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Jeremy’s life was like that of many who struggled with the label of ‘geek’. Teased for wearing thick glasses and having a thin build, fellow students nicknamed him Urkel, after some silly sitcom in the past. His interests in books and the lack of social interactions didn’t help his reputation either. 

But all of that was on the outside, commonly referred to as reality. Inside, Jeremy dreamed of solving great mysteries that not only grabbed his attention but begged him to resolve their elusive mystery. UFOs, time travel, and wormholes compelled his imagination, often leaving him to sit in thought for hours.  

He was thinking that worm holes could be the solution to one such problem and wondered how you could build a ship that could withstand such a force when his dad entered the kitchen. But the thought he had gripped him, and he was unwilling to let it go. 

“You going to eat that or stare at it all day?” his dad asked, grabbing a cup from the shelf. 

Shaken from his daydream, Jeremy responded, “Oh, yeah,” and looked at the sandwich in his hand. 

“Get the yard done?” Jerold asked, pouring juice into his favourite cup. 

Pushing his glasses back on his nose, Jeremy focused on the bread in his hands. “Yeah,” he mumbled, wondering why his food was blurry. He held it further away and then brought it closer. No adjustments gave him the clarity he was used to. The thought that a new prescription might be necessary crossed his mind, and another thought of thicker glasses made him grimace. 

“Ok, I’m going to the garage until your mother gets home.” Jerold relayed, picking up his drink. 

“Ok,” Jeremy replied, wrapped in a newfound mystery before his eyes. 

Jerold shrugged and headed out, knowing his son was an adamant dreamer. Maybe it was a good thing overall, but he was seventeen. Months from now, he would be contemplating some serious decisions and wouldn’t have time to philosophize so much over insignificant matters. 

Jeremy heard the door shut and only half remembered what his dad had just said. Taking his glasses off to look at them, he looked for the smudges that must have been on them since they had no issues earlier in the day. 

What he saw instead was vivid clarity. It was exhilarating and scary at the same time. He looked around the kitchen and found the same clarity without the eyewear. ‘Had his eyesight been corrected somehow?’ he wondered, baffled at the revelation. 

He tested his theory in several ways: glasses on and off, looking near and far, and finally came to the conclusion that he had perfect vision. Fear kicked in as he had no idea what had caused the dramatic change. Something had altered his vision, but there was nothing he could think of that could possibly do such a miraculous deed. 

“Jeremy...” Jerold called from the garage, jarring him out of his thoughts. 


He stood up and answered the call, “Yeah?” “Come here,” Jerold replied. 



Jeremy entered the garage a bit perturbed at the interruption. He had a mystery to solve after all. “What is it?” he asked, stopping inside the door. 

“Do you know where the beaker I had sitting on the table is?” he asked. “I know I left it there yesterday.” 

Jeremy had no clue how important it was to his father and said, “I knocked off a jar with the rake when I was getting it off the wall,” and quickly added, “But I cleaned it up,” nodding to the drying concrete floor. 

Grabbing two fistfuls of his own hair, Jerold exclaimed, “You what?”, unable to believe the disastrous event. His son was always a klutz, bumping into things mindlessly, but this beat all. 

“Yeah, it smelled pretty bad. What was it?” he asked, wondering why his dad was being so dramatic. 

“You smelled it?” Jerold asked, now concerned for his son. 

“Yeah, it got warm and started smoking,” he explained. 

That made no sense to Jerold, “It was smoking on the floor?” he asked, trying to make sense of it all. 

“No, it was smoking on the oil rag I used to clean it up,” Jeremy explained. 

“Where is it?” Jerold asked, staring at his son in anxious anticipation. 

“I threw it in the trash bin,” he replied, and walked over to it. 

“Ok, get back.” Jerold directed, snatching up rubber gloves from the workbench. 

“Why, what is it?” he asked, now concerned about his dad’s behaviour. 

“Nanobots,” he replied, opening the lid to the trash. His son was old enough to know what that meant and keeping it from him would be the wrong thing to do. 

A term Jeremy was fascinated with; he had to ask, “What were they for?” 

“Well...” Jerold started, lifting the cloth out, “They’re supposed to repair the body,” he explained. That made a world of sense to Jeremy, and it solved his recent mystery. 

“But they’re unstable.” Jerold continued, “They break down in the body,” he admitted, holding his hand underneath the cloth to catch anything dripping from it. 

Jeremy fidgeted where he stood and mumbled, “I don’t know about that.” 

“What’s that?” Jerold asked, trying to fit the cloth in a zip lock bag. 

“I think they fixed my eyesight,” he confessed, looking for his dad’s reaction. 

“Really?” Jerold replied, now curious. Laying the useless product on the table, he walked to his son. “Why do you say that?” He took his child’s head in his hands and looked him over. 

“I can see without my glasses,” Jeremy explained, letting his dad take control of his head. 

