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    At this point, an alien ship landing was not as big of a deal. It had been over a year since first contact, the first wave of Earth’s faster-than-light ships had been commissioned, and technology was evolving faster than anyone might have thought possible. The Qinans had brought with them so many advances in medicine, communication, propulsion, and chemistry that humanity might as well have skipped three hundred years of development. Not that many people minded, of course, since it expanded nearly every professional field on the planet and gave thousands of people the opportunity to travel to the stars.


    However, most people did not get to travel to the stars because they had jobs to do. Cooper Barnes was a doctor in the middle of his residency. He’d just picked his specialty—infectious disease—and had started working through all the bureaucracy to enter the shrinking field. With Qinan medical teams working to eradicate infectious disease and eliminating auto-immune disorders, some of his potential job no longer existed. That did not stop the young doctor from doing what he could to help those afflicted with bacterial or viral infections.


    He stepped off the bus to find something odd happening at his current hospital. A group of protestors with large signs picketed in front of the main doors, the cardboard signs spray-painted with such phrases as “Earth For Humanity” and “Aliens Go Home.” There weren’t any Qinan doctors currently in San Francisco, but he began to suspect that had changed. He took a deep breath and did his best not to look any of the stomping people directly in the eye.


    A small cadre of aliens stood in the middle of the waiting room. They resembled foxes who walked on two legs; long muzzle, fur all over their bodies, and with twitching ears and tails. Unlike the nurses and doctors who buzzed around them, the group wore black button-up jackets reminiscent of chefs. When the automatic doors slid shut behind Cooper, one of them raised a paw above the crowd. Even the eyes of those people waiting for their loved ones turned to stare at him.

  


  
    “Doctor Barnes,” said a voice completely devoid of emotion or proper cadence. He’d listened to their translators on the news, but it sounded even less alive in person; the television crews must touch it up a bit.


    “Can I help you?” he asked, quickly deciding to keep his speech as straightforward as possible. He didn’t know if the Qinan software could pick up on sarcasm or idioms.


    The small crowd split down the middle, and one of the Qinans walked toward him. He didn’t know if some images were universal or they’d chosen insignia to match Earth’s accepted symbols, but there was a small caduceus stitched into the Qinan’s left breast pocket. The alien was about the same height as Cooper, if he discounted the pointed ears with black fur.


    “I understand you are the local expert on cross-species contamination,” the alien said. Cooper didn’t consider that true, but apparently some of his colleagues did. Earlier this year, he’d gotten lucky with treating a disease that jumped from Qinans to humans. Then again, a lot of medical discovery was luck.


    “What’s happened?” Cooper asked. If news of another cross-species infection got out, the news would have a field day. The last one had not been particularly severe; the disease itself had only caused swollen ligaments, but certain outlets had called for the complete removal of aliens from the planet just to prevent it from possibly happening again.


    “One of our local delegation has become ill with a disease we do not recognize,” the artificial voice said again. Since he didn’t hear much of a real voice behind it, he wondered if there was a second part of the device in the alien’s throat or in his mouth, preventing the original sound from being broadcast.


    “I can look at him, but I don’t have much experience with Qinan biology,” the doctor said.

  


  
    The small group of Qinans all nodded, and turned toward one of the hallways. They weren’t really moving in sync, but it certainly felt that way, since their ears all swiveled in the same direction when an alarm went off or a baby cried. The human doctors present all followed the group.


    There was always a cop or two at the hospital, since sometimes a suspect needed immediate medical treatment, but today there seemed to be one at every corner. They casually glanced at the group as they walked by. The other odd thing was Cooper didn’t recognize any of them, and he thought he knew every cop in the district.


    “They’re here because of the protestors,” one of the other residents, Angela, said. She had been smart and decided to specialize in the emerging field of xenobiology. She’d probably be one of the first human experts.


    “I figured they were just complaining,” Cooper commented. He noticed a few Qinan ears swiveled in his direction.


    “A few very specific threats happened at the same time,” Angie said. “Threatening to blow up the hospital, kill all the aliens, etc. All the normal stuff.”


    “Then why aren’t they arrested?” Cooper asked. He totally understood people had the right to be stupid, but he’d been told that ended as soon as it rubbed up uncomfortably against someone else’s freedom. America was weird sometimes, he thought. Maybe he should have done his residency at home in Scotland, where a threat alone would have resulted in an arrest.


