Recapitulation, by DragonMasterX.

Part 1. 
“It’s been a while.”
There was no response to the young woman’s greeting. Only low growls from the skies and the cold whispers of a late afternoon breeze were the female’s sole company. The heavens were gloomy and dark, no doubt leading up to an eventual downpour, a rare occurrence for the city of Phoenix during May. 

“Sorry for not dropping by more often. I’ve been busy. You wouldn’t believe with what, but that’s why I’m here.” The lone figure sat down on the low-cut grassy ground, wearing a pair of loose jogging pants and a hoodie, both of neutral color. She had a hand in the kangaroo pocket while the other shut her cellphone off, ensuring no distractions would be present.
A frustrated sigh disappeared into the rustling grass as the wind blew the girl’s hood off to reveal a long mane of glossy-black hair. The woman’s pale skin bordering on yellowish, she kept her eyes hidden behind a pair of tinted glasses. “Pretty empty around here today.”
The woman paused and looked around to double check her surroundings. She could not sense anyone in the vicinity. “People usually don’t come here on Tuesdays, heh. The sunnies are pointless. I don’t need to hide myself from you.” The tinted glasses were discarded, but instead of normal human eyes, two black spheres stared forwards expectantly; sclera and all, the girl’s eyes looked like tinted lenses themselves.  “Funny how you always used to call me a shrimp. I turned out to be of an entirely different species,” she laughed softly and hugged her legs while hiding her face. “And of the kind people aren’t especially fond of, to beat. A shrimp wouldn’t have been so bad now that I think about it.” The sarcasm in her voice was palpable, but no ironic comeback was had; it was like the person was speaking to a wall.

“Drat. I never knew how to start with you. But you had a saying for that, didn’t you? …Just start at the beginning. Well… What did we talk about last time huh? That you could be proud of me for once. I busted my ass and got into the PPD. I came to tell you that all those years ago. I had to deal with the very same kind of bull you told me I would for being the new girl in the station. But I didn’t care; I did what I had to. Ever since that day,” she put emphasis on the word “that”, “All I’ve wanted is to protect the weak, keep them out of harm’s way. That’s the only thing that pushed me forwards in a job I didn’t even want; you know me, I hate having to file paperwork or deal with politics; and unlike most normal people know, a police station can feel like the goddamn congress if you stick around long enough to see it. Sorry, I’m ranting…”
The girl fumbled with her words before lifting her head from her knees to face forwards. “I was young and inexperienced, but with good qualifications and excellent performance out in the street. I got commended many times despite all the stare-downs I had from my fellow patrolmen and the other superiors; I was never known for taking protocol seriously, but praised for the results. Eventually one thing led to another and I was offered a promotion. I could’ve been assigned my own office, be a detective. Pfft. I hate being stuck in one place for too long. I turned it down twice. But the second time, I met someone new at my boss’ office. He was really nice, but I knew he wasn’t there as a friend of the chief’s. Guy wasn’t even from Phoenix, heck, he wasn’t even American. Said he was there to scout for Interpol after showing me a dossier with my name on it. Who’da thunk I had attracted that kind of attention to myself? But just as well: I wasn’t offered any bureaucratic position, instead a job as a field agent. I was stoked, and dad nearly popped a gasket when I said I would take it. I told you that one before, didn’t I?” she giggled.

“Anyway, after I made my decision, I was told I was first going in for an official exam before I could be admitted. Even though I thought I was elite at that point back then, I got cut down to size easily. They’d scouted me for my scores on physical exams, which were easy to prove, but when I was asked questions about several different situations I’d been in… being questioned for the way you do things, being told that different kinds of actions can lead to the same result without taking unnecessary risks. I felt like walking out. I’m not good at arguing, and I don’t care about defending my point. When it comes down to it, I won’t think about jumping in if it’ll save a life. The examiners said I wasn’t wrong. Heck, one of them laughed. Still can’t tell if he was being matter-of-fact about my way of seeing things or if he was making fun out me. When I think back on it, I tend to say a lot of corny and stupid things because I don’t think before talking.” The girl hugged her legs tighter, the fire in her voice dying down. “That’s what I miss ‘bout having you around. You had those people skills and could think ahead; I just blurt out the first thing that comes to mind. …and I think that’s why I’m at this junction right now. I’ve been screwing up left and right lately.”
“But I’m getting ahead of myself. I got the job and was enrolled into an intensive training program for new agents. I learned to talk in so many different languages, even if only with their basics. They worked me to the bone. My instructor was a real bitch, didn’t even let me have donuts during breaks. That’s really the only thing I missed about the department. Then eventually I got my first assignment. It didn’t take me out of the continent, let alone the country to begin with, but at least I got to see New York. I already told you how fubar that was last time I was here. That was before I got assigned to an overseas job. That’s when I got like this…” the woman rolled her sleeve back to her elbow and focused on her forearm covered in what seemed to be blue form fitting fabric. A black liquid suddenly started to ooze out through the blue, covering the girl’s forearm. The ooze thickened out and began to solidify, adapting the shape of a pair of big pincers which she snapped together casually. The pincers then melted away just as fast as they had appeared, leaving the girl’s balled-up fist in front of her glaring eyes, “That’s when Charlotte Richards became Stinger.”

-------------

It took me a while to get comfortable with the idea of being an arachnid metamorph, you know. During my first assignment I was supposed to take back a stolen laboratory sample from a hidden mid-Asian black market. I wonder if you would’ve been assigned to the same mission in my place. Even though I was successful, I got distracted by the fact the people who’d been sent after me were shaking up citizens, innocents, to get me. According to protocol, I needn’t concern myself; my mission came first. Anything else I did could be judged rash and stupid. I decided to be rash and stupid. Do you think you would’ve done any different? I saved a family, and to this day I don’t regret having drawn every steel sight around that desert border to me if that saved those lives.

It was a miracle in and of itself to have gotten away to begin with; I should’ve died when I crashed my sand buggy and collapsed into an underground desert cave. Weak and hurt, I was easy prey for mom’s true nightmare. Heh, with all the racket I made, it was no wonder I’d ticked off every Asian family of scorpions for miles around, since soon I was swimming in those little critters. I got stung again and again, heck, I should’ve died. But I didn’t. I was saved by Dr. Pierre, who had been exploring the same tunnels at the time. He took me to his lab while I was unconscious and treated me, but the men tracking me eventually found us out. One the goons was really stupid, and instead of injecting me with the doc’s solution to get rid of the trace venom in my system, he injected me with the stolen sample I’d been carrying. I only came to learn about the so-called revolutionary recombinant agent’s name much, much later. But the Xteria… it changed me down to the genetic level. I was reborn as something new, something different. No longer human, but definitely nothing less than one. I was stronger, faster, I could cling to walls; it was the reason I was able to fend off against my pursuers even if they were elite fighters.

I made it out of that ordeal. I was now a scorpion: tail with barbed tip, exoskeleton; the works. When I got back to HQ, I was deemed unfit for duty and my status was kept a secret from most. People didn’t know me as Charlie Richards anymore. To them, I was a disgusting thing, a monster, and the way they glared at me every time I was wheeled in from med lab to med lab told me they could not wait until the order to burn me up came. At first, I was fully cooperating, wanting to find a cure, to return to normal, but nobody, even the brightest scientists, could help. The inflamed opinions and commentaries were making me feel like crap, like I was a danger to everyone just by being allowed to walk around the premises. But what else could my superiors do? They already were denying me exit to the world; I couldn’t even phone anybody. Despite how my superiors sugar-coated it, I knew they thought I was a monster. Eventually, I started feeling like one.
That’s when Lexine Masters showed up. Part of a secret organization, she offered to study my condition on the term I was allowed to go to her facilities. That’s when I stopped feeling like a monster, and started empathizing with guinea pigs. Lexy kept me under her magnifying glass for months, taking samples, exhaustively testing out every single facet of my being, both physically and mentally. Every time I saw her I felt like I was naked, being taken apart piece by piece like I was some sort of toy. Eventually I snapped and began to demand results; I wanted to be made normal again, I didn’t want to be this creature anymore! And just when I thought Lexy couldn’t get any weirder, she began to confess that she found me attractive. She would use that silver tongue of hers to melt me with compliments and eventually I started believing her. It was odd; I had started out hating her, but then the more we hung out the more I realized she was the only one who wasn’t treating me like a monster. At one point, I became unable to resist her wiles and became infatuated… until one day, I found out the true purpose of her extensive research.
Lexy had never been interested in finding a cure for my advanced metamorphosis. All the opposite: She had been experimenting with my blood samples and animal DNA; specifically, bat genes. Lexy was using human subjects to further her research on the Xteria until she was able to perfect it. The result was the Beta metamorphs, man and woman bats that had no choice but to obey her every command. I was conflicted at first: Lexy was talking a good deal with her plans for the world; she saw humanity and society as a whole as a flawed, tainted concept that had to be eradicated so that a new, perfect world order could come about; in a way, I knew she was right: I’d been shunned ever since I came back to HQ with a tail. But I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the fact she had turned people into metamorphs against their will; that she was planning on doing the same to every man, woman and child in the world! I couldn’t let her. I tried to stop Lexy, but she smacked me across the room with more strength than even I could have exerted. Baffled, I looked at her only to realize she had developed a new serum and injected herself with it when she heard I was going to stop her. I watched in horror as the only friend I had left transformed into a metamorph herself, becoming taller, thicker, and more powerful than even myself. Worse still, she had made herself immune to my neurotoxin, and my attacks weren’t dealing damage to her. I’d never felt so powerless! I managed to get a good blow on her by distracting her, but in her anger, her ultrasonic voice sent every Beta after me. I narrowly escaped them and managed to separate them from Lexy, so we could face off against each other alone. She was too strong; she was also going crazy with that strength, spouting nonsense that grew madder and madder with every word coming out of her lips. Somehow, I managed to defeat her, but Lexy, now calling herself Omega, made her escape with every Beta and disappeared into the sky before I could give chase. I vowed to stop her.