“Well, you aren’t squinting,” Jerold observed, thinking the signs were good. But if his son did take a dose of his nanobots, they’d probably die off soon enough. “It might be permanent, but it could be temporary,” and let his head go, 

“They’ll die in your system for sure.” 

“That won’t cause a problem, will it?” Jeremy asked, a little concerned about something dying inside him and becoming malignant or something. 

Jerold smiled, guessing his son’s concern, “No, you’ll pass them in your urine and fecal matter.” 

“Ok, so they go into your system, fix whatever needs fixing, and then you pass them.” Jeremy surmised. 

“Well, if they worked right, they would stay inside you and keep on repairing whatever needs fixing.” Jerold confessed, “But I haven’t gotten that far yet.” 

Jeremy went back to the kitchen to finish his sandwich. Picking it up, he took another bite of his peanut butter and jelly and set it down. It tasted different for some reason. He could taste the peanuts, but it was masked by a heavy dose of sugar. 

The taste was so strong; he picked up the sandwich and separated the bread to see if it had been tampered with. Nothing indicated any malicious alterations, so he closed the bread back together. Sitting it back down on his paper plate, he studied it again. 

He could almost tell exactly what it consisted of. Starch and sugar mainly, he was sure. He kept coming up with other ingredients like glucose and sodium. Although he was a little hungry, none of the elements that made up the sandwich appealed to him. 

He picked up the plate, walked it to the trash, and let the bread slide off the plate and land with a thud in the bottom of the plastic bag. Keeping his plate, he walked to the fridge to look for more appealing food. 

Apples and oranges were in the crisper, and he opted for one of the apples. Baby carrots and lettuce looked appetizing, so he took a little of each. A tomato rolled off the shelf, no longer supported by the lettuce, and fell out of the fridge. 

Jeremy, hands full of his plundering, caught it with the top of his foot, balancing it right behind his toes. Since it looked appetizing as well, he kicked it in the air and caught it on his plate. Setting his meal on the counter, he thought there was something missing. Looking it over, he smiled, thinking of it. 

“Protein,” he exclaimed out loud, and made another trek to the fridge. 

Juniper Dodd was a psychiatrist and spent her day listening to every intense drama one could imagine in her field of work. When she hit the door of her home, the last thing she wanted was more drama. Kicking off her heels and dumping her workload on the credenza, she headed for the kitchen for a refreshing drink. It was just a routine process of her day to help her unwind. 

But today was different. Coming through the kitchen, she was struck by the vision of her son, cheeks full of food, surrounded by remnants of the refrigerator. “What in the world, Jerry!” and huffed, “Jeremy Timothy Dodd, you are going to clean this mess up right now!” she chastised. 

Jeremy, unable to say anything with his mouth full, could only look at his mother in surprise. He fully intended to clean the kitchen; it was just going to be after he ate. 

“Where are your glasses?” his mother asked. “No wonder this place is a mess, you can’t even see what you’re doing,” she noted, grabbing a glass off the shelf. 

Jeremy swallowed and wiped his mouth. Apologizing, he offered, “Sorry, Mom. I’ll clean up,” and belched. 

“Disgusting.” Juniper snapped, snarling her nose. She opened the fridge for her drink. “Did you leave anything for supper?” she asked rhetorically, seeing the pilfered shelves. 

“I didn’t eat everything!” Jeremy argued, a bit offended. “No...” she replied, “You left the desert.” She smirked, pulling the pitcher of tea out and filling her glass. 

“Too much sugar,” Jeremy complained. “It doesn’t taste good.” 

“Never thought I would hear that from you,” she mused, ruffling his hair. “Now clean this up,” reminding him, “and homework before dinner.” As she headed back to her own homework, she had laid down. 

He took a shower before bed and concentrated on his manhood. It was aching, but not in its usual way. Tugging seemed to help, and he stretched it out. After a minute, he released it and let it spring back to normal. He finished by washing his hair and climbed out. Looking himself over in the mirror, the thought that he was twenty pounds underweight occurred to him, and it would be interesting to see what adding the weight, in the right places, of course, would do for him. 

Lying in bed, it finally occurred to him that the changes he was experiencing were. Corrected vision, eating healthy, aware of his flaws, and the steps needed to correct them... ‘Dad’s nanobots are working,’ he thought. 

He didn’t know how long they would last and decided to write down the effects they had on him and the recommendations that he was acutely aware of at the time. Grabbing an unused tablet, he scribbled down what he could remember. 

Going to bed, he went to sleep right away. For the first time in his life, he slept on his back. Dreams filtered in and dotted his memory with the day’s events. Images of tiny robots working diligently over his body, building tissue and repairing damaged cells, flooded his mind’s eye. 

The dream turned nightmarish as the robots worked on his brain and extended neural pathways, and connected them to his central nervous system. 