    “I can’t really tell you, except someone always threatens to kill all the aliens whenever they appear,” Angie said. “If aliens weren’t the ‘new’ thing, they’d be protesting the presence of foreigners, or God forbid, women doctors.”


    Cooper smiled, and heard a laugh from the group in front of them. He wasn’t sure if it was the translator failing or it just had the noise preprogrammed, but the young doctor smiled at one of the white-furred Qinans who was getting glared at by his colleagues.

  


  
    “It is good to know we are not hated simply because we are trying to assist your planet,” the lead black-furred Qinan said. “We had similar protests in our history.”


    “I think most cultures do,” Cooper replied, smiling despite the threat of a terrorist attack now in the back of his mind.


    “Some people despise it when cultures shift, especially when it comes to those groups the elderly remember oppressing,” the alien said. Cooper definitely agreed with that.


    They reached one of the examination rooms, the door surrounded with all sorts of people. Cooper recognized a reporter from a local news station amongst a group of waiting patients and pointed him out to Angie. She rolled her eyes and tapped one of the two cops flanking the room door on the shoulder, pointing at him. The cop sighed, and then started stomping toward him. When she grabbed the reporter by the upper arm, one of the Qinans cocked his head to the side.


    “Is he a spy?” the Qinan asked.


    “Reporter,” Cooper answered. The lead Qinan pressed something on his wrist, said a word in their language, and then several of the Qinans giggled.


    “In our language, they are the same word,” he explained. “I had to tell him ‘news presenter,’ which our software apparently could not handle.”


    Cooper smiled a bit wider. At least they had a good attitude about the whole thing, potentially species-jumping disease in the examination room or not.


    The lead Qinan led the way through the examination room door, nodding at the remaining police officer as he did so. Most of the entourage remained in the hallway, some milling about, some walking over to the closest waiting room to watch the suspended television.

  


  
    “If you could follow me, Doctor Barnes and Doctor Ahraccon,” the lead Qinan said, holding the door open for them. They followed, along with the white-furred Qinan who had laughed earlier.


    There was a male Qinan sitting on the examination table, wearing only a hospital gown, his large tail pulled around onto his lap. When he saw the small group, he pointedly looked at the floor. Without the high-collared coats, Cooper could see a wide band around his throat with a large electronic device at the front, along with the small nub in his left ear.


    “Translation software might not cover all of our questions,” Angie warned and picked up the datapad resting on one of the counters. Cooper peeked over his shoulder. Everything looked normal, biometrics-wise, so he bet this was more a specific complaint or something vitals wouldn’t necessarily reflect.


    “I am quite fluent in the American dialect of English,” the lead Qinan said. Cooper really needed to learn his name, but he’d found most of the alien names unfortunately unpronounceable. The lead Qinan made a point of opening the collar of his coat and removing his translator. He passed it to the white-furred alien.


    “Sykk, if you would hold this,” the lead Qinan said in English. He took out the earpiece and passed it to his colleague as well. Cooper guessed ‘Sykk’ was the alien’s name, which was much easier on the tongue than the fourteen-syllable names that kept popping up on the news. Finally, the lead Qinan nodded and licked his chops. “I am ready when you are.”


    “Alright,” Cooper said, and turned to their patient. This wasn’t the first time he’d needed a translator in the hospital—over a third of the country’s population spoke Spanish as a first language—but this was the first time it had been cross-species.


    “Since your vitals aren’t different from human normal, I need to ask you a few personal questions,” Cooper said. “I need you to tell me the truth, so we can find out what happened and what the infection might be.”

  


  
    “Yes,” the alien said.


    “How are you feeling? What’s wrong?” Cooper asked.


    The patient looked up at the small group, one to the next, and when his eyes settled on Angie, who was still reading through the medical history, Cooper noticed his ears go flat against his skull.


    “There’s no reason to be embarrassed,” the lead Qinan said. “Everyone here is a professional.” Cooper appreciated the gesture being explained.


    “I...have burning,” the patient said. It took Cooper a moment to parse that, translator present or not.


    “Sometimes burns?” he asked. The patient nodded, his gaze back on the floor, though his ears hadn’t lifted back up. Cooper began to suspect what had happened.


    “Can you tell me where this burning sensation is?” Cooper asked. The patient nodded again, but again looked at Angie.


    “I realize you’re the alien expert,” Cooper said, waving his hand in front of the datapad screen to get her attention, “but would you mind stepping out for a moment? I think he’s embarrassed to talk in front of you.” Cooper saw the corner of her mouth twitch. She probably suspected the same thing he did.


