could maybe take a sample to study at home. 

			“What’s the rush, Taylor?”

			Sam closed her eyes and let her head fall back in annoyance as she sighed in irritation. What was his problem with her? She was half tempted to ask him, but then realized that nothing would get through that thick skull of his, especially with as many concussions as it had suffered over his high school career. Nashua might not have its own football team, but they did have a community team that grouped teens from all over the county. She imagined he was the quarterback or something like that, with the way he carried himself all over the halls here. Sam was not a sports person. She could probably follow a game if she had to, but she simply did not see the point. Why subject herself to hours of boredom when she could be doing something better?

			Spinning the lock and shutting it, Sam walked away from her locker prepared to ignore the Neanderthal, but he decided to step in front of her. 

			“Move.”

			“Please?” he taunted her.

			Don’t hit him, don’t hit him, she told herself. He did deserve to have the smug smile wiped off his face, but Sam didn’t think that would really solve anything. He would just do the same thing he did every day, and then he would probably get his little cronies involved. She could see two of them standing down the hall, watching their encounter curiously. While he expected her to beg or something, Sam would never. Instead of going forward, Sam decided to take a different route. Turning on her heel, she walked in the opposite direction.

			“You’re no fun!” He called after her.

			“You have no idea…,” Sam mumbled. Well, fun to him, that is. To Sam, she was perfectly fine. A normal teenage girl who would not stand out in a crowd—that’s what anyone else would assume about her if they saw her. The only thing that made her different was that she was not afraid to show her intelligence. Perhaps that was what made others uncomfortable. She would not apologize for being smart, though. She didn’t care what they thought. They were barely a blip on her radar. Did that mean she liked being teased and cornered so often? No, but sometimes what one endured made them a stronger person. She would fight a silent battle until she could win the war. 

			Sam looked behind her one last time before she exited the building. No one was following her. That was a relief. Now she could meet Charlie and get out of there. Sam walked around the back of the school and made her way to the bench, where Charlie was already sitting, absorbed in his phone, as usual. Charlie was constantly checking on the progress of the dig. Every chance he got, he tapped into a satellite above to zero in on the coordinates, something Sam had enhanced with one of her programs. Maybe not the best idea, considering how frequently he was glued to it. 

			“Earth to Charlie.” 

			Charlie looked up with a cheeky grin on his face. “Caught me again. What took you so long?”

			“The cretin….”

			“I really wish you would just lay him out.” Charlie knew that Sam could take care of herself. When he had not believed she could take him out, he challenged her to do so. Three seconds later he was flying over her shoulders, landing flat on his back. That was the last time he asked her to do that.

			“What good would that do?” 

			“Bring him down a peg or two?” suggested Charlie.

			“For five seconds, before he came up with another line of attack. You can’t reason with idiots, Charlie.” She had tried. It always had the opposite result. So, Sam resolved herself to letting it roll of her skin the best she could.

			“True enough. Ready to roll?” He pushed off from the bench after putting his cell phone into the pocket of his jacket
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