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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	The alien’s eyes follow me as I move around the lab.

	Or perhaps I should say, the native’s eyes follow me, because I am the alien on this planet, a human far from earth.

	The native specimen in the glass cage watches me as I do my work, typing into a computer, checking the blood samples in the centrifuge. He is roughly humanoid in shape, with broad shoulders and a narrow waist, two arms, two legs, one head. But he is taller than a human at almost eight feet, and has an exoskeleton the dark lustrous green of a jewel beetle. His face is something like a horned lizard’s, spiky and angular. His forward-facing eyes are those of a predator. 

	He has an elegant and fierce beauty.

	This species was named Draco smaragdus by the first scientists to come to this planet twenty years ago, due to its similarity to the mythical dragon of earth. My name is Jane, and I was just a child then, living on a nearby space station. Now an adult with a PhD in exobiology, I was transferred here a few months ago to try to figure out why the population of Draco smaragdus is decreasing. No one has observed them reproduce, and how they sustain their population is a mystery to modern science.

	I have spent many hours in the lab with Draco, sometimes with my fellow exobiologists and our interns, but right now it is just me. The others have gone back to their pods for the night. But even with familiarity, it is eerie, being here alone at night, his predatory eyes never leaving me. Sometimes I get the feeling he is studying me as much as I study him. 

	I sit at the computer perpendicular to his cage and go over the numbers for his most recent tests. I hear a thump and startle. When I glance at the alien, he is simply standing there facing me. I put my dirty blonde hair into a ponytail to help me focus. All of his vital signs are consistent with those of the other specimens. But here is an anomaly: One of his hormones has spiked just in the last day. We’ve yet to figure out what the function of this hormone is. His cortisol has risen, too.
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