Augmentation of his perceptive, sensory, and motor skills gave way to a new sensation of another presence. A foreign entity embedded itself into his consciousness and tapped into his cerebral cortex. 

The nightmare faded as if a curtain was drawn and nothing remained in the blackness. Jeremy was comatose at this point in time and unaware of his surroundings. The rest of the night was spent in blissful slumber while his body gathered strength for the coming day. 

He awoke the next morning stiff as a board, as if he had slept in a poor position. Sitting up, he turned in his bed and put his feet on the floor. 

‘Rejuvenation is complete. Six hours of energy remaining,’ he thought to himself. Why he would think it baffled him, as it wasn’t normal to think in such a way. Even more, why would he care about how much energy he had? 

He stood up to yawn and felt his tendons and muscles stretch. ‘School today,’ he thought, reaching for his phone. Scrolling through posts on social media, he found nothing interesting had been added. Sometimes, the science pages would post something awesome, but not today, it seemed. 

Tossing the phone on the bed, he scratched his butt and headed for the bathroom. Taking a leak, he thought, ‘Math test, reading assignment, and periodic table of elements today. Should be a pretty good day.’ and shook his manhood. 

‘Discharge: point three five liters of urine. Thirty-two cc toxins discharged,’ he thought, and wondered why he cared. 

That was the second time he had thought of something that should never have crossed his mind since waking up. Something was going on, and he tried to make sense of it. 

He couldn’t be thinking these thoughts on his own. Something had changed. He remembered the incident yesterday and thought, ‘Nanobots!” 

He immediately recited, ‘Currently, there are three thousand five hundred and sixty-two active in the host’s system.’ 

That put him in a state of urgency. Grabbing clothes and shoes, he threw them on and was dressed in record time. Snatching phone and wallet, he headed out of the bedroom. Stairs, two at a time, flew under his feet, and he hit the landing yelling, “Dad!” thinking, ‘Heart rate one hundred and two, blood pressure one twenty seven over eighty nine.’ 

He ran to the den where his dad usually prepped for work, thinking about, ‘Adjusting cardio pulmonary rate.’ 

Jerold was donning a tie in preparation for the lab. “What is it, son?” and paused to look at him. 

Believing his dad would think he was a little crazy, he considered his next words carefully, “Um, how long do the nanobots usually last?” 

Jerold sighed and tightened his tie, “Nothing to worry about, son. Depending on the subject, they’re flushed out within twenty-four hours.” 

“Ok...” Jeremy conceded; it hadn’t been that long yet. “But do the subjects mention anything about thought processes while they have the nanobots?” 

He hadn’t been quite honest with his son, and he was old enough to keep a secret. “I have to tell you, the only thing I’ve tested them on are mice,” and put a hand on his shoulder. “Son, this research is off the books. Nobody knows anything about it just yet.” 

‘So I’m the first human guinea pig,’ he thought, and corrected himself, ‘Homo sapiens test subject.’ and said, “So you don’t know what happens if they start working?” 

He picked up his coat, “Well, sort of,” he started, putting his coat on, “They repair tissue and maintain the health of the subject.” and smiled, “It would be interesting if they cured the common cold,” picking up his briefcase. 

“So they won’t control anything but body health?” he asked, concerned that the little voice in his head might make demands. 

He studied his son to determine how much he was interested and said, “I’m glad you’re taking an interest in my work.” He sighed, “Imagine having a bunch of little guys running around in your body fixing things when something breaks. Mending broken bones, cuts, bruises, and eye sight, for instance.” and smiled again, “But I wouldn’t expect them to take control and make you dance naked in the street.” and laughed. 

His dad left him there to ponder what he said. Jeremy headed for the kitchen and smelled eggs cooking. Cholesterol, calories, sodium... all food made for consumption is calculated in his head. He was smart, but he didn’t think he was that smart. 

He headed off to school and calculated the number of steps it would take to get there and a solid estimate of his time of arrival. Too much information flooded his senses as carbon emissions, pheromones, cologne, perfume, and wet paint struck him in the school parking lot. 

His ears detected a million conversations, and his newly enhanced eyes picked up detail in vivid colors. It was like the world had stepped inside of him. 

“Where are your glasses, Urkel?” Bobby Frank asked, “Somebody knock them off of ya?” 

“Yeah, I did.” Steve Otto quipped, taking a swipe at Jeremy’s head. 

Jeremy could assess the distance easily and moved accordingly. Ducking the attempt, he continued to his homeroom class. Taking his seat in the front, because being in the back meant being harassed, he dropped his backpack to the side. 

Geeks and goofs lined the first two rows, and it was natural that the goofs would try to leech answers from the geeks. One such leech plopped in his seat beside him. 

“Hey, Urkel.” Terry hissed, “Did you study for the math test today?” 