While recovering from the beating I got, I was approached by one of the secret organization’s division captains. James Rogers. I call him Jim. He made himself responsible for the incident, since he was in charge of the division Omega was part of. Since the organization is in charge of safety and peacekeeping from behind the scenes, and Omega was his responsibility, Jim persuaded his superiors to found the Metamorph Division in charge of catching and bringing Omega back, and instantly made me the first member. We started tracing metamorph activity in the surrounding areas, eventually surprising ourselves when we found rumors of a wave of thoughts perpetrated by what eyewitnesses had described as a “monster”. That’s when I met Kimberly Sanders, a chameleon metamorph thief. She and her friend Bethany Myers were orchestrating high-risk thefts in the area of LA, which Kim would execute by using her mimethization powers. We laid a trap for them, and I eventually caught up with Kim, trying to take her in for questioning. But then the most incredible thing happened: During our squabble, one of Omega’s Betas came in and snagged Beth. Kim and I truced and gave chase, but the Beta escaped with Beth in his claws. I took Kim back to the organization, and with Jim’s team’s help we managed to track the Beta down, since rumors of mysterious disappearances similar to Beth’s had been reported in LA. Angered, I charged in first, only to foolishly get captured by Omega, who had convinced Beth to partake in her experiments via some clever brainwashing. Omega was seemingly cooperating with another organization to develop some sort of mind control application with the Xteria research, and she was being funded by them. This resulted in Beth’s transformation into a queen bumblebee able to direct and command four male drones, and had it not been for Kim’s interference, Beth would likely have become Omega’s ally. With their help, I managed to defeat Omega again, and this time we rounded most of her Betas up and incarcerated them in a maximum security prison. I thought the nightmare was over…
But I was wrong.

----------------

Part 2.

I came back to Phoenix a week after Omega’s incarceration. The organization was conducting an investigation on her. Both Beth and Kim had been inducted into the organization with their own codenames, Queen and Shade, respectively, in return for amnesty for their crime sprees. I had some time off and it was around that time that dad had collapsed while at work and had been hospitalized; mom wanted me around. I know, I know, she’s such a worrywart she can get so annoying; guess that’s why she’s a teacher. Dad has to be the toughest hijo de puta that I know, even for his age. But I didn’t come out here just for that only. I… was feeling lonely.

Seeing both Beth and Kim hang around each other normally; heck, Beth had been hanging around Kim without being a metamorph herself for a long time; it made me feel jealous. I realized then that I hadn’t talked to any of my old friends or seen my parents in ages ever since I became Stinger. I wanted to see them, but covering up a tail and black eyes can be really hard. Even with a disguise and excuses about photosensitivity and a sudden weight gain, I wasn’t confident I could fool mom or dad, so in the end I avoided them completely. I was really afraid of showing myself to mom especially; in her panic she would probably page a giant to come squash me under their boot.

But I was still on break, so I decided to see about meeting my friends from high-school. They wouldn’t be hard to fool with excuses; they hadn’t seen me in years. I gathered with three of them, all studying in college while I was stuck playing year-round reverse Halloween. We went to the Crib, that fancy night club you always hated? It got better music over the years at least. Things were cheery for a while; I was ready to dance away all my problems into the night. I was startled to find my ex-boyfriend and high-school crush, Garret Thompson, at the club. I couldn’t even go say hi. I hadn’t been with anybody in… well, almost a year already. I felt both good and bad at the same time, like when you see an ad on TV with your favorite food, but you realize it’s impossible to go get it. Dang, I remember being so frustrated that night I disappeared into the restroom! I just wish that had been my biggest worry that night.

Before I could tell what was going on, I heard a voice behind me ordering me to stand down and give up my valuables. I couldn’t believe it, especially since I used to be a cop and Interpol; granted, both for very short times, but the irony didn’t escape me. That robber didn’t, either. With scorpion strength and speed, you just stop being afraid of being held at gunpoint. I called the police, but then I heard the radio on the robber’s pocket go off. The whole club was being held up; a hostage situation. If I didn’t respond I would make them suspicious, so I did. Thankfully, my chitin facemask let me muffle my voice and a quick quip let me get away with it. I couldn’t wait for the police however, not knowing that my friends were being held up. So I discarded my clothes got my exoskeleton up. In a way, I was thankful to those robbers for letting me get rid of that silly fat girl costume, it makes me feel silly, and I had already been feeling enough pressure.

It was the first time I felt so good about being a metamorph. When you’re able to cling to the ceiling and walls like you’re still on the ground, sneaking around becomes a cakewalk. Nobody ever expects you. It was almost intoxicating to see the fear in the gangsters’ eyes when I took them down one by one, freeing every hostage as I went through them. I was feeling the most confident in my life… too confident, perhaps.

Suddenly, I was faced with one of the robbers who, upon seeing me, panicked and grabbed one of the hostages, who happened to be one of my friends. She was getting the side of her head pressed against the robber’s Uzi; I couldn’t risk doing anything stupid. My surprise escalated further when I realized the robber was young; he couldn’t have been older than sixteen. I tried to reason with him, but he was not only afraid and angry, he was also cocky as all hell. In time, the police arrived, and I gave him the opportunity to run; I was ready to give chase, but not before I checked up on my friend. I couldn’t tell her who I was in reality: That would just create a confusion I didn’t need right then. In fact, my friend was so scared of me that it didn’t look like she cared I had just saved her from getting her head blown apart. I knew Phoenix’s finest would lead everyone to safety, and with all the robbers who hadn’t escaped having been knocked out by me, they would take care of things.

I chased the kid, whose identity I learned later, more out of concern for his safety than wanting to punish his silly butt for robbing. His name was Redd “Rex” Phillips, and he was one of the many cases of neglected youth; school dropouts, alley rats, basically anyone willing to do anything for money and reputation that they can’t get through normal means. The more I came close to snagging him, the more pride I felt in the way I was instilling the fear of being hunted in him. I was convinced that my strategy was effective: Make him feel bad enough that he would turn into a boy scout for the rest of his life. But again, I was being overly confident, and I was punished for it; Rex was punished for it. The kid never surrendered. He escaped into an abandoned warehouse and I gave chase, where I thought to corner and catch him, but he struggled so much he woke up “something” within an open cage. All of a sudden I saw a pair of jaws come out and nearly tear the confused teen’s throat out. I saw blood gush and panicked, rushed over Rex’s side and pushed the creature away from him in time to prevent his death. The creature fell to the ground, some sort of strange reptile. It spontaneously combusted and I was aghast with amazement, but Rex’s condition quickly brought me back from the moon. I raced through the rooftops of every building until I got to the nearest hospital and anonymously delivered him to an emergency room. Fortunately, a nurse found Rex and he was treated immediately. I had saved his life, yet it never felt like a victory to me; it still doesn’t. I could have delivered him gift-wrapped to the authorities when I had the chance, but instead I chased him down where he nearly got killed. All I had managed to do was barely fix my own mess.

Or so I thought. Then next morning I was alerted at the hospital’s rooftop by mom’s screams through the cell phone. I hurriedly asked what was going on when an explosion below alerted me to the reality of things. The hospital was burning down, the same hospital I had brought Rex to; the same hospital dad was in. I forgot all about the need to keep myself hidden from the public and rushed down to help my parents out, who were both unconscious with mom having collapsed on top of dad to protect him. Thankfully, getting them out wasn’t a problem. Outside I found a panicked mass of hospital staffers, the police and some firefighters gathered at the entrance, ambulances and paramedic teams on the rush. I was making people panic by being there, but I had to deliver my parents to safety. I was so afraid, but upon realizing more people could be trapped inside, I rushed into the hospital to help the firefighting team. When inside, I asked one of the fire fighters about the situation, and was amazed he didn’t panic from my appearance. More than anything however, I nearly choked when he told me the reason for the fire wasn’t an equipment malfunction or an accident at all, but intentional. One of the patients had become engulfed in fire, apparently immune to it, and was in the process of setting everything on fire himself. I rushed out to investigate, leaving the scene to the experienced firefighters, and what I saw made my heart skip a beat.

I couldn’t recognize them at first, but the flaming villain outside was none other than Rex, while his opponent was Garret Thompson, one of the firefighters. Rex was laughing like a madman, crazy, overwhelmed by his newfound powers. Calling himself FireCracker, he was hurling fireballs everywhere, threatening everyone around him. I feared for Garret, so I took advantage of Rex’s overconfidence and stunned him with my neurotoxin. It worked, but only for a bit. His flames died out, and then his body went through a transformation like me. He metamorphosed into an iguana man, something like a salamander and began to blame me for his freaky appearance. I decided to take his anger towards me as a chance to draw him away from the hospital and innocents, and began to taunt and bait him across town. It wasn’t hard to keep him focused on me, since pissing people off is my specialty. I had the idea that if I led him back to that warehouse where he got bit by that strange creature I would be able to find a clue on how to stop him. While I wasn’t able to find an antidote or anything easy like that, I did use a bit of brain work and remembered reptiles don’t like cold. A can of industrial cooler was what saved my bacon from being fried. The authorities seized FireCracker and put him away in the same prison as Omega.

It seemed to me like metamorphs could be created even without her interference. The thought terrified me; what if there were others trying to do this? I feared the answer, but eventually, I would know about it. It happened shortly after I heard that Omega had broken out, taking FireCracker with her and her Betas along. I was in the middle of being scolded by the chief of divisions while Jim, as usual, covered my ass. I also got a scolding from Jim, but also a new case; we hadn’t been able to find Omega yet after all. Our team had zoned in on some juicy rumors about two large reptilians around the New Jersey coastline, by the bridge. Queen, her Knights and I were dispatched to investigate.