    “Sure,” she said, and set the datapad back down on the counter, nodding at all three Qinans before she stepped back outside. Now Cooper turned back to his patient.


    “How would you describe your sexual activity?” Cooper asked. The alien’s tail puffed out to nearly twice its previous size.


    “I believe you found the issue, Mr. Barnes,” the lead Qinan said.


    “Not yet,” Cooper retorted. “This will be faster if you just ask him. I need to know how many sexual partners he’s had in the last six months, and whether or not he’s used protection.”


    “Protection?” the lead Qinan asked. Ah, well there it was, Cooper thought.

  


  
    “If you don’t have a word for ‘condoms’ in your language, ask him about latex. Most of the women would have brought it up,” Cooper said.


    It took a bit, but through the translation device, the lead Qinan’s rapid-fire speech, and a few heavy sighs from Sykk, Cooper was able to put together the alien’s recent history. Apparently many women—and several men—had been interested in Qinans, and the patient had been able to find a partner to spend the night with any night he’d wanted to. The numbers involved weren’t staggering, but there were more than a few who hadn’t bothered with condoms, and most of those were recent. Apparently, there had been a report on the news about a month ago about differences between the United States and Rikindi, the Qinan’s international capitol, and one of the things mentioned was that Qinans don’t have sexually transmitted diseases on their world. It had spawned a lot of condom-less sex.


    “We’ll run some tests, but it certainly sounds like chlamydia,” Cooper told his patient. “This is a relatively minor infection, and one easily cured with antibiotics.” It took the software a moment to translate, and he saw the Qinan visibly relax. “Though, I would recommend you contact those you slept with...” A puzzled look from the alien. “...those you had sex with and tell them you were diagnosed. It is a much more dangerous disease for human women. Call the man you mentioned as well.”


    The alien nodded, and even if some of the body language was difficult to understand, he knew ‘relief’ when he saw it. He could absolutely understand that, and now that they knew what had jumped species, the lead Qinan was strapping his own translation device back on. Cooper filled out a prescription form, and made sure to include a note for the pharmacist that it was for a Qinan, so they’d check for specific drug allergies or interactions. Unlike a lot of doctors, he carefully spelled out everything in legible script.


    “I will speak to the Qinan delegation and make sure the news is spread about this issue,” the lead Qinan said.

  


  
    “That’s probably a good idea,” Cooper said. Though he wasn’t entirely sure about the anatomy of it all, he bet there were about to be several companies releasing lines of condoms just for Qinans. There had to be money in it, after all.


    Cooper walked back out into the hallway, surprised to find most of the Qinan group sprawled out across the waiting room. Some were still watching television, but others chatted with those waiting for their family members or occupied themselves on datapads. He caught bits of conversations, some of the aliens asking about the city, restaurants, and where to go to drink cheaply. He knew Qinans had a higher alcohol tolerance than humans, which made drinking in this city expensive.


    The calm did not last for very long. Even a hallway down from the main entrance, Cooper could hear the protestors; they must be either right outside the doors or in the hospital itself. This had not been the first time protestors or malcontents had breached the hospital; when a prominent international fugitive had needed heart surgery several months ago, they’d flooded the building to the point that the SWAT team needed to be called. There already seemed to be enough armed police officers in the building, so he figured they knew what was up.


    The young doctor subconsciously registered the thrown bottle before his active brain did, and was already diving at one of the Qinans when the Molotov cocktail hit the middle of the waiting room. Glasses and flame exploded everywhere, and Cooper felt it singe his back. He closed his eyes, but the bright flash told him more than he needed to know. He heard screams, yelps, and something close to a dog’s whine, but mostly what he could pick up was the emergency siren. Someone pushed at his shoulders.


    “I need to get up,” the Qinan below him said, through the translator. The emphasis was a bit off-kilter; he must have knocked the wind out of the poor guy. Cooper opened his eyes, staring down at the white-furred Qinan under him.

  


  
    “Yeah, yeah,” he said, and carefully placed his hands on the floor to get up. There wasn’t much glass near him, so he instead his just rolled off the alien onto his back and blinked a few times. The fluorescent lights hurt his eyes, and his ears rung. There had been some broken glass on his coat, and he could feel the pressure, but it hadn’t cut through the thick fabric. It must be from the installed light fixtures; he dimly remembered someone telling him the bulb covers were safety glass.