Jeremy knew why he was asking. He would be sitting next to him when the test started. “Nope, I sure didn’t,” he responded, finding his phone to browse the web. 

“Liar.” Terry huffed, “I’ll be needing help on it,” and shook his arm to gain his attention. “Hey, you don’t want me to sic Steve O on you, do you?” 

Jeremy was bound and determined to find a way out of helping him. The last time Steve Otto dunked his head first in the trash was one of the many disadvantages to being a skinny runt. 

He thought to wait until the class filled up and maybe take a seat somewhere else, away from Terry. It would work if the teacher allowed it. Or, he could write down the wrong answers and, if he had the time, correct them before turning the work in. 

Consent forms and daily announcements were taken care of in homeroom. Roll call and assignments were given out. Before long, the bell rang, signalling his first class: 

science. 

It was the reason he came to school in the first place. Nothing intrigued him more than a science book. Where others were forced to study chapter after chapter, Jeremy had read the entire book, and the chapter assignments were merely a refresher course to him. 

“Gravity and centrifugal force.” Mr. Bradshaw started. “It keeps you on this planet and slings the earth around in space.” 

But Jeremy was distracted by an odour coming from his right. ‘Menstrual cycle,’ he thought, for no apparent reason, and looked at Kathy Ferguson. 

“What are you looking at, creep?” she asked, frustrated at his unwanted attention. 

Saying nothing, he changed to another scent. ‘Artificial strawberry,’ he thought, and looked to his left. Julie Chiders was listening intently to Mr. Bradshaw’s lesson. 

Glasses as thick as his own, curly brown hair, and a pug nose; her appearance reminded him of one of the Peanut gang members. Underweight and underdeveloped, Julie was teased as much as he was. He could relate to her plight and felt empathy for her. It had been like that since third grade, and she was a kindred spirit in the world of misery. 

She noticed his attention and smiled. He smiled back. A wave of sexual pheromones emitted from her and found their way into his nostrils. He looked away and contemplated the aroma. She had been pleasant with him in the past, but her scent indicated a potential mating partner. 

He looked back at her to see if he had been given the wrong signal. She smiled again and whispered, “You look good without your glasses.” 

“Thank you,” he whispered back, sure this time that he was reading her right, and gave her another smile. 

“Jerry, have you been listening?” Mr. Bradshaw asked, stepping up to his desk. 

“Yes, sir,” Jeremy replied, focusing on the teacher. 

“Ok, what was I saying?” he prodded, crossing his arms. 

“A body undergoing curved motion, such as circular motion, constantly accelerates toward the axis of rotation,” he quoted, recalling the portion of his brain that was listening. 

He huffed and said, “I should know better than to ask. You’ve probably got this memorized already,” receiving laughter from the classroom in reply. 

“Geek!” someone called, and Jeremy knew it was Dan Flanders. 

“Alright!” Mr. Bradshaw barked, “Everybody get your books out. Chapter nine, folks.” he instructed, walking back to his desk. “You have thirty minutes to read.” and sat down, “A quick test afterwards, so make sure you do just that.” 

Jeremy perused the chapter and remembered its contents. 

The next class was math. Jeremy waited behind and watched Terry enter. He approached the door and watched the classroom fill up. Anyone wanting to sit on the left side of Terry was told that it was reserved. After watching everyone take a seat, all that was left was the one beside Terry. 

Noticing Urkel was missing, Terry turned towards the door and saw Jeremy enter the room. A smile crossed his lips while a grimace crossed Jeremy’s. 

He took the seat reserved for him and pulled out his textbook. “Glad you could make it, buddy.” Terry quipped. 

Roll call was held, and Mrs. Perkins started in on the assignment that was given. “Absolute values should be easy if you studied. Make sure you read the problem correctly,” she advised, passing out the test. 

Terry snatched it up and scribbled his name on it. Jeremy took his and laid it down reluctantly. 

Terry glanced at Jeremy, “Make sure I can see it.” Terry whispered and went back to watching the teacher. 

“Alright, class; you may begin.” Mrs. Perkins announced. 

Jeremy looked at the problems and hesitated. The equations seemed to float in the air above the paper. Each one solved itself in his mind, and the test was indeed easy. An idea occurred to him to keep Terry happy and not give him any help either. 

He wrote his name on it and set to work. Line by line, he wrote the answers and sped through the test. Not even a minute later, he was flipping the first sheet over and solving the next batch of problems. 

“Hey!” Terry called, but Jeremy pretended not to hear him and focused on his work instead. 

“I need the first page, stupid,” Terry whispered, frustrated at Urkel’s speed. 

‘Funny calling me that, considering I’m the one with the answers and you are the one needing my help.’ Jeremy thought. He just kept ignoring Terry’s pleas, running down the list of problems. 

A kick at his leg made Jeremy move out of the way, and Terry’s foot struck the metallic desk leg. That brought the attention of Mrs. Perkins. “Terry!” 