I met two large dinosaur metamorphs there. I know, really weird. But reanimated fossils in the shape of metamorphs don’t surprise me when I’ve seen advanced metamorphosis change a person so many times. It’s like being unable to switch out of a Dr. Who marathon. After a while, you learn what to expect; even though I still think seeing Godzilla there would’ve been way cooler. And less… much less intimidating than what I eventually saw later on the next day. We got off to a rough start, but Alina and Christy eventually confided in us to tell us about the two-faced Minerva corporation, whose “Shadow Division” had been experimenting with radioactive materials and fossil DNA to cross humans and dinosaurs for some sort of freaky project. No doubt this smelled like Xteria research to me. Worse still, Jim revealed to us that two mysterious disappearances from the NJPD investigating Minerva, and that made our saurian friends react badly. I then learned about Milton Miles, a detective friend of Christy, who they told us was likely captured when he tried to get them back. Christy was set on going back to the facility to rescue their friend, but she had a twisted ankle still healing, and there was no way we could convince the higher ups to let two recently admitted metamorphs out in the open on a speculation. Unlike the higher ups though, I didn’t give a rat’s ass about the rules. There was a life at stake, I couldn’t sit still.

It turns out I wasn’t just right. I was so right that I wished I’d been wrong. Unable to sit still, I decided to pay a visit to a port-side storage area under the Minerva Company’s name, after talking about it with Christy and giving her my word I’d try to find Mr. Miles. The good news is that I found him; the bad news is that I found no one else but him. I… I can’t talk about it in detail; the visions of that day still haunt my dreams. Mr. Miles was also part of an experiment by the deranged scientists working in that laboratory, but something went wrong. Mr. Miles’s metamorphosis didn’t come out mostly right like with Christy and Alina; he was driven crazy, turned into a mindless killing machine with zero appreciation for human life. It was fortunate for me to even find a single survivor, let alone make it out with just minor wounds. If there ever was a point in my life when I had endangered myself and actually saw my life and loved ones flash right in front of my eyes I…

Anyway, it took me some great effort, but I could put Slaughter down. The way he laughed and talked was burnt into my head. It shouldn’t have ended the way it did… When I finally got the witness out, I went back to the store house, but it suddenly went up in flames. It wasn’t Slaughter that did it, it was somebody else; someone with wings, someone that carried Slaughter away with them. What scared me the most was that they had a scorpion tail like mine; there was no mistake. I could only think about Omega.

Breaking then news of Mr. Miles’s physical and mental transformation to Alina and Christy was almost as tough as my fight with his alter-ego, Slaughter. This however was good enough for them to join our cause, not as fighters, but as researchers. After all, who better to understand advanced metamorphosis than metamorphs themselves? Which leads me to our newest addition to the team, Galvanika.

You would like Frannie. She’s so small and cuddle-able, like doll. That’s when she hasn’t eaten electricity though. A big smarty-pants though, she designed the suit I’m wearing under my civvies, but that just adds to her cuteness. Hmm, maybe I should stop calling her cute; gets mad when I do. Anyway, as a scientist, Frannie was trying to revolutionize the world with some sort of cleaner way to get electricity, by using electric eels and their special organs. Don’t worry; it was actually way less gross than it sounds. Frannie told us that one of her laboratory partners was a rival of hers who specialized in robotics, and her project had been funded by stakeholders rather than his. As a result, the guy tried to sabotage Frannie’s project, which, unbeknownst to him, had implemented Xteria research. You can take a guess where this is going.

Frannie wasn’t aware of metamorphs to begin with. It turns out one of her colleagues had suggested to ship in Xteria samples from a laboratory in Colorado, which via genetic manipulation was implemented into the genus of eels they were working with. While making his attempt to ruin the project, Dexter Hooper got bit by the same eel, which transferred all the properties of the animal to him, and turned him into an electric eel metamorph called Voltaic. Like a stupid comic book, right? Well, it doesn’t end there with us just waltzing in and saving the day. The guy was smart. He bid his time, built himself a small army of killer robots and, like a fucking drama queen, waited until the reveal of Frannie’s project to strike.

Where did the organization fit in all this? It just so happened that Frannie’s uncle was coming to her demonstration, and I was overjoyed to learn the identity of this person was none other than Dr. Pierre. The doc who saved my life back in the desert, remember? Anyway, doc invited us to the demo, which we went to. Wish it had been for the pleasure of sight-seeing, but Jim took the opportunity to assign us to watch over the demonstration in case there was foul play about; this was a new energy source we were talking about after all. The doc was more excited than any of us, he flew Kim and me to Boulder, but Beth had to stay behind since she can’t hide her extra abdomen and the fact she’s 7ft. tall with just clothes.

The demo was actually hard to follow; too many technicalities and talk about physics. Kim soon found me a distraction though, as she noticed Voltaic’s robo-mooks looming and waiting to strike. We intercepted and fought against the formidable Alpha Wolf, Voltaic’s prized creation. Thanks to Kim though, he was no match for us and we eventually beat him. This attracted the attention of Voltaic though, who went in for the kill personally. I tried to stop him, but wasn’t fast enough, and I nearly got the doc, who was protecting Frannie, killed. I never felt such rage before; I’m just glad it was against another metamorph, but I let loose so much strength it would’ve probably made a normal human being turn inside out from the impact of a punch. That blow did feel good, but only for a few seconds, as I still believed the doc had been electrocuted to death by the defeated Voltaic. If Frannie hadn’t been screaming for an ambulance to save her uncle, I would’ve probably stopped functioning then. Ever since… well, you know. I just don’t deal well with death. At least I knew the doc was still alive. But you think we could relax yet? Heck no. Voltaic woke up, angrier and bigger than ever. He swelled past us and got more and more powerful as he began to feed on the electricity surrounding him; at the rate he was growing, he was going to become unstoppable. Kim and I rushed to help Frannie and the unconscious doc, but Frannie had a plan in mind. She was going to fight a giant eel with another giant eel.

I wasn’t able to stop her. Being the doc’s niece, I didn’t want her of all people to get involved in the world of metamorphs; being turned into a metamorph isn’t the end of the world, but Frannie is only 17; just like with FireCracker, this felt unfair on many levels. But Frannie… she’s way more mature than I gave her credit for. She wasn’t just doing this out of a sense of self-loathing, of broken pride or anything silly like that. Frannie turned herself into Galvanika to give us our best shot at eliminating a threat that could have escalated into a world-wide disaster in less time than any counter-measure could’ve been developed for it. She gave us directions and began to feed on electricity, forsaking her humanity in return for the power to face Voltaic. It was like an old sci-fi tale, with two giant monsters clashing above a city, feeding off electricity and growing even bigger and more bestial as time went on. Kim and I could only watch as Frannie battled her counterpart, and the masses fled to avoid being crushed. I briefly wondered what it must’ve been like for Frannie, being so tall, with us looking no bigger than ants to them. I wonder if she could even think about anything other than growing more powerful than Voltaic? In a way, their rivalry had grown out of control with their bodies.

Jim arrived with Beth and our team of specialists to implement Frannie’s plan with the permission of the local military. While civilians were evacuated, Shade, Queen, her Knights and I were dispatched to place EMP charges around a working power station that acted like bait for the two eel monsters. Frannie's plan involved setting off the charges when they attempted to absorb the electricity, inverting the polarity to cause them to shrink instead of growing, but there was a catch… Only the correct frequency would invert the polarity at the exact point necessary. If we failed to calculate the correct number, we had to use the default frequency, and the explosion would overload them instead. If they were overloaded, they would both die, ending our problem…

We successfully armed the bombs, but the frequency didn’t come. Both Galvanika and Voltaic, grown to massive proportions, soon began to fight over the power station; it didn’t look like Frannie was going to stop either, she was dead set on the meal they were fighting for as well. Kim wanted me to detonate the charges; they were too close for us to miss the opportunity. I couldn’t do it however, I couldn’t sacrifice either of them; two creatures made by the Xteria, an unfeeling tool responsible for their transformations. Kim had valid concerns, but I simply couldn’t. It’s just… how do you make that choice anyway? She was saying she would make herself responsible, but just… One life or millions? Is there an easy way to reason it out? I found my answer however. Just when everything looked bleak, when I thought it was all going to fall apart on me, my phone rung and I got the code. The plan had worked… We managed to find Frannie after digging through the rubble their collapsed giant bodies had created before returning to their normal size.

I was satisfied. Happy that no lives had been lost that day. Even Voltaic’s. Yes. He was a jerk, but nobody deserves to die. We can’t decide who lives or dies, we can only try to stop ourselves and others from making that mistake. I just didn’t know, back then, that there was a looming shadow watching, their ears and eyes all over us. Things are never easy… are they?

------------------

Part 3.

Omega is still out there, and I’d be too naïve if I didn’t expect at least one of the other metamorphs I’ve faced to be with her too. What worries me the most though is not the numbers of our enemies but what Omega’s plan is. It has been months already since her escape from prison, and the only thing we’ve heard out of her was that frequency code she sent me at the Boulder incident. I just don’t get it; why help us? Had we been caught up in whatever aftermath between the two fighting giants, then Omega would have no metamorph to contest against her. The more I think about it, the less it makes sense. Wish you could tell me you knew what’s going on in her head, you always could tell what others were thinking. Sometimes I wish I could understand her better, and then maybe I could help her.