    “Doctor Barnes,” some person-shaped blur said above him. He blinked a few more times. It was the lead Qinan.


    “I’m fine,” he said automatically, then actually decided to check. There were no shots of pain in his arms or legs, and when he sat up, his stomach didn’t roll. Glass trickled down his back and onto the linoleum, but there wasn’t any pain there either. He was a bit dizzy, but he figured that was from the adrenaline rush, since there wasn’t any blood loss.


    “Where do you need me?” Cooper asked. This was an emergency. There had to be something for him to do.


    “I need you to allow another doctor to check and make sure you are uninjured,” the alien said. Even if that irritated him somewhat, since he felt fine, he knew it was stupid to just assume that. So he stood up, and surveyed the damage.


    From the look of the room, either it hadn’t been a very large Molotov cocktail, or the aliens knew how to react to this sort of thing. Most of the Qinans had their coats off, and though they’d been singed, it looked like the fabric itself was fire-resistant. Most of them had small cuts on their faces or across their muzzles, but there wasn’t any embedded glass or serious damage. Even as other doctors like Angie looked them over, no one was clutching arms or eyes or screaming. It had been a shock, but there was more damage to the lights and couches than the people in the room. One of the chairs was being extinguished, but there wasn’t anyone still on the ground.

  


  
    “Doctor Barnes,” one of the Qinans said. He turned. It was the white-furred one he’d tackled. “My name is Sykk Wikian, and I am going to make sure you are uninjured.”


    Cooper sat on an intact chair, and watched as the alien opened a small pouch on his belt, removing a device the size of a paperback book labeled with a caduceus. He flipped it open, pulled out a small pen-shaped object, and pointed it at Cooper. The doctor watched a small blue light illuminate.


    “You have some sub-dermal bruising. You will not be comfortable tomorrow. Vitals are fine…” One of the alien’s paws reached up, holding the doctor’s eyes open. “Please follow the light.”


    Cooper had done the same thing to patients in medical school, but after graduation, he never saw people until they were already sick. This was a whole new experience for him, and he wondered if the emergency doctors had to go through these kinds of tests with every patient.


    Sykk’s paw slid down to his throat, and he swallowed. He’d expected the black pads on the inside of the alien’s fingers and palm to be coarse. Instead, they made him need to focus on something else, since they reminded him more of a loving caress than a clinical doctor’s touch. There had to be someone else who needed care besides him.


    “Are you feeling nauseous or dizzy?” Sykk asked.


    “N…no,” Cooper responded, and swallowed again. He wasn’t sure what constituted ‘handsome’ for Qinans, but the alien’s piercing eyes and perked ears drew the doctor’s attention. Before today, he’d only ever seen Qinans on the news or across the bar. Did they all have this level of intensity?


    “I need to help another patient,” Sykk said. “I will come back. If you feel ill, tell the closest doctor.”

  


  
    Cooper wasn’t sure if the translator was working correctly, but the alien was soon helping one of the Qinans hit with glass shrapnel, scanning him and then pulling a few other things from his bag. If Cooper was alright, why would he come back?


    He stood up and carefully ran his fingers through his hair, staring at the floor as tiny glass beads rained down onto the floor. If getting something in his hair was the worst thing that had happened today, he was definitely the luckiest in the room. Angie was up too; she bandaged a Qinan from the lobby’s delegation, while one of the other residents tried to bandage her left arm.


    For the first time in several hospital shifts, Cooper just sat still. Trauma doctors and emergency personnel knew what to do; there wasn’t any way for him to contribute here besides basic first aid, and there were already a dozen doctors working on the small group. Cooper could hear police and fire sirens outside, and he wondered if it was already on the news. When he looked up, the television screens had all been damaged. Well, he would just have to wait to find out who knew. Just then, his cell phone rang. Angie swung around to glare at him, since it should have been turned off when he entered the building. By the ringtone, he knew who it was.


    “Hi, Terry,” he said.


    “What the hell happened at your hospital?” he asked. Terry was in the military, and he wondered if it was on the news or someone in one of the other rooms had shared it on social media. He also noted his brother hadn’t asked if he was alright, probably assuming if he could answer his phone he was fine.


    “Terrorist attack,” Cooper said, sounding way calmer than he’d expected. He supposed that’s what it was, even if the news called it something like “hate crime” or “political violence.” Whoever threw that Molotov cocktail had wanted to scare the aliens into leaving. That was terrorism in his book.


