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“Welcome to Don’t Go into the Long Grass.” The pet store salesman smiled at the young couple, who had stepped hesitantly into the shop. “With over one thousand stores worldwide, our advanced cloning and genetic engineering techniques make us the premier exotic pet dealer in the world. We are here to serve your needs and desires in selecting your pet.”

“We’re just looking,” the young woman said. 

“Of course, of course.” He smiled at the petite woman with the dark hair and eyes. “Take your time. We have several different animals available which can be purchased and taken home immediately, or you can browse our catalogue of species and options.”

“Thank you.” The young man nodded.

“My name is Michael, if you have any questions or need additional information. The available pets are in the display room, and the catalogue can be accessed at any terminal. Call me if you need anything.” The salesman’s image wavered, then vanished.

“Martin, are you sure about this?” 

“Of course, Dianne. Anyone can have a dog or cat, but how many people can own a previously extinct animal?”

“But they can be dangerous,” she said. “And what about…?” Her hand went to her abdomen.

The salesman reappeared. “With our advanced genetic engineering techniques, we have been able to diminish the aggressive nature of the animals we have available.”

Martin and Dianne both jumped slightly, then turned to look at the salesman. 

“My apologies. I didn’t mean to startle you. This is a common question that comes up from people who are looking for the truly exotic. If I may ask, what kind of animal are you thinking about?”

“He’s the one thinking about it. I personally would prefer something a little less…exotic,” Dianne said. 

“I’m looking for a velociraptor,” Martin said.

The salesman took a step back, the image wavering. “Velociraptor? Those are on the government’s restricted list.”

“That’s a shame,” Dianne said, offering Martin a smile. “Guess we’ll have to decide on something else.” She paused and glanced at the salesman. “Why are they restricted?”

“Like many of the animals on the restricted list, velociraptors are considered to be intelligent. For a complete list of the animals prohibited or restricted from sale as exotic pets, please visit one of the terminals.”

“But I’ve heard of people who were able to acquire velociraptors,” Martin said. 

“Unfortunately, as a licensed and regulated exotic pet shop, we are not able to supply you with one. Unless you would like to check out the pets we are legally able to offer, I’m afraid we can’t help you. Don’t Go into the Long Grass operates within the restrictions placed by the government. If you want to venture outside of those restrictions—going into the long grass, so to speak—we will not be able to help you.”

The salesman vanished. 

“Come on, Dianne.” Martin reached for her hand.

“Look, I know you wanted a velociraptor, but let’s at least see what they offer.” She pointed to the display room. “If you want something previously extinct, how about a Scimitar Cat?”

“It’s just a cat,” Martin said. “They’ve made them no more dangerous than domestic house cats. I want something that can actually be dangerous.”

Dianne stopped and spun around. “Why? What is your fascination with having a pet that might turn around and kill you?”

“I want something I actually have to form a bond with. That I have to respect and earn its respect, as well. I don’t want something that has been programmed to be safe and fun.”

“Excuse me.” Another customer walked up to them. “You might consider visiting this place.” He handed Martin a card, then turned and left. 

“Jurassic Exotics,” Martin said, reading the card. “Truly exotic pets for the adventurous pet owner.”

“Does it list an address?” Dianne asked.

“Yes.” Martin flipped the card over. “It’s about ten miles outside the city.”

Dianne sighed, then shook her head. “Okay, let’s go.”

~ * ~

“Martin, what about a compy?” Dianne knelt down in front of the little dinosaurs that greeted them as they walked up to the entrance to Jurassic Exotics. “They’re so cute.” The compys chirped and darted around in front of her. One of them came up and put his head on her hand, his eyes rolling back a little as he looked up at her and chirped. “Aww,” she said, stroking the long muzzle with a finger.

“Depending on the cost, we’ll get you a compy. Now come on, I want to see the velociraptors.”

“I’ll be back,” Dianne said softly as she disengaged from the compys.

“Martin Valdez?” A blonde woman stepped out of the building to greet them. “Welcome to Jurassic Exotics. I understand you are interested in obtaining a velociraptor.”

“Yes.”

“Unfortunately, we do not have any available at this time.”

“Thanks anyway.” Martin started to turn.

“Wait.”

Martin paused.

“It will be about three weeks before we have them available. Because of the restrictions placed on adopting this class of pet, we need you to fill out a series of questionnaires; we will also run a check to make sure you are able to handle the species you have selected.”

“Makes sense,” Dianne said.  

“It can take up to two weeks before we clear you for a species like the velociraptor. Once you are cleared, you will be allowed to select one of the incubating eggs as your pet, and you will be required to be there when it hatches in order to start the imprinting. There will also be a number of training classes you will need to attend as well.”

“Wait, you’re saying we have to start with a chick and raise it? We don’t get a grown animal? I thought all of the exotics had to be purchased as adults to ensure the genetic and behavioral modifications were in place.” Dianne stared at the woman. 