You probably wanna know what happened after Boulder, though, right? No way could we keep things down with the press and populace demanding answers about why two giant eels began to duke it out above one of the country’s most important cities. They wanted someone to take responsibility for it, and the furthered investigations combined with the seeping popular rage made it very easy to blame Frannie for all that happened, even if Dexter Hooper, her assistant, had been the one responsible for ruining the demo and wanting to wreck the city. Imagine my surprise when I saw her pop up at the organization one day, dressed in her lab coat and escorted by Dr. Pierre, who was showing her around. Calling me “Madame Richards”… Snrk… you’d have a blast teasing her, heehee. Anyway, Francine LeFleur technically took the blame for the whole incident, but since the authorities were unable to find her and the only one who witnessed her transformation into Galvanika was me, she was declared a victim of the incident as well. I’m sad to see her career go down in flames like that, but damn, I never saw her shed a tear once. Prodigies are weird, you know? They look like you or I, but act completely different.

I’m just glad that she and her uncle got better as fast as they did. The doc had always been part of the organization without me knowing, and having her niece in on his affairs put a very distinct sheen in his thick moustache. They work really hard every day, coming up with training regimes for Shade, Queen and I… and even Galvanika herself to partake in. They’ve been analyzing our abilities too, and building cool gadgets for us to use. Sometimes I feel like they’re our Q, heh. Hell, it was just the other day…

-----------

“Ah, Madame Richards, there you are. May I have your attention s’il vous plait?” Francine was waving up from her standard 5’2’’ height, her backwards light-blue head-fin folding slightly as she tried to get Charlie’s attention.

The scorpion metamorph looked down from the ceiling of the break area, a comic-book magazine in her hands. Squatting down against the surface her body was clinging to, her swinging tail was a dead giveaway for those who wanted to find her. Charlie smiled and returned the wave, “Hey Frannie. You come down for an early breakfast? I wanted to beat Kim to the donuts.”

Francine smiled and titled her glasses above her serpent-like eyes, accommodating them on the bridge of her snout. “Oh, non. Not in the least. I had some coffee an hour ago.”

“An hour ago? It’s just about 5 AM. Were you up all night again?” Charlie stood straight and stretched her arms, ridding herself of muscular numbness. She had been reading for at least thirty minutes now.

“I couldn’t sleep, not when there is so much to do,” Francine gestured downwards, “If it’s not much of a bother, could you come down? My articulations will become sore from craning my neck into this position to talk with you for too long.”

“Ah, yeah. Sorry about that, habit.” After flipping herself off the ceiling and having landed next to the eel scientist, the black haired arachnid folded her arms under her bosom and looked at her team member. “What was it you wanted? Is something up?”

Francine responded with a toothy grin first, flashing her thin rows of numerous fangs, “Oui. I must admit anxiety got the best of me, as I told Uncle Pierre I would show everyone after lunch. I have finished making the adjustments to the Specialized Ultra Nanofiber suits.”

“Really? Rock on! Can I see mine?”

“That’s why I came to get anyone available,” Francine’s tail tip was wagging fast behind her white lab coat. Charlie noticed it and grinned, finding the young prodigy to be adorable in spite of her appearance. “Follow me into the lab, Madame Richards.”

“Hey, I already told you it’s fine to call me Charlie like everyone else does, Frannie.”

A soft smile appeared on the shiny black eel as she turned around and strode down the doorway. “You will be impressed with your Specialized Ultra Nanofiber suit, oui. You may remember our talk about chitin synthesis and porous excretion. The electrospinning techniques I’ve learned allowed me to customize the way the nanofibers react to incoming chitin when you generate your exoskeleton. This lets the fabric survive during synthesis and excretion, and allows it to temporarily meld with the polysaccharide solution without leaving you completely naked!”

If Charlie could’ve seen her own eyes she would’ve seen them spinning from dizziness as she followed the excited monologue spewing scientist. “Uh, you had me at completely naked. I mean wait no…”

“Imagine the applications!” interrupted Francine as they turned a corner and continued down the hall to her laboratory, “It’s not just on-demand dynamic chemical interfacing, I also worked on implementing a similar solution to Madame Sanders’s suit, that it may mimethize when she does. In effect: a complimentary camouflage with the added comfort and protection from the Specialized Ultra Nanofibers! I cannot wait until Madame Sanders sees it, I am sure she abhors relying on nudity in order to fully utilize her unique abilities!” Charlie almost grimaced at the suggestion Kim wouldn’t use any opportunity to flash herself, since her scales already did the job of covering her privates. “Ahh! Here we are.”

“Mon Dieu,” Charlie laughed inside her head, long since lost in the middle of Francine’s description. “She’s worse than my eighth grade chemistry and biology teachers combined!” Once the automatic doors slid out of the way and Francine and Charlie walked in, the scorpion girl’s eyes widened in surprise to the four transparent containers surrounded by complex-looking machinery, each container holding in itself a piece of similar looking apparel. “Oh man, they look so cool!”

“Merci, madame!” giggled the eel as she walked up to her most recent inventions, each of a different color. “The Specialized Ultra Nanofiber suit. Custom-made, form-fitting and comfortable. Combining the latest electrospinning techniques and my own brand of ceramics, with ultra-dense yet light antioxidant metal alloy, enabling the adequate protection of shock-resistance and impermeable fabric like a neoprene wetsuit…” she turned to look at Charlie expectantly. The scorpion was caught off-guard, feeling like this had suddenly turned from a suit design demo to a science class.

“Shiny.” Both Charlie and her stinger tip nodded together and fast, as if telling Francine to continue. The eel grinned again and gestured towards the suits with an arm.

“All suits share the same characteristics, but as the name suggests, each one is tailored to the users’ particular needs.”

“Yeah, Beth’s ultra-top-heavy,” Charlie snickered as she looked at the third and largest suit. Her bumblebee companion was, after all, on the very tall side at 7ft.

Francine’s snout gained color as she became embarrassed by Charlie’s comment, and grew silent. Noticing this, the scorpion walked forwards and put an arm behind Francine as a friendly gesture. “Great job, Frannie. I can’t wait to try mine on! Which one is it?”

“It’s the uhm… the blue one.” The eel scientist smiled, feeling a bit coddled by the taller girl, but all the same happy about receiving praise. To someone like Francine, who had always been expected to provide nothing but perfection through her research and development, being complimented and criticized at the same time was something she had not been able to experience yet. “You can try it on right now if you’d like.”

“Wait, really?”

“Mmhm, oui. The machinery’s still around because I just finished with them actually!”

----------

“Man, forget beakers and tubes. Sewing IS your thing, Francine!” An overjoyed Charlie said as she twisted and stretched her body.

“Eheh,” Francine nervously laughed, “This isn’t sewing per se…” But she couldn’t deny her own pride as the scorpion girl tried her Specialized Ultra Nanofiber suit on. The blue material stuck to Charlie like a leotard or wetsuit, hugging her entire body starting at her calves and finishing at her neck, and then going down again to her wrists. As the fabric was thin and form-fitting, it resulted in the more prominent areas of the female’s body to stand out. The flare of Charlie’s hips and her behind were tightly embraced by the material, a practical hole for her tail placed right above her butt. Her slender legs stood out more thanks to the marking of her womanly thighs at the bottom, whereas soft paddings protected and covered the sight of Charlie’s nipples at the top.

“Mmm, really comfortable!” the excited arachnid said while swinging her arms back and forth in a warming-up motion, “Feels warm and cozy too. I bet I could sleep in it!” she giggled, bouncing in place higher and higher until she sprang several feet up onto the ceiling. “Woo! Wall crawling feels great too! Hey, think I could revive Baywatch in this?” she struck a pose while standing horizontally from the wall, winking towards Francine while Charlie stuck her chest out prominently.

Francine shrugged a bit, unfamiliar with what her team mate was talking about, but all the same was very pleased with the initial aspects of her design. “Alright, Madame Richards, it’s time to test out its harmonizing function.”

“Huh? Oh. You mean my…?”

“Oui! Please engage your exoskeleton.” Francine nodded and Charlie nodded back before somersaulting back onto the floor.

“Right. It’s not supposed to tear apart like all my other clothes when I make my armor appear,” Charlie looked at her suit before brushing some of her hair away, “Alright Frannie. Let’s see how good you really are!” Charlie closed her eyes and concentrated. The muscles in her limbs tensed first, followed by her small but noticeable abdominals and laterals, her butt tightening up as she willed her exoskeleton to form all at once. Dark spots started appearing all over the blue suit at once, liquid starting to pour out. The ooze, as if possessed of a life of its own, began to cover Charlie’s body in strategic locations. Once enough of the black liquid had covered these spots, the chitin hardened and took shape.

First, Charlie’s knees, elbows and shoulders gained paddings to protect her joints. Then, the chitin spread below her waist, encircling her hips like a band of sorts. Her sizable chest was covered over the middle and its bottom by chitin that went around to her back and spread down like a half-top, which also provided the lift and protection to her breasts normal apparel, would. The black substance spread from her waistband and shoulder pads to cover her thighs and upper arms respectively in a thinner film to prevent weighing the extremities down. Finally, Charlie’s forearms were both engulfed by large amounts of chitin with each side forming a thick pincer under and above her arms.

Charlie balled her hands into fists within the chitin pincers and opened her black eyes just as her mouth and nose disappeared under a chitin faceguard. Two protrusions on her guarded cheeks that grew into jaws snapped together loudly along with her pincers. “How do I look?”

Francine was ecstatic. Not just from the fact Charlie was comfortable and not just from the perfect match of blue and black. “The nanofiber polysaccharide interface was a success! Excellent!”

“Hey, stop talking geek and tell me I’m pretty,” joked the scorpion as she made her cheek jaws and pincers disappear, but one could see Charlie’s smile even behind her face-guard. “This is awesome, Frannie.”

“Yo! The 90s called,” a snarky voice said with a laugh, “They said they want their longass Power Rangers morphing sequence back.”