    “They’re saying there was a bomb…”

  


  
    “Molotov,” Cooper said. Now several of the Qinans were watching him, and he wondered if their earbuds let them pick up Terry’s side of the conversation.


    “Oh,” Terry said. “That’s not as bad then. Just the one?” Well, since Terry worked for the International Space Program, he’d seen his share of terrorist attacks; there were always people and organizations who thought international cooperation was the worst possible thing that could ever happen.


    “It looks like there aren’t any serious injuries...” Cooper pointedly looked at Angie, who nodded. “...so don’t believe whatever the news hypes up.”


    There was silence on the other end of the line. “The ISP dispatched some diplomatic people. They’ll be there any minute,” Terry said. “That isn’t classified or anything. They announced it on the news.”


    “Alright,” Cooper said. More people were crowding in the hallway. “I’ve got to go.”


    He hung up, and got out of his seat to get out of the way. There weren’t just reporters and more medical personnel, but also police officers, people in military uniform, and even a few Qinans who looked much more serious than the gaggle of doctors and liaisons from earlier. While he could, the young doctor quietly waited for a gap in the procession, then rushed out of the now-cramped space.


    Before he could even make it to the front lobby, a uniformed police officer stopped him and asked him to state what had happened. He did, to the best of his knowledge, and was allowed to continue down the hall. Not twenty feet later, a second officer did the same. He retold the events, and made a point to state that he’d already given his account. That might as well have fallen on deaf ears.


    An International Space Program officer met him in the lobby and asked the same question. He knew the uniform, since it was the same as his brother’s, but he was out of patience by then. The older, graying man looked stern, but he didn’t have time for this.

  


  
    “I’ve given my report to two different cops. Go talk to them,” he said. When he went to step around the officer, the man grabbed his arm.


    “You are going to give a statement for the ISP,” the officer ordered, and Cooper twisted out of his grip, the doctor’s adrenaline rising again.


    “Touch me again and we’re going to have a problem,” he said, trying very hard to keep his voice low. Any patient waiting in the lobby didn’t need to hear this.


    “The ISP is securing this area,” the officer said.


    “No, you are not,” said a translated voice behind him. Cooper swung around to see the lead Qinan only a few feet behind him. His ears were up, but his tail had stopped wagging. There was a bandage across his upper right arm, and it was in a temporary sling. It was probably just to immobilize his arm, but he looked like the most injured person from the blast.


    “We have every right...” The ISP officer began, but the Qinan cut him off with a growl. Apparently that didn’t need software to get across.


    “The ISP holds no jurisdiction in this city, and even if it did, this is a hospital. You will leave, or we will have a problem with your organization,” the lead Qinan said. Cooper noticed he hadn’t said ‘government,’ which surprised him. The news gave him the impression the Qinans treated the UN and the ISP as a universal government, rather than tools of the member nations.


    The ISP officer looked like he was ready to start a fight in the hospital lobby, but then one of the reporters came back around the corner with her cameraman. That apparently released the pressure of the situation, because the ISP officer just huffed and stepped around Cooper and the lead Qinan to intercept the reporter.


    “Thank you for saving Doctor Sykk,” the lead Qinan said. “Once he is done assisting your medical staff, he would like to speak with you.”

  


  
    “I need to get to the fifth floor” he said, and realized he hadn’t actually gotten to work this morning before being diverted to help with the mystery Qinan infection. The lead Qinan’s ears flicked, and though he wasn’t entirely sure what that meant, he would put money down on ‘miffed.’


    “Then please check in with your superiors. I suppose ‘nearly killed in a terrorist attack’ is not an excuse to miss work.” Cooper wasn’t sure if that was supposed to be sarcastic, but it certainly sounded like it.


    “I’ll be back down as soon as I check in,” Cooper offered. The lead Qinan was probably right; being almost murdered by a crazy person was a completely reasonable excuse for taking the day off. Now the alien’s ears perked back up.


    “Then I will tell Doctor Sykk to meet you here,” the lead Qinan said. Cooper nodded.


    The fifth floor generally remained the quietest of the building, with only the hum of incubators, air conditioners, and the occasional medical student to keep him company, but now it was deserted. It took him scouring the floor to even find his supervisor, who rather than patrolling the various rooms was at her desk, filling out paperwork. When he walked into her office, she looked up and immediately got out of her chair. To his surprise, she stepped forward and hugged him.


