Note: The main thread of this story occurs after Metroid Fusion, although it will jump around a lot through flashbacks. Unfortunately, I have yet to play the first two Metroid games: Metroid and Metroid 2. I try to do my research when writing, but still, excuse me for any continuity errors.





Flashbacks will be indicated through a change in the point of view from third to first person.





Now, onwards...





Hatchling





Across the boundless orange-stained sky, a lone flying creature circled the air, crying out in its solitude. No one answered but the wind, smearing purple and pink clouds according to some random pattern which never failed to yield a tapestry of breathtaking design. It was a beautiful day. Who would guess that beyond the heavens existed the all the harsh vastness of space.





Samus waited impatiently, watching the mechanics as the finished the final inspection on her new ship. The wind whipped through her hair in a sudden gust, bending the golden threads to their will. She casually combed her hair back into place with her fingers, delighting in the feel of the wind. She always lets her hair down whenever she's planetside and off mission. Especially after days of confinement within a sweaty helmet, simple things such as the caress of the wind and scent of the air made the universe seem a