Jeremy looked up along with the rest of the classroom, and then he looked at Terry. The guilty look on his face was almost funny. What wasn’t funny was Mrs. Perkins. 

“Up here, now,” she instructed, pointing to the chair beside her desk that was reserved for troublemakers only. 

Terry snatched his test off the desk and walked begrudgingly up to Mrs. Perkins. Plopping down beside her, he tossed his paper on the desk facing the class. 

If looks could kill, Jeremy would be pushing up daisies. He shrugged at his tormenter and went back to his test, making an effort not to look at Terry again. 

He completed his test first and remembered to recheck his answers. He hated being a show off, so he rechecked them a second time, waiting for someone else to finish theirs. 

He waited longer than he thought he should and checked the time on the wall. Eleven minutes had passed on a twentyminute test. He estimated that two minutes had passed since he completed the work. 

Five minutes under par was his usual rate on tests like these. Maybe the nanobots were helping him out. ‘It’s going to suck when they all die out,’ he thought. ‘There are four thousand and seven hundred remaining.’ How he knew that baffled him. 
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Gym class was the worst part of his day. Besides being uncoordinated, he was relentlessly teased by students and coaches alike. Even more, another class shared the same time frame, and the court was divided between the two. 

It was bad enough to be shunned and ridiculed in front of his classmates, but should he draw attention from the opposing class, they would join in on their jeers. 

Today would be another miserable time in gym class as Coach Garrard bounced a dodgeball while walking onto the court. “Alright, maggots, you know the routine,” he started. “Up against the wall,” and caught the ball he was dribbling under his arm. 

The students lined up, and the coach called Kathy over, “Ferguson!” 

Jeremy thought that if she was on her period, now would be a bad time to get struck by her, and chuckled a little at his thought. 

“Ok,” Coach began, tossing her the ball. “Take it easy on the girls... and Jerry.” Then blew his whistle. 

Kathy bounced it a couple of times and studied her targets. She had to have thought she had better luck getting a girl out and threw her best at Kimberly. 

She squealed and dodged the attack, leaving Kathy with two more tries. Using her poker face, she tried to convince the group she was throwing one way and ended up throwing at Jeremy. 

He saw it coming, but Terry jumped in front of him and caught it. That put Kathy in the lineup and Terry, wielding the weapon. 

“You know what’s coming, Urkel,” he warned, stepping over the line. 

“Where are your glasses, Jerry?” Coach asked, noticing they were missing. 

“I didn’t bring them today,” Jeremy replied, keeping his eyes on Terry. 

“Clumsy and absent-minded.” Coach mused, shaking his head. “Hope you can see that ball coming.” 

But Jeremy could, in perfect clarity. He swayed left and right, trying to anticipate Terry’s throw. 

Eyeing Urkel, Terry reared back and threw the ball as hard as he could. He hit his target on the hip, but it wasn’t Jeremy he was aiming for. 

“Dang, Terry!” Justin exclaimed, rubbing the point of impact, “That hurt!” and hobbled out of line. 

“Yeah, cry me a river,” Terry called, looking for his next target. 

Jeremy had studied Terry’s throw and could distinguish speed and destination. He stood in awe at the mathematics involved and the realization that he could evaluate and know the outcome of its trajectory. 

Terry reared back again and threw the ball at a blistering speed. Jeremy saw it coming, but it was going to his right. 

Seeing the final outcome, he jumped after it and caught it before it hit Kathy dead on the nose. Unable to stop gravity, he landed forcefully on the hard gym floor. 

Several things happened at once. ‘Phalange, index, displaced, currently irreparable; contusion on right palm; fractured right knee cap; overextended ligaments, left wrist, and right ankle. Diagnosis completed; antibiotics deployed, freezing nerve receptors, bone structure repair in progress, and edema suppression is in progress. Ligament reparations are in progress. Estimated time of repair four minutes,’ he thought, as he skidded on the hardwood floor, ball still in hand. 

A shout of “Holy shit!” followed by Coach’s, “What the hell!” followed by Kathy exclaiming, “Fuck me!” 

Coach stepped over to Jeremy and asked, “Anything broken?” seeming concerned for once. 

“I...” Jeremy started and rethought his words, “I think I’m going to need a couple of minutes,” he moaned, cupping his displaced finger over his fractured knee. 

Coach bent down and took the ball from under his arm. 

Standing up, he walked to Terry. “I told you no head shots.” 

“I swear, I wasn’t aiming at her,” he defended, “I just lost control of it.” 

Instinctively, Jeremy popped his index finger back in place and thought, ‘Phalange, index, reset; beginning repairs.’ He moved around on the floor, feeling no pain, but the numbing of his nerves gave him stinging sensations in his hands and knees. 

He listened to the coach chew Terry out and make him park on the bench. Justin made fun of him, telling him he got out by Urkel. Kathy stepped over and looked down on him. 