    “Everyone’s on alert, and I heard you were downstairs when it happened...” she mumbled into his shoulder. Cooper blushed. No one ever hugged him, and he’d figured her only affection for him would be as an efficient employee.


    “The Qinans need to speak to me, but I wanted to check in with you,” Cooper said. He had experiments that needed to be checked and drug trials to monitor.

  


  
    “Doctor Barnes, you almost died,” she said. That wasn’t really true, but Cooper let it go. “Take the day off. Your diseases will still be here when you get back.”


    “Fine,” Cooper said. He worked six days a week as it was, and didn’t have much of a social life to speak of. Maybe he could visit an art museum. He glanced at the clock: it was barely ten in the morning. He could get drunk on mimosas at a fancy brunch if he wanted to. He’d taken his residency here for a few reasons, but the local restaurants had helped convince him.


    Cooper made his way back downstairs, and while in the elevator he untied his hair, despite the odd look from one of the other residents heading down. He liked it long, even if some of the other doctors felt a ponytail on a man was unprofessional. There was nothing in the dress code against it, and it was a point of pride that he could take care of it even after a sixteen-hour shift. Terry also used to have a ponytail, but the military had made him cut it off.


    When he stepped out of the elevator, the Qinan delegation had all congregated back in the lobby, most of them free of any bandages or injuries. Some minor cuts along their muzzles went without covering, probably because the small bandages the hospital had would pull out their fur when removed. Sykk pulled away from the group as Cooper walked forward, and before the young doctor could do anything, the alien wrapped his arms around Cooper’s shoulders and lifted him into a bear hug. Though he was sure he heard snickers from some of the people around him, he heard whistles from the group of Qinans. Did they mean the same thing?


    “Thank you so much for protecting me,” Sykk said when he put the doctor down. The alien was still standing very close, with his paws on Cooper’s waist. Cultural differences, Cooper told himself. It’s just a cultural difference.


    “You’re welcome,” Cooper said. “I dove at the closest person.”


    “You are very generous,” Sykk said, and smiled. It only looked a little different than a human smile, since the alien opened his muzzle a little, but the corners of his mouth were still curved up and the smile reached his eyes.

  


  
    “Do you want to go to the zoo?” Cooper asked, before the more reasonable part of his brain could stop him. It might be out of the blue, but he wanted to get to know the alien he’d saved and see a part of the city he’d never visited. That could last most of the day, and they could get lunch beforehand. Sykk looked puzzled, and Cooper bet the word hadn’t translated.


    “See different wild animals. We can get lunch at the same time,” Cooper explained. It sounded weird when he actually thought about it critically, but he figured it was something the Qinan hadn’t done. “They just got a fox exhibit,” Cooper continued, and then panicked a little. Was that offensive?


    “What is a fox?” Sykk asked.


    Cooper fished his phone out of his pocket and quickly did a picture search. It didn’t take long to pull up a picture of an arctic fox. He passed the phone to the alien, who let go of Cooper and took a step back at the gesture.


    “Take a look,” he said.


    The reaction was not what he’d expected. The alien started to laugh. Not just a simple ‘this is a little silly’ laugh, but almost doubled over, struggled for breath as his entirely upper body shook. The lead Qinan came over to see what was wrong, and Sykk breathlessly passed the phone to his comrade. He started to laugh as well. Cooper’s phone traveled around the group, with every alien who saw the picture burst out laughing. After nearly a minute of this, the phone found its way back to Cooper.


    “Our government has been trying to figure out why humanity has been so receptive to us,” the lead Qinan explained. “We did not know we looked like a small, cute animal from your planet.”


    “We are going to a place to see these?” Sykk asked. His tail wagged back and forth, and even if he still worked to catch his breath, Cooper hadn’t seen a Qinan this happy before, rather than just courteous.

  


  
    “We can all go,” Sykk said, and the young doctor couldn’t help but feel a little disappointment. However, the alien took his hand into his paw and nodded.


    “You can take me. The delegation can go together,” he said. Cooper still wasn’t positive about the cultural cues until the alien leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. Cooper inhaled sharply, trying to look anywhere but at the crowd of aliens. However, everywhere else there were humans, so that didn’t really help, so he instead just focused on Sykk. The alien smelled odd, but it was a good odd.


    “Come on. Not everything can be left to the translator,” Sykk said, and tugged on his arm. Cooper smiled and followed him out the door.
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