Charlie and Francine blinked and turned to look around but found nobody. The latter closed her eyes and focused for a few moments before softly smiling. Instead of the standard blackness a person sees when they close their eyes, Francine’s bioelectrogenesis enabled her to use electric charges in the environment to track and find people. “No sneaking around in my laboratory, s’il vous plait, Madame Sanders.”

“Ah! You’re no fun, squirt.” From one of the wall corners began to materialize a tall, green female reptilian. It was the color-changing chameleon metamorph known as Shade. “But really, Beth’s guys were spot on when they told her they saw you two go in here. Heh heh.”

“Oh! Is Madame Myers not coming?”

“Yeah, she’s just finishing with her breakfast. I had a quick one too. Surprised you didn’t have any donuts there, Sting.” Kim shrugged as she brushed her luscious mane of chestnut hair behind her.

“Wait, what…?” Charlie froze as her eyes suddenly widened to the size of plates, “Don’t tell me you ate my cream-stuffed donuts…!”

“Didn’t see your name on ‘em, sister. Early bird.” Kim shrugged, but an angered Charlie stomped towards her while a concerned Francine deactivated her electro-location ability and watched the ensuing confrontation.

“I’d been waiting all morning for them to arrive, you…!” Suddenly, chameleon and scorpion were both facing off while the taller Kim at 6ft. tall stared down with a sassy smirk. The heavyset chests on both females squishing together were indicative of the dangerous proximity, but Francine was too nervous to say anything.

“Hey, you could lay off a donut or two once a week, don’t you think? We have to eat too,” Kim laughed before Charlie pulled her down by the neck, but Kim pushed her arm away, “Oh, wanna go at it, bug-butt?”

“You and me, right now, lizard-face!”

“Ahh!” a panicked Francine, who couldn’t bear hearing the agitated and silly argument anymore, began to flail her arms in desperation to call for the two girls’ attention, “Please no fighting in the laboratory, s’il vous plait!”

But Kim and Charlie, too far gone, were suddenly caught into a senseless brawl on the floor, throwing punches and slaps, snarky comments and less-than-tasteful name-calling. It wasn’t until a loud buzzing drowned the room’s noise that the fight stopped with both Kim and Charlie being pulled up by their tails by a really tall red-haired amazon. The yellow and black striped metamorph holding the bruised and snarling girls away from each other looked past the regal-looking white chest fluff and let out a sad sigh as the feelers on her head drooped. “Honestly, you two are incorrigible. Can’t you behave properly in front of Dr. LeFleur?” Beth reprimanded, her wings stopping as she landed and didn’t let go of Kim and Charlie’s tails. “Good morning, doctor.”

“Muh-merci beaucoup, Madame Myers!” Francine, intimidated by the largely taller female queen bee, bowed slightly, but only received a warm smile from the insect metamorph. “I just didn’t know what I could do to stop them once they began.”

“I know. They’re like little girls, fighting over silly things. Isn’t that right?” Beth glared down at her friends. Kim rolled her eyes while Charlie stuck her tongue out at her. Beth sighed and let go of both before walking towards Francine, “After seeing Stinger’s SUN suit on, I understand the calibrations were a success?”

“Oui, indeed!” Francine nodded and clapped her claws together, “I was actually going to show you all later today, but since we’re all here, why don’t we go ahead and change into each of our suits, hmm?”

“Ah, great idea, doctor!” Beth nodded and looked back, “Come on Kimmy. You were excited about what Dr. LeFleur had in store for us, weren’t you?”

The chameleon girl sat up and looked back at the three remaining containers. “Huh, not a bad design. Looks like it’s gonna be comfy too, especially if it fit bug-butt.”

“Yeah, it’s really comfortable. I was also asking Frannie if there’s any French recipe for fried chameleon.” Kim grinned at Charlie, but stopped herself when the chameleon began to strip out of her clothes and casually and nakedly walked over to the SUN suit capsules. Charlie averted her gaze at first, but after reminding herself that it was all girls in the lab, she just bounced herself over to a wall to watch as Beth and Kim changed into their suits. Francine also began to suit up shortly after.

Seeing Kimberly, Bethany and Francine change into the same suit as her made Charlie feel certain warmth in her. She remembered her loneliness months ago, and how the world was always going to be against them and others like them because they were different. But Charlie also knew that while that was true, they also were all in the same boat, and not only that. The giggles and teases from Kim, Beth’s big-sister attitude, even Francine’s shy and cute demeanor; it felt like she had made a group of very diverse friends. The more she heard them talk about themselves and each other while changing, with casual commentaries and even inane occurrences in the air, Charlie was convinced that there was nothing wrong with them. Physical differences aside, they still had everything that made them human. “If only there was a way to show you this, Lexy. There’s no need to force this into everybody. We can just… coexist.”

“Charlie?” Beth floated up to her perch.

“Madame Richards are you well?” asked a concerned Francine from below.

“Stop sulking Sting. We were talking about celebrating shorty here’s ‘cheevo with a group picture! Get down already.”

“Right,” Charlie smiled and nodded to the group before walking back down to the floor. The four team mates gathered with Charlie and Kim each to the sides of Beth while Francine, the shorter one, stood directly under the queen bumblebee’s hefty, orange covered chest. Francine used a remote to point a camera and zoom it into them for the picture. It captured them into a frame with the scorpion, the chameleon, the bee and eel grinning. “We’re gonna bring peace to the world,” Charlie thought to herself, “I don’t know how, or when. But we will do it.”

------------------
Part 4.

 “Sheesh, show off a bit more, will ya?” Charlie smirked back at Kim’s comment, having been leaning forwards with her hands on her knees for their picture.

“Why are you acting like a mom all of a sudden? Gotta look good if we’re going to be showing this to anyone else later, right?”

Francine giggled as she held the print in her hands and showed it to Beth, who smiled back. The queen bee then turned to the other two, “It was a great picture. It’s weird how I never really felt part of the team, but with this little thing it’s like proof that we’re together in this.”

“Oui, I agree. And I’m the youngest member, I hope I can measure up,” Francine humbly mentioned, while Charlie and Kim returned friendly grins to the short yet curvy eel girl.

“You definitely ‘measure’ up, kiddo.” Kimberly was the first to talk, leaving Francine blushing as she seemed to shrink away while putting her arms over her ample chest. The olive green SUN suit hugging her body wasn’t making it easy to look away from the eel’s rather pronounced curves.

“Hey, don’t tease her. We have Beth for that,” Charlie snickered, getting Beth’s feelers to twitch up.

“Oh, just what are you implying, Stinger?” the red haired queen bee frowned a little as she rested the back of her hands against her wide hips, her orange SUN suit complimenting her black and yellow fluff.

“Calm down,” the scorpion waved her hands defensively, “Just saying, you do give people a few reason to ogle you for.”

“What Sting here’s trying to say, Beth, is that she’s jealous you got tits and she doesn’t,” Kim snickered as she got a furious glare from Charlie.

“Girls, we don’t have time for this…” Beth started as one of her feelers poked up followed by her head. One of her muscular bumblebee drones was hovering above her, confusing the other three metamorphs as the male quietly hovered above his queen, “…in fact, it’s time for morning practice. I had Sebastian remember to check the clock for us.”

“Sebastian?” came the confused question from both Kim and Charlie. Francine however was merely smiling.

“I helped Madame Myers with the naming,” the eel confessed and walked towards Queen as her Knight flew off, likely as a result of communicating with Beth. “Oui, it took us a while, but just as I’ve been analyzing all of our potentials, it seems Queen is able to teach them human language in limited doses. It has been enough to make them respond to names without using pheromones.”

“Thank you again for that, Dr. LeFleur,” Beth nodded her head. “They’re my responsibility,” she explained to Kim and Charlie, “The least I could do for them is to treat them as humanly as possible.”

“Man, what a shame. I wanted to name that one Cutie-Butts,” Kim folded her arms under her chest, getting a giggle from Beth; “Too bad they don’t talk.” 

“We’re working on that as well,” Francine added while Beth giggled at Kim’s name choice. Charlie put her arms behind her head as she walked over to the doorway the Knight had exited through. “Eventually they should be able to learn how to talk, but it still will take us time before we can discover their identities.”

“Well, like Beth said. They’re part of the team, and I don’t know how I feel about a queen’s butlers being first at the training area! So let’s go!” the scorpion pumped her fist in the air, getting a collective cheer in agreement. After Francine grabbed a bag full of tools and equipment that Kim offered to carry, the four SUN suited up metamorphs then left Galvanika’s lab in the direction to their dedicated training area.

-----------

“Try activating your mimethization power now, Madame Sanders, s’il vous plait!”

“You got it, shorty!” Kim put her arms back to touch a wall and tensed up as Francine fired her scanner up. The chameleon’s green scales began to shift in color, becoming temporarily iridescent before they fused with the color scheme her monocular vision enabled her to take in her surroundings. Shortly afterwards, the lone grass-green SUN suit floating in air began to mimic the same color swap patterns, and like Kim, flashed with iridescence before totally vanishing from sight. “It works!”

“Indeed, but it still is lagging behind. The microchips do not seem to be up to speed with your ability, either due to a lack of processing power or… non non. It was likely a flaw in my calculations.”

Kim seemed way more chirpy about it however, “Are you kidding me? You gave me sexy clothes that cloak with me. That’s a victory right there! Now I don’t have to freeze my ass off while infiltrating.”

“That is correct, but still, I must make a revision, Madame Sanders.” Francine quickly jotted down a note in her pad, “Please continue testing it and let me know if anything changes.”