Jeremy stared at her, wondering what she wanted with a creep like him. He almost said it, too, but she spoke instead. “Thanks,” she sighed, turned, and walked away. 

That was the first kind word he had ever gotten from her. Being Steve Otto’s girlfriend, she seemed to prefer jerks and jocks and liked watching him torment the geeks and freaks. It was a mystery to him what she saw in the Neanderthal other than going to football games and cheering him on. 

But then he thought, ‘Estimated repair time remaining: one minute,’ and started focusing on his own problems. 

His knee looked so much better, and his finger and hands weren’t sore. He risked standing up and pretended to savor his leg. If this was what his dad was working on, he was extremely impressed. In fact, his dad deserved a pat on the back for this! 


“Jerry...” Coach called, “You good?” 



He thought, ‘Repairs completed successfully; vital signs normal,’ and said, “Yep, all good.” 

Coach shoved the ball at him. Normally, it would have bounced off a body part, but he caught it easily this time, seemingly on instinct. “I think you can see better without those coke bottles you have for glasses, son,” he noted aloud. 

The students were preoccupied, talking among themselves. Hardly anyone paid attention to him as he dribbled the ball a couple of times. He’d never had possession of the ball before, but they didn’t take him as a serious threat either. 

Justin took notice of Jeremy’s turn and yelled, “Don’t break your arm throwing it!” which got the attention of some of the classmates talking. 

Jeremy didn’t know what held him back from busting Justin’s nose with the ball other than blemishing his spotless criminal record. He’d never been in trouble with the principal and didn’t want to be. But sometimes, he dreamed about it. 

“Here we go!” he warned, ready to throw at one of his classmates. 

“Don’t hit yourself!” Terry called back from the sidelines. 

Assessing his intended target, Jeremy thought, ‘Range: 

eleven feet; speed: thirty miles an hour; twenty-two degree arc,’ and threw it. 

Accurate as he was, the target dodged his attempt, and the ball struck the folded-up bleachers. 

“You suck, Urkel!” Tim Hawkins, his intended target, exclaimed. 

Jeers started from the students, making fun of his attempt, and the coach calmed them down, “Shut up, he’s got two more tries,” and kicked the ball back to him. 

He calculated his next target and threw in anticipation of him moving right. The ball struck Frankie Burrows on the hip. 


“Out.” Coach called, motioning with his thumb. 



A whiff of pain hormones entered his nostrils as the ball bounced back. It occurred to him that he might have hurt Frankie and checked in on his target. 

Frankie sat down, rubbing the spot the ball had struck, but seemed to survive the impact ok. 

The remaining students were paying full attention now after seeing one of their own get called out at the hands of a geek. Not wanting to be counted out themselves, they concentrated on Jeremy. 

Jeremy concentrated and evaluated his targets, and for the next two throws, eliminated two more. Each time, a whiff of pain pheromones could be detected from his victims. ‘Whoever invented the game of dodgeball was a cruel son of a gun,’ he thought. 

Tony Whitman was another nobody in school. Jeremy decided to let him have a go. Intentionally, he threw the ball at him, fully expecting the guy to catch it. 

Instead, Tony treated it like a mouse and moved out of the way. With two strikes against him, his last throw was more like a toss, and Kathy caught it. 

The rest of his day was filled with knowledge, beginning in the study hall where he researched nanobots and related theories. Science and the study of known elements; biology and the study of cells; and social studies with an interesting thesis on migration concluded his day. 

The dreaded locker would be his last stop on the way home. There, students hustled along the hallway and held ‘end of the day’ conversations. It was a custom to pick on the geeks and other lesser life forms before calling it a day. 

Unfortunately, Jeremy was one of them. His life at the ping pong table of the hallway, as he passed beasts and bullies, was quite an adventure. One would force him into another, and another would shove him into another... an almost comical scene at times, except, Jeremy was the ping pong ball. 

Jeremy started down the stretch that he’d bounced down so many times before. Already ahead of him was Tony Harold, in the playing field, careening off a wall and into another abuser that forcefully aided him along. 

Try as he might in the past, he couldn’t get past the first push without the second pusher helping the other out. But this was a different day under different circumstances. 

The first one missed Jeremy, and he was able to dodge the second one, too. He walked a little further, and the third one tried to push him into the wall and failed as well. Two more, one on each side, attempted to push Jeremy into the other. But he saw them coming and jumped ahead, leaving the two practically hugging each other. 

His final obstacle could not be overcome with slick moves because it was leaning up against his locker door. Steve O glared back at him with a grimace while Terry stood behind him with a devilish grin. 

“What’s this I hear about you leaving Terry hanging in math class?” he asked, standing up straight. 

“I didn’t leave him hanging.” Jeremy retorted, attempting to open his locker. 