“When dealing with certain species, part of the modifications require they be adopted by the new family as early as possible in order to make sure they imprint and bond properly. Velociraptors are one of the more intelligent of the exotic pets, and while they have been modified to reduce their aggressiveness, the intelligence level still makes them very dangerous if not placed properly.” The woman gave Dianne an appraising look. “It is very much like raising a baby. They require a great deal of attention and care. If you don’t think this is something you can do, we will not be able to place one of our velociraptors with you.”

“Give us a minute.” Martin grabbed Dianne’s arm and pulled her away from the woman.

“Come on Dianne. It makes sense. They are on the restricted list because of their intelligence level. Raising them like a child, like part of a family, creates a stronger bond. Makes them less dangerous.”

“I don’t know. Still seems risky.”

“I’ll get you the compy. They aren’t restricted, so you should be able to take him home today.” Martin grinned.

“Okay.”

“Well?” The woman asked when they turned around.

“We would like to adopt a velociraptor,” Martin said.

“Great. Let’s go inside and start the paperwork.”

“Also, can we get one of the compys? My wife was really taken with them when we came up.”

“Definitely. Let me get you started on the questionnaires, then I’ll take her out to pick out the one she wants so you can take him home with you.”

Martin squeezed his wife’s hand. “Perfect.”

~ * ~

“Thank you, I’ll let him know.” Dianne hung up the phone and turned to face Martin.

Her husband was playing with Tigger, the compy they had brought home from Jurassic Exotics almost three weeks ago. The little dinosaur had bounced all over the house and yard when they got home, reminding them both of the animated tiger from Winnie the Pooh, whose tail could be used like a spring when he bounced. Right now, Martin was getting Tigger to jump for a piece of jerky. 

“Ouch!” Martin yelled, jumping up. 

Tigger ran to Dianne and peered slowly out from where he was hiding behind her.

“Get bit again?” Dianne shook her head. “What do you expect when you tease him like that? You make him jump too high and he catches your fingers when he grabs whatever treat you’re holding.”

“I know, I know.” He knelt down, placed several strips of bacon on the floor, and clicked his tongue a couple of times. “It’s okay, Tigger. It was my fault; I’m not mad at you.”

The compy eased himself out from behind Dianne, then darted forward to grab the bacon. He sat there and gulped the treat down quickly, then chirped several times and moved forward to rub his head against Martin’s hand. 

“Guess I’m forgiven for startling him.” Martin carefully stood up. “Who was on the phone?”

Dianne frowned. “The lady from Jurassic Exotics.”

“And?”

“We’ve been disapproved. They said we had too small of a yard, and they felt we were not ready for the responsibility of a velociraptor. Apparently, they were also concerned with potential issues once the baby is born.” She placed a hand on her abdomen. “I’m sorry.” While she hadn’t liked the idea of getting a velociraptor she had seen how hard Martin had worked at learning everything about raising them and she really was sorry they weren’t getting one of the chicks.

Martin looked down at Tigger, who was looking up at him. The compy’s head cocked to the side and his eyes wide. 

“They did say they would be happy to re-evaluate in a few years. She said we had the potential to raise a velociraptor, but we just weren’t ready yet.”

Martin nodded, then turned and left the room. 

~ * ~

It wasn’t fair. Martin kicked at the ball in the backyard. He had studied everything, worked hard to learn everything in the classes he had taken in preparation to get his velociraptor. The folks at Jurassic Exotics were wrong. He was ready to handle one. He had been doing as much research as possible. The majority of the limited number created each year were not adopted out; instead, they were being used by the government in special projects—whatever that meant. During his research, he had found the reason why the first dealer they talked to refused to deal with the restricted animals: they had been forced to settle a huge lawsuit when a velociraptor they provided killed a young child. Don’t Go into the Long Grass had been accused of not warning the new owners about the risk involved with the animal, and they had not done the proper genetic modifications to reduce the aggressive nature of the raptor. Now, only specially licensed facilities that specialized in a limited number of restricted pets handled them.

Of course, there were also black market dealers, but they were hard to find and the risks were higher. But what was life without risk? He glanced back toward the house and saw Dianne through the window. She didn’t understand why he wanted a raptor. She was happy with the compy—a dinosaur that acted like a puppy. Begging for attention, learning tricks, and being reasonably safe in its behaviors. 

He shook his head. His life was too safe. He lived in an area that was protected. His life was following the plan laid out for it. It was the same as everyone else’s. He had no challenges, no risks. He was bored. He was going to change that.

~ * ~

Martin hesitated before opening the rusty gate to the old cemetery. Taking a deep breath, he felt a chill flow up his spine. The tall grass swayed in the breeze, creating
































































































cover.jpeg
DON'T GO INTO
THE LONG GRASS

CAROL HIGHTSHOE