“Got’cha, but really, this is awesome!” Kimberly grinned and began to rapidly phase through different color matchups, reverting to her binocular vision to watch her own suit adapt to the same basic colors shifting from red to blue to yellow to green. “Hey, think you can add that grappling hook we were talking about the other day if you’re gonna be making a revision? I can use my tail and tongue for that, but I prefer not to put my tongue just anywhere, if you catch my drift.”

“Oui oui, Madame Sanders. It’s already been added on this revision. It’s on your left wrist.”

“Oh wow,” Kim gasped as she looked up at her currently black arm, “You packed it neatly. Is it long enough though?”

“Indeed. 25ft. to be exact.”

“What? You got THAT much and the clawed rod in here?”

“I strive for efficiency!” Francine nodded, “If you would like to test it out, apply pressure to your lower wrist from both sides by using your right hand. It must be even pressure to prevent accidental input.”

“Like this?” Kim did as mentioned, starting to test by pressing the sides of her left wrist.

Francine absent mindedly nodded as she continued to jot notes down and turned around, “Yes, be sure to practice its use. Please let me know if you like it. I’ll go check on the others.” As the eel left though, she missed Kim’s grappling hook suddenly shooting out just before with a sharp and quick “fwip!” the chameleon girl was pulled away and crashed into a wall. “Ahh, Madame Myers! I trust your SUN suit is to your liking?”

Beth had been coordinating her commands for all four of her Knights by waving her arms and practicing with different motions. Upon approach by Francine, she smiled and looked down at the much smaller female, “It’s wonderful, Francine. Thank you for spinning it to somebody of my size. I thought I’d never be able to wear normal clothes again.” Just as with Charlie, Beth’s chitin armor pieces covered strategic locations, and thanks to Francine’s efforts, the orange fabric had interfaced perfectly with chitinous secretion.

“Merci, madame. The pleasure was all mine! Do you think Sebastian, Alfred, Jeffrey and Edwin are ready to try with voice commands?” Francine flipped a page while waiting for Beth’s answer. The queen put her arm out and raised her palm, all four Knights stopping their sparring at once before the dutifully knelt down before their queen.

“I would love to, doctor, but their SUN suits haven’t been finished, have they?”

“We will not need receivers and distance this time around, however. I prepared a concoction whose strong smell should impede your Knights from recognizing your scent,” the black scaled eel mentioned as she fished a round, pellet-like object from her bag. Francine showed the big pellet to Beth with a smile:  “Once we install the communications systems in your squad’s suits, we can try distance calls again. For now, how about we see if you can conduct them when they can’t understand their normal language?”

“That sounds like a great idea, if an enemy happened to use something similar…” Beth took Francine’s gas bomb from her palm to inspect it before frowning with worry, “Will this hurt them in any way?”

“Mon Dieu, of course not, madame. I specifically compounded an innocuous solution! It simply blocks olfactory receptors for a duration, but rest easy, the chemicals aren’t noxious at all.”

“Hmm, alright. I do want Sebastian and the others to be able to operate even while at a disadvantage,” Beth nodded and, like Francine prompted her to, flung the pellet towards her Knights. The little object burst on impact against the ground, releasing a sparkly powder which made the muscle-bound bumblebees stand up and begin to wander. “Oh my god, it worked. They…” Beth waved her arm in the direction of her four-man crew, her chest jiggling under her shiny white regal fluff as she desperately made the attempt to communicate, “They can’t recognize me anymore, can they?”

“That is correct. Your pheromones can’t be detected by their smell. Your own instincts to try to seize their attention by motion are a normal behavior,” Francine nodded matter-of-factly, jotting more notes down, “The effect on your Knights will last from five to ten minutes. Please use this time to try to make them react to your commands, Madame Myers.”

“I… I’ll try,” a saddened Beth put a finger under her chin as she pouted, thinking it was pitiable to watch her Knights wander aimlessly, as if from one second to another, they had all but forgotten about her. “Sebastian…?” she tried, having to raise her voice, “Jeffrey? Alfred, Edwin? Come to me…?” That’s when four pairs of feelers stood up straight as the males turned to the curvaceous red-head. Their black eyes focused on Beth’s, she began to regain her smile. “Oh, thank god. It’s not just the pheromones, you… Eeek!” a sudden girlish scream left Beth as she was tackled by all four Knights at once, the shorter but decidedly strong bumblebee metamorphs toppling their queen. “Ah, s-stop… hey! That tickles… hee-hey…!” Beth giggled as her Knights began to cuddle and nuzzle her with affection, eventually laughing and patting and hugging them back.

Francine had already left the queen bee alone, a secret smile on her lips. “That’s right, Queen. They love you as much as you love them, regardless of their obligation to protect you,” the eel quietly thought as she approached Charlie at the gym.

The scorpioness turned her face away from the barbell in her hands. “Hey Frannie. How’s everyone doing?”

“Tres bien I must say, but there still is room for improvement, oui. I see you added another half kilotons to the carbonic rod. Is your exoskeleton holding alright even through that much exertion, Madame Richards?”

Charlie huffed a bit, releasing some air as she pushed the impossibly heavy weight away from her round chest and onto the graphite holders. She sat up later, wincing a bit due to the soreness in her arms, “You were spot on with that energy bar, Frannie. I had no idea I was using so much sugar to make my armor. If I keep working on my stamina like you said, it should be a cinch to make it last even through hard hitting attacks.”

“Oui. Don’t forget to eat a second bar after your work out. It would be optimal if you could keep your exoskeleton active throughout an entire day after training.”

“Ah! Give me a break, Frannie!” Charlie laughed with a small pant, “You finally give me clothes that don’t burst when I put my armor on and you want me to keep it up all day?!”

“Well, you said you wanted results when Uncle Pierre suggested this training method. I will put the request to Monsieur Anderson for more ingredients. It’s important to keep your sugar and protein reserves high for your exoskeleton to remain on even after prolonged muscular exertion.”

“Yeah, about that, I don’t suppose you can make the bars a little tastier right? They’re like chewing through cardboard, sweetened cardboard but…” To that, Francine let out an amused giggle.

“Oh Madame Richards, you’re funny. I’m a scientist, not a chef. But I will see about maybe adding cocoa to them.”

“What, no artificial donut flavor?” the scorpion girl tried, getting a shake of the head from Francine. 

“Incidentally, is it fine if I ask for your assistance for my own routine now, Madame Richards?”

Charlie blinked, “Huh. Oh, right. Just give me a second, I’ll stretch and be ready.” Bouncing off the bench, Charlie began to stretch her sore muscles to help their recovery, “Ahh, my arms are on fire. Maybe I overdid it with the bench press…” she thought to herself as Francine put her bag down and began to stretch herself. The electrical eel metamorph’s olive green SUN suit was an agreeable contrast to her otherwise ebony skin and complemented the bright color of her spinal and head fins. Charlie still couldn’t believe how a girl as young as Francine could have the body she had: Shy of 18 years old, the French girl boasted a curvaceous form that rivaled Queen’s, and if they had been the same height, would probably surpass. Kim had been somewhat spot on earlier about the highly developed 5’2’’ tall Francine’s assets.

“Alright, I’m in your hands if I lose control, Madame Richards.” Francine fished out two pieces of equipment from her bag, holding them in front of her huge chest.

“Right,” Charlie nodded, taking a remote with a single button on the center as they both moved away to a bigger area in the training chamber. “Hold on Frannie. Aren’t you going to take your suit off for this?”

“Honhonhon. No need for that, Madame Richards,” Francine laughed in a somewhat dignified manner that almost made Charlie cringe, but she forced a smile through it, “My Specialized Ultra Nanofiber suit is made of extremely dense and elastic strands. In addition to its outward insulation, its elasticity should be more than enough to contain me. And if they are not… well, science is about experimenting!”

“Ah… ohh… r-right!” Charlie quickly nodded, feeling uneasy all of a sudden.

“Are you ready?”

“Yeah, go ahead. Invert polarity if you smack your tail down twice, right?” Charlie asked, standing back while Francine nodded. The eel attached a rectangular object on her right flank’s holder and flipped a switch. The pack began to whirr and instantly it sparked with some electricity.

To Francine, interacting with electrical currents wasn’t any different to a fish swimming through water. It was the most natural thing to do to an electrokinetic, and thanks to her unique biology, she could not only manipulate and interact with electrons, but also utilize them to generate and absorb energy within her own body. “Electrocyte count is increasing at a fast pace already… I have to concentrate.” Francine glanced at the counter on her gear, which doubled as a compact high-capacity battery as well as an electric cell scanner and counter. She tried to relax as she felt her body tingle with energy.

With every additional watt coursing through her, Francine could feel a familiar tingle spread through her midsection and to the rest of her body. She closed her eyes and felt herself tremble as her body began to inch towards the ceiling, growing taller and taller. Her long legs became more prominent as Francine swelled, her arms and shoulders gaining thickness to them as she acquired bulk on top of height. Her already impressive bust inflated against her tight top, making Charlie gulp as the sparking Galvanika already passed her own height and went on to grow taller than Shade herself at 6ft. tall. Inch upon inch, Francine became a bigger and bigger eel, the fabric of her olive SUN suit stretching over her expanding curves, her growing muscles and swelling form.

A gasp of delight left Francine’s lips as she jerked and suddenly exploded with size, shooting up a whole foot taller in a moment. “Ah! Frannie?!” Charlie cried out of concern, but Francine, eyes still closed, shook her head slowly.