“He said you got him in trouble with the teacher, too.” Steve accused, stepping in front of his hand and the lock he needed to open. 

“I didn’t do that either.” Jeremy denied, attempting to work around Steve. 

“He’s a fucking liar, Steve O.” Terry spat, “Ask anybody in the classroom.” 

“Terry wants me to pound your face.” Steve relayed and looked around the hallway for teachers. 

“Yeah, and I want you to pound his face.” Jeremy countered. 

Steve faked a lunge at him to watch Jeremy cower. But this time was different. Instead, Jeremy kept his eyes glued to his. The face was different, probably due to the lack of the magnifying lens he usually wore for glasses. 

Jeremy thought, ‘Testosterone level surge; adrenaline level surge; spike in the amygdala,’ and said, “Get out of my way.” 

“Leave him alone, Steve,” Kathy called, standing on the other side of her locker. 

“You’re defending this string bean?” Steve asked curiously. 

“He saved me from a smashed face in gym today,” Kathy informed him. 

“What?” Steve asked, now seeming concerned about Kathy. “What happened?” 

She explained the incident, and Steve asked, “Who was the dick wad that threw the ball?” 

Kathy smiled facetiously, “That would be Terry, the dirtbag behind you,” she quipped, and turned to her open locker. 

“I just might pound his face for you after all,” Steve said to Jeremy, and spun around and snatched Terry’s shirt in his hand. 

“Now wait a minute, boss...” Terry begged, now fearful of Steve’s wrath. 

While Terry backed away and drug Steve with him, Jeremy opened his locker. Exchanging books for homework assignments, he finished quickly. Shutting the door and locking it, he looked over at Kathy, now watching intently as her boyfriend manhandled Terry closer to the exit. 

He gained her attention with a smile and stepped over to her. “Thanks,” he said, and walked away. 
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Since Steve went out the front exit, Jeremy changed course and headed for the side exit. His mind was distracted from the boring task of walking and dwelt instead on pheromones and thoughts that humans produce them as well. 

He wondered if increasing sexual pheromones in the male would attract females, scientifically speaking, of course. But then he thought, ‘Neurogenesis now active; increasing pheromone production; increasing testosterone levels,’ and wondered why he kept thinking of things like that. 

Sure, they mended his finger, hands, and knee. But why do they inform you that they’re doing it? They just can’t work in the background, fixing this and that, and keep their mouth shut? 

Besides, weren’t they supposed to have died already? His twenty-four hours are up. But then he thought, ‘There are five thousand four hundred and twenty-two remaining.’ 

That raised more questions, like, why aren’t they dying, and why is the count increasing? If they can communicate information to him, is he able to communicate with them? How else could you explain the increase in pheromones? He had to have activated it somehow. 

But an obstacle appeared in his way, and he bumped into Julie, who was focused on the contents of her locker. The science book tumbled out of her hand, and Jeremy caught it on instinct. 

“Sorry,” he apologized, “Here.” and handed her the book. 

A laugh in the form of short snorts was emitted from her, “Wow, hero. It didn’t even touch the ground,” and she snorted her laugh again. 

He had to laugh, “I’m no hero,” he assured her, stepping to her side. 

“I saw you in the gym,” she purred, “Saved Kathy from a bloody nose,” and snorted another laugh. 

“Oh, you were in the other class?” he asked, leaning against a locker. 

“Yeah,” she confessed, “The haters were speechless,” and smiled. 

“Yeah,” he reminisced, “That was pretty cool,” he admitted, taking in a heavy dose of sexual pheromones from her. 

“Did you get the homework in biology?” she asked, changing the subject. 

“Yeah, shouldn’t be a problem,” he said, nonchalantly. “What worries me is the finals,” he admitted. 

“Yeah, next week...” Julie reminded him, “and I’m going to flunk it if I don’t study,” she confessed. “I think it’s the bugs and worms. Who can like that stuff?” she asked, with a snort. 

“I have to go over it too.” Jeremy replied, “Feel like having a study buddy?” he asked. 

“I don’t know about that,” she cooed, “Won’t your girlfriend be jealous?” she asked, shutting her locker door. 


“Girlfriend, I don’t have a girlfriend,” he huffed. 



“Oh, I thought you were moving in on Kathy,” she quipped, spinning the combination on her lock. 

Jeremy looked around to see if anyone heard her, “Are you crazy!” he exclaimed in a whisper. “You’re going to get me killed!” he accused. 

“Oh, you’re afraid of Captain Cave Man!” she teased, pushing her thick glasses up her nose. 

Girls were so mysterious. Why they play their games baffled him. She was clearly in an aroused state physically, but maintained a point of distance instead of opening up to him. 

“Yeah, he wants to, what did he say, ‘pound my face’,” Jeremy remembered.  

She snorted a laugh and turned to leave. He followed her to the door and opened it for her. 

