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    For all our supportive and loyal fans - 


We write these only for you.


(Do be sure to get your bonuses at the end of this story...)
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I THINK DIFFERENT. Always have. It turned out to be a perfect tool for surviving the Human Purge. Or be the weapon that caused it.

Me and my Carol. And the rest of us Autists.

Not that the world ended, or anything. And if you’re an average, run-of-the-mill human, you didn't notice. Most don’t. Somewhere around 90-95% don’t.

Not that it affected their lives much. They were propped up by the mechanical society they were trained to be part of like cogs in a drive-chain.

I figure at this point that I’m writing for those of you who did see something change, something get better. 

You know who you are. 

Me, I've always studied history. Kept my bills paid. Told I was a walking Wikipedia on ancient history. (If they could stand to listen to me. I could be a bit raw, sometimes.)

But it's modern history that we're changing. We're evolving. The trick is learning from the past.

The Purge started after World War II. Most of its first stage ended with the Internet. Definitely by 2050. Between those two points was when the centralized control of the media and our schools started unraveling. But all that new technology set evolution in progress.

The second stage started when we autists became more than 1 percent of the world's population.

As trans-human beings started showing up more and more, the old ways of viewing us started failing. Because our numbers were increasing and so we asked for the same rights everyone else had. Instead of being treated like a sub-human with an incurable disease.

Humans were evolving, like it or not. From the “wise” sapiens, we have been changing. Improving. But like all our past, it hasn’t been without fighting, scratching, and a fair bit of knuckle-dragging.

Humans were no longer just homo sapiens. Rather it was like the old days of the Neanderthals living down the block from the Sapiens. Dating their sons and daughters. Hanging out, having fun. 

From the 50’s forward, it’s been an increasing scene where a new species has been living among the old, without letting them know it. Because they couldn’t see what they refused to understand.

And all we ever wanted was understanding. 

So those who refused to understand needed to be protected from harming us, protected from themselves.

The wisest among us quit thinking we were a final version of anything in the homo species. And so the name “homo transire” came into being. Apt that it uses a verb instead of a noun form, if you think about it...

We just called ourselves “autists.” A kind of play on words in many ways. But we like to make games out of things. Games are an efficient road to understanding. 

Understanding is a set of stepping stones to evolution. 

Evolution is forever.

Like love, kinda.
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I MET REGGIE AT A DANCE. 

I’d known him for a long time. The correct phrase is “known of him.” 

Sorry. 

I prefer to hug and touch than talk. So writing is a new skill for me. 

And I’m learning so many new skills these days. 

Anyway, Reggie was on edge of the dance floor. And I went up and hugged him.

Almost spilled his fruit punch.

He didn’t say anything, but smiled and hugged me back.

We stood that way for a while. 

A while. 

Then he asked me if I wanted to dance.

I said I did if we could hug meanwhile.

So we hugged and shuffled until the music quit.

He’s a good dancer. 

Then he looked into my eyes and bent down to kiss me on the forehead. 

I got hot in my face. [Blushed?]

And then I took his face in my hands and kissed him on his mouth. 

A long while. 

When I was done, I laughed and ran away toward the girl’s room. 

I looked back, but he was just standing there smiling. 

I felt wet in places I hadn’t before. Something felt right about it.

Like when a quintic equation solves with an actual radical instead of an approximation. 

Beautiful, elegant, exceeding rare.

And this rare, elegant man found me later on the outside steps while I practiced my mini 4x4 Rubik's cube with my right hand. (Working to get my time down to match my left’s.)

He just sat awhile next to me and didn’t interrupt. Not that he couldn’t, but I was happy just feeling the warmth coming from his thigh. No, we weren’t touching. But he was close, so close.
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