“I’m fine. Watch my tail only, s’il vous plait...” the eel begged, trying to keep quiet in spite of wanting to release a moan of pleasure as she outgrew Beth’s impressive 7ft. form and continued to rapidly add to her bulk. Her muscles became visible and defined, but didn’t go past an athletic build the same as she had exhibited during all of her growth spurts. With long, womanly legs, thick thighs, wide hips, a curvy waist, a muscular back and abdominal section, strong arms and her enormous pair of breasts, Francine had quickly gained the body of a sensual model in mere minutes. All Charlie could do was stare and keep check on Francine’s long and growing tail. Bit by bit, the electric eel’s expansion was getting her near the 10ft. mark already, the SUN suit miraculously still on. “I can do it. I can keep my urges in check…”

“Frannie, you’ve gotten to your mark! You got to 10ft.! Congrats!” Charlie grinned.

“Th-this is nothing, Mon petit Stinger!” Francine stuttered as the pleasurable sensations only grew in intensity. Her body was absorbing larger and larger quantities of electricity at a time, pumping her taller and taller still. “I’m confident I can well surpass my limits now!”

“A-are you sure, Frannie?”

“Yes, I can do it. Mon Dieu, this feels amazing…”

Charlie shuddered a bit, “But don’t forget last time you…””

“I said I can do it!” the Amazonian eel snapped, fists clenching together as she opened her charged eyes and glared down at her team-mate, “Do not interrupt Galvanika unless… ohh…” Francine panted, unable to keep herself focused anymore. The pleasure had become such that she simply had to get more. Francine reached down to her energy packet and tore it off its hinges, opening her maw, ready to push it onto her tongue.

“Oh shi-” Charlie gasped in surprise; the moment Francine referred to herself in the third person was indicative already, but when the 12ft. tall and growing giantess attempted to eat the battery Charlie had seen enough. She didn’t wait and pushed the button on the remote, changing the color of the blue sparks to red. The magnetic incongruence caused a snap to occur and for Francine and the battery to be forcibly separated. Charlie narrowed ducked to avoid being slammed by the flying packet and grinned, thanking her reflexes. “Whew, you’re alright now Frannie. Now let’s work to get you… uh…” the scorpioness paused as she saw a growing looming shadow engulfing hers and turned around to see a wobbling Galvanika fall to her knees before she began to collapse forwards. Charlie winced in advance: “Knockers.”

Smoosh.

-------------------

Finale.

Minutes later, the training session for the team had ended. Successes and failures tallied and noted for later observation, all four female metamorphs hit the shower room together.

“Sorry, sorry! I’m so sorry, Madame Richards!” Francine hadn’t stopped bowing and apologizing for the past five minutes. Charlie by her part was more embarrassed than hurt. “I was greedy; I should have stopped when you told me to…!”

“Ah, eh… heh, it’s alright already, Frannie,” Charlie waved her hand dismissively, although it was still hard to admit to herself that the same little meek scientist apologizing to her so frantically had only moments ago buried her underneath a pair of gigantic latex look-a-like covered mammaries. “I wasn’t hurt at all. I already was feeling a bit light-headed earlier.”

“If you say so…” Francine frowned a bit, twiddling her fingers, unwittingly causing her arms to squish her breasts together within her towel. Charlie tried not to look, not out of jealousy for Francine’s large bust size, but by the fact the eel’s chest had just minutes ago been as large as herself. Charlie hurried her pace with Francine blinking in surprise and pouting, thinking that she hadn’t apologized sincerely enough.

Kim hadn’t even bothered with a towel. After she had discarded her SUN suit it returned to its default grass green color on the bench, and she felt free of all constraints. “Mmm, that’s some really good material, but nothing beats the freshness of taking a hot shower, yeah!” the chameleon rushed to the faucets and turned them all on at once, steam quickly starting to raise inside the locker room for the metamorph’s gym. On the opposite side of the spectrum and unlike Charlie and Francine who only needed one towel, the towering Beth had to use three. One for her front and one for her back, while one helped cover her rather bulbous rump and her extra abdomen which protruded behind her like a tail.

“Kimmy, don’t open more than four shower heads at once. That’s wasting S.W.O.R.D.’s water.” The bee girl said as she hung her three towels and tied her long mane of crimson red hair with a fourth she had been carrying in her hand. She didn’t like to wet her hair under a shower head.

“S.W.O.R.D. can afford it. WE got it some extra funding off the military projects when we saved Boulder from that jackass Voltaic, didn’t we?” Kim argued with a shrug, her own sizable and scaly rack jiggling with even the slightest of movements. Charlie was almost afraid to take her towel off when Beth went in a stall, getting lustful leers from the chameleon as the water hit Beth’s royal white fluff and made it mat down against her round breasts, exposing the usually hidden nipples. The color symmetry on the queen bumblebee’s body was palpable, both her shapely behind and impressive chest a golden yellow that made her look even more covetable.

“Damn, Kim’s just eating her with her eyes,” Charlie thought as she slowly took her towel off and left it at one of the hangers. She had always felt awkward about taking showers with other girls, even if it was perfectly normal; this was actually the first time all four of them did it together and it was making more nervous than usual. The truth was that even before her transformation Charlie hadn’t really had a body to speak of. Her metamorphosis had finally remedied that it seemed; Charlie was the proud owner of a pair of Ds. But in that department it seemed she was destined to lose against the taller girls. Kim was well above a size or two in comparison, being 5 inches taller than Charlie to boot, whereas Beth would easily put a super model to shame given the size difference to, well any other girl really.

But then Francine walked past Charlie, towel still on. The French girl barely made it to get her head wet with some hot water before she was intercepted. “Oh c’mon, don’t do that, shorty.” Kim laughed as she confronted the smaller eel, who meeped and held onto her towel harder. Charlie made a note of how adorable the French metamorph looked without her glasses on, which she hadn’t been able to appreciate during their training session.

“Oh, Kimmy! Don’t bully Dr. LeFleur,” Beth huffed, putting her hands on her wide, wet hips. Her stare was showing just how upset she was.

“Psh, we’re between friends here! Tsk tsk, I won’t allow this kinda crap,” the chameleon grinned as she put her claws on Francine’s shoulders.

“Mon Dieu, non! S’il vous plait!” Francine blushed and hiccupped, trying to tear herself away from the reptile.

“Hah, got all twisted and can’t stop speaking French, huh? C’mon Sting, help me out here! It’s for your own good, squirt. We’ll get rid of that useless modesty!”

Charlie seemed bothered by Kim’s blatant harassment, stepping forwards with the intention to stop Kimberly. “Ahh, actually, I don’t think that’s a good…”  her hand reached out but three out of four pairs of eyes went wide at the same time as Francine’s squirming finally made the towel fall off on its own.

“Eeeeek!” Francine screamed as the towel slipped and fell off her body, the brusque movements of her arms managing to knock Kim’s claws away but also sent her own chest bouncing. For once in her life, Charlie saw Kim shut up completely. Beth didn’t fare any better. Francine, red as a tomato, threw her arms around her enormous pair of breasts, no doubt twice the size of Kimberly’s, and they would’ve been bigger than Beth’s too had they been at a more comparable height.

“Holy cow, literally,” was Kim’s only response after a delay.

The shy eel meekly hugged her breasts in an attempt to cover her nipple while curling down a tad. But the sheer amount of eel flesh poking from underneath and above her arms due to the squeezing of breasts only made it impossible for Francine to hide the vastness of her sexy bits.

Finally snapping back from the sight of Francine’s naked form for the first time, Beth hurried over to Francine and put a hand on her back while the smaller girl shook from embarrassment. “Francine! Dr. LeFleur, please forgive her. Kimberly can be such a KID sometimes!” the half sudsy queen bee reassured while shifting a glare towards Kim, who quietly had begun scampering away, fading away. “We can see the water dripping down on you, Kim! Now apologize to Francine!”

“Ew, busted…” Kim cringed, her scales returning to normal. She whipped her wet chestnut hair back behind her shoulders as she turned around, “W-well… You’re feeling a lot more confident about yourself, aren’t you, squirt?!” she laughed heartily, looking over at the shivering, half-wet eel before her confidence broke into a million pieces: “M-maybe not…”

“Don’t pay attention to the pervert, Frannie. You’re okay, nothing to be embarrassed about,” Charlie added her hand to Francine’s shoulder, whose headfin perked up slightly after finally noticing Beth and her.

“Ah!” Francine finally snapped back, straightening up slightly. “I uhm… it’s just… I apologize for screaming. I just have never shown myself to anyone like this before.”

“Wait, not even to a guy?” Kim added, but instantly grew silent when Beth gave her a: “Not now.” Look.

“Tsk,” Beth sighed and shook her head, “You don’t have to answer, doctor. Here, I can help you wash your back. How about that?”

Francine shook her head no to Kim’s inquiry, her tail still curled around her hips and her hands on her heavyset bust to cover all her privates. “I really have never showered with anyone else before. Not even my own mother. I… I was afraid to show myself, but I didn’t want to step back from the invitation since everyone was coming and… and well…”

Charlie started noticing the strain in Francine’s voice and decided to comfort her, “Hey, I said it’s okay, right? You have nothing we haven’t seen already when looking at the mirror. Not. One. Word.” She lifted her middle finger in the direction of Kim’s opening mouth while frowning. As a result, the chameleon remained silent and rolled her eyes.

“You don’t have to force yourself to do anything you don’t want, Dr. LeFleur,” Beth continued with a warm smile, “We’re friends, we can understand. Can’t we, Kim?”

“Aw, c’mon. I just pulled her towel down, it’s not like I held her head inside a toilet or something!” Kim groaned, “Sheesh, reveal a pair of huge knockers and suddenly you’re worse than Hitler and Genghis Khan put together. Where’s my damn parade?” she muttered the last phrase, folding her arms.

For what it was worth, Charlie was enjoying herself. This was both a way to see a vulnerable side of Francine that she hadn’t expected to see, a side that made her more alike to them as normal girls than all of her prodigal background did. And on the other side of the field, Kim was getting her ass owned by Beth. “Beth’s right. Look, I’ll make sure she doesn’t do that again, okay?”