“Listen, if you want to study, just give me a call,” he reminded her, and recited his cell phone number. 

He turned to go, wishing he knew what she was thinking. “See you later,” he added, and walked away. 

A few steps away, he looked back and noticed her scribbling on her tablet. It added pep in his step, thinking she was writing his number down, but he really didn’t know why. 

She wasn’t a beautiful girl on the outside, but she had a gorgeous mind. With acne, homely features, and underdeveloped breasts, the heartless heathens in school called her Cheddar; derived from her last name and the potholes of acne on her face. But the teachers knew she was smart and didn’t hold her appearance against her. 

In truth, he worked to outperform her, and she kept him focused. She was his competition and gave him a good reason to excel in his grades. He probably wouldn’t be doing so well if it weren’t for her keeping him motivated. Maybe that was the reason she didn’t want to study with him. He was her competition. 

Getting ready for bed that evening, he debated the questions he had. A bunch of ‘what ifs’ and unknowns ran through his mind. He wondered if the nanobots had finally gone and thought, ‘There are seven thousand forty nanobots remaining,’ and wondered again why the number was increasing. 

He sat at the desk in his room and contemplated his situation. From what he had read about the little buggers, they were microscopic robots designed for different purposes, like killing cancer cells. But nothing suggested they could self-replicate. His dad might have some answers, so he headed downstairs to the study. 

“What is it, son?” Jerold asked, looking up from his research. 

“I don’t think those nanobots have left yet,” he confessed, taking the seat in front of the desk. 

“Really, why do you say that?” his dad asked, now interested. 

Jeremy reached up and grabbed the scissors from the tray and cut his palm before his dad could stop him. 

‘Laceration left palm; antibiotics deployed; nerve receptors frozen; repair in progress,’ he thought, and showed his dad the cut as it was being repaired. “It’s like zipping up a zipper,” he explained, grabbing a tissue to catch a trickle of blood. 

Jerold grabbed his fingertips and watched the repair. 

“I’ll be a monkey’s uncle. Does it hurt?” he asked, amazed. “They tell me that the nerve receptors are frozen,” Jeremy replied. 

“They? They who?” he asked, letting go of his son’s fingers. 

“The nanobots,” Jeremy confessed. “I somehow know the steps they are taking,” and repeated what he had thought when the cut was made. “So, the first thing I know is the damage and then the list of stuff they're doing to fix it.” 

“Stay right there.” Jerold commanded, “I’ll be right back,” and left the den. 

Jeremy grew concerned, watching his dad’s hasty retreat, and wondered if he was calling a psychologist. The longer he waited, the more worried he got. 

Finally, Jerold came back into the den with items in his hand, “I want to get a blood sample,” he explained, pulling the cap off a needle. “I took the soiled rag to the hospital to get it analysed, but I won’t have any results until Monday.” motioning for Jeremy’s arm. 

Jeremy let him take his arm and asked, “Are they supposed to multiply?” as he watched the tourniquet being tied around his arm. 

“Replicate?” he asked, “I don’t think so.” concentrating on his son’s vein. “I mean, you have everything they need in your body to do so, and they have the capability, but...” he paused, inserting the needle, “I don’t think they’re activated for replication,” and drew blood from his arm. 

Jeremy thought, ‘Puncture wound; right arm; antibiotics deployed, clotting activated; currently irreparable,’ and repeated what he was thinking out loud. 

His dad looked up from his work and said, “Son, you’re freaking me out,” and withdrew the needle. 

Jeremy repeated his thoughts, “Puncture wound; right arm; repair in progress,” and watched with his dad as the wound healed before them. 

Jerold wiped his chin in thought, amazed at the miracle in front of him, and whispered, “That is incredible,” and asked, “You say you know what they’re doing?” 

“Yeah.” Jeremy exclaimed, excited about the turn in conversation, “It’s like a thought, but it isn’t your thought,” he described, wiping the dab of blood from his now-healed skin. 

“That isn’t possible,” his dad replied. “It would have to alter your consciousness and actually know the language...” putting the cap back on the needle. “Bah, too many complications,” he sighed, placing the syringe on his desk. 

“I don’t know, Dad.” Jeremy started, “I think the nanobot count is getting higher, and they somehow tell me that too.” 

“Well, in a perfect world, you would want them to replicate because they are machines and they do break down,” and sat on the corner of his desk. “You see, as they die, you excrete them out with sweat or dump them out with your body waste.” His dad pondered a thought, “But I can’t see how you are somehow able to know what they’re doing or how many there are,” and ventured to say, “I think it might be just your imagination working overtime,” knowing his son spent half of the time in the clouds. 

Jeremy decided to drop it before his dad accused him of being crazy. “Ok, Dad; I’m going to bed,” and rose to leave. 

His dad grabbed his arm and said, “Listen, I told you this was under the table, so keep this to yourself for me, please,” and let go of his arm. 
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