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“It’s smart, it just doesn’t
talk. We suspect it might have been injured and lost its speech, or
it never had any to begin with. We had it in captivity once before
it broke out. No one got hurt, though.” the explorer explained to
Dylan, leading him through the camp of white dome tents.

The Endangered Alien
Restoration Project (what a mouth full) had taken Dylan to some
exotic places in the galaxy, but he’d yet to visit a planet as
swampy and humid as HYE-9012.

The moment he stepped off his
transport there, he started to strip off layers. He was down to his
jumpsuit now and had even rolled that down around his waist to stay
cool in just his t-shirt.

“We’ve been searching the
surrounding area for where it might have gone. No luck so far,” the
explorer went on. “We believe it's a distant cousin to Manny the
Conquerer, so we definitely want to keep it from going extinct. He
funded this entire expedition after all.”

“Manny the Conquerer? That’s a
hell of a title,” Dylan mumbled, catching the toe of his boot on a
root and stumbling. He managed to stay on his feet.

“He owns a station in Sector
2135 and runs some kind of game show.”

“Oh, wait. You mean the plant
guy,” Dylan said, recalling an article he read on a tabloid on the
Vast intergalactic hub. It had said that Manny had recently
welcomed his five child with his human partner.

Dylan had dropped ten credits
to buy the tabloid just to read that one article. The fact that any
alien could crossbreed with humans was absolutely fascinating to
him. Maybe a little too fascinating. Most of the tentacle-blob type
aliens seemed to be able to mate with any gender of human, while
some required the latest in pseudo-womb tech. Unfortunately, the
article glossed over everything with safe words like ‘got together’
and ‘expecting.’
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