“Uhm… d’accord. But Madame Richards, Madame Myers… you too, Madame Sanders,” Francine smiled a bit, “Merci. You three are really my first and only friends.”

“Aww,” Beth couldn’t hold a tear escaping her eyes, tenderized by the moment. Charlie nodded, and even Kim approached without any intent to ruin the atmosphere it seemed, “We’ll always be your friends, Francine!”

“Yeah, we’re comrades. We gotta do our best, right?” Charlie put her right thumb up, getting a solemn nod of approval from Kim. “Look, let’s just get this shower over with and then we can convince the cafeteria guys to make us some pizza to have a proper celebration. You like pizza right, Frannie?”

“R-right!” the eel began to let her smile grow into a sunnier grin. Beth couldn’t help herself and cuddled Francine, unwittingly covering the top of her head and her shoulders under her enormous yellow boobs.

“Heh, you’re gonna drown her, Beth.” Kim chuckled, half jealous and half amused.

“Oh, don’t think I’m letting you scoot free after what you did to poor Francine, Kimberly.”

“Ack! Cut me some slack Beth, you know me, I’m always looking out for the team… Just wanted her to know we could all be chill without the whole drama setup just now.”

“No excuses, young lady. You’re sleeping alone tonight,” Beth stuck her chin up regally, a confused Francine blinking while Charlie could barely hold her tears of laughter back when Kim began to flail and protest.

“Oh c’mon, you’re not my mom, Beth! Sheesh…!” the chameleon groaned, but then a devious smirk returned to her face. “Well, if I’m not getting any then… YOINK!”

“Ahh!” Francine meeped again as this time she felt the chameleon’s palms pressing down on her sizable rack, Kim’s fingers sinking onto her soft flesh, making her whimper.

Charlie lost her cool and jumped behind Kimberly to try to tear her away from the helpless Francine while Beth continued to reprimand Kim, but never really let go of the moaning eel either. “Don’t grope her, you PERVIZARD!” she shouted angrily.

---------------

Damn, it feels like high-school all over again. Remember how much you used to tease me? Going through boyfriends like used bras, even the cute ones I liked, making me feel embarrassed because I was so much younger, still a little girl. I miss those times. Everything was simpler, and I could get pissed off without really understanding why. It would pass eventually, and then we’d go back to being friends.

Now it’s really hard not to be angry all the time; not only at crime or criminals themselves, but at people as a whole. They fear what they don’t get, and they don’t get us metamorphs. They don’t get that we didn’t ask to be made like this. And now that they saw what two of them could do to an entire city, they can only react with anger when they see us anyway. On TV, on the papers. It’s amazing how metamorphs have been a thing for longer than I’ve thought. Brazil, the Caribbean, even Europe has metamorphs. Rumors or not, I’m just glad that our organization is investigating them; we’re in charge of protecting, studying and potentially reintegrating metamorphs, even the bad ones, back into society. But sometimes, it just doesn’t feel enough, you know?

So… I decided I’d change that. I can’t really sit back and do nothing. Not when my friends and other people that could be the same as us are being discriminated against due to misinformation. If our research team fails, if Frannie can’t find a cure, what would happen to those that are metamorphs? To those that could turn into metamorphs? They can’t be hidden forever; they can’t be treated like outcasts. They need to be able to return into a world that will welcome them back and treat them as what they once looked like, but still are: Human beings.

------------

Charlie finally stood back up, dropping a bouquet of flowers which she promptly grabbed and pushed forwards with a trembling smile while her hair obscured her forehead and eyes, “I still miss you, Chris. Sorry I haven’t been back to Phoenix more frequently. But I’ll be sure to come back soon and… and I’ll tell you about me again,” she said as twin streams of tears flowed down her cheeks. “You used to tell me a lot of neat stories back in the day, most of which I hated since you made me feel bad about not having a boyfriend. Fair’s fair, right?” 

Hours had passed, the sun was setting down. Charlie’s tear drops were falling alongside the first few raindrops from the darkened skies. The concealed scorpioness allowed herself a few long, sad sighs, but clenched her fists to remain strong. Charlie’s titled head froze for a moment as her internal ears picked up a sharp sound in the distance. Her smile gained strength: “…and there’s my cue. Hear that siren? My boss’ boss wants my head on a plate whenever pix come out on the newspaper; if only he knew just how many more times I have, and will, keep pulling these stunts, heh.”

Charlie made a quick check before leaping into a tree, where she left her stripped down civvies. With only her blue SUN suit on now, Charlie summoned her black armor and landed back down on the ground. Stinger’s facemask grew over her mouth, nose and cheeks as she uncoiled her scorpion tail and looked ahead where the sound of police sirens contrasted the loudness of raging thunder above. “I still got the same job. And it’s to protect and to serve. Even if people don’t think they want it from me, I know what’s right, and I’ll push forwards. Just watch me, Chris. Watch me do what I promised you I would do.”

The arachnid metamorph disappeared from sight, dashing towards the nearest building which she rapidly wall-ran on before she could chase after the police cars in the middle of a chase by skipping along the rooftops.

“Gawdammit all! This was supposed to be an easy job!” the driver hitting his gas pedal down couldn’t help being distracted by the flashing blue and red lights on his rear view mirrors.

“Shut up and floor it!” his partner, another male with hidden heads and juggling a bag full of money and a pistol in his hands, couldn’t stop panicking “How was I supposed to know that crazy old coot had a shotgun?!”

“Ya weren’t supposed to take yer eyes off the old man, that’s how!!”

“Shit, look where you’re going man, you’re gonna…!” The driver’s car and brain had been racing so fast that watching the road while avoiding the police at the same time had become a luck-of-the-draw with pedestrians. Luck had just run out.

“Aw naw, man! GET OUTTA THE WAY!” the driver screamed at his windshield, but it was too late. All he could do was kick the brake pedal as hard as he could just as a woman and boy crossing the road were flashed by the car lights. The mother threw herself in front of the kid with a scream, dropping her umbrella. From one moment to the next, nobody could see or hear anything as the car spun out of control, making several other now-aware pedestrians scramble and escape as the car impacted against a building’s walls. A loud, permanent honking sound remained with the driver’s unconscious form toppled over the wheel, while the passenger’s door flew right open and his accomplice fled.

“Shit! I’m outta here!” the second man said as he set off, using the confusion as a chance to escape while the police searched the smoking wreckage.

------------

“W-wait! I haven’t even thanked you,” the woman from earlier, now standing atop a rooftop and cradling her sobbing child couldn’t believe what had happened. But her child, who she had decided to sacrifice herself for, and even she were both fine! A figure had come out of nowhere, leapt in front of the spinning car spelling doom to anyone on its path, and just like that, grabbed them and leapt thee stories high. Their savior was about to take off, concerned about something. The woman reached to grab the person’s arm, “Please… I…! Ahhh!” she screamed and let go as the female turned around. Eyes black as night, a weird yet colorful outfit on her, but a decidedly scary tail hanging above her head all were revealed during a flash of lightning.

“Yeah well, you’d also look terrible if you’d just been crying, lady.” Charlie shrugged, already used to bad reactions, and jumped off. The victim fell to her knees, cradling her child even harder now.

“H-has the whole world gone mad…?”

----------

“Gah, hah… hah…!” the criminal couldn’t believe his stroke of luck. His lungs burned, but still he pushed himself. He had to make it out. No, he had already made it out, but he had to keep pushing on, he couldn’t relax for even a second. He had fortunately left the police behind a number of blocks ago. The constant running, however, had put a strain on his legs. “Must… stop… take a small breather… That dark alleyway’s gonna be safe. Got my gun…” with a few final grunts, he made a push and sat atop a full metal trash bin, his inflamed lungs recuperating with much needed oxygen. “Heh… haha… hahahaha! That damn idiot, getting himself caught like that. Now I don’t have to split the cash. Genius, freakin’ genius!”

“Hey, couldn’t help hearing that you got some spare change. Think you could help a pretty lady back home?”

“GAH!” the pistol’s muzzle flashed with a loud bang as a bullet impacted a wall high up, “Damn, did I get her?”

“Just hold on a minute, Yosemite. At which point in a sentence with “pretty lady” in it do you put “bullet”, huh?” Charlie was frowning right at the robber cuddling his money bag for dear life. After jumping from one wall to the one right beside him, she clung to it with her feet and hands, glaring at the criminal from above, her stinger ready to strike.

“Whu-what are you…?” the panicked man asked, clutching his money harder as the skies lit up again and he saw a scorpion woman menacingly staring at him from the wall, “Fuck you, freak!” the robber turned around to fire again, but Charlie’s tail smacked the gun right off his hands this time.

“Wrong answer,” the scorpioness said, diving down with an axe-kick to the face. Charlie held her super-strength back, but the kick delivered enough blunt force trauma to knock the guy out into dreamland. “Sheesh, you really gotta work on your pick-up lines, buster.”

Charlie looked around, making sure there wasn’t anyone else around. She carried the unconscious criminal and the money bag under her other arm, and quickly wall-ran up to the rooftops again. Knowing the area of Phoenix well, finding the nearest precinct was a cinch for the arachnid heroine. She made sure use the cable ties in her SUN suit pocket to leave the robber and his bag of money right at the station’s foyer, making noise on the door with her tail while she blew a kiss to one of the security cameras before fleeing the scene.

------------

A short while later, Charlie returned to the place she had been in before and dug through the tree to find her clothes inside her bag. After changing into her civvies, Charlie put her shades on, despite it being late night already, and gave one final smile forwards, before turning around and disappearing into the night.

This time, Charlie was accompanied by a long flash of lightning that illuminated the whole cemetery, as she left the tombstone of one: “Christina Richards” behind.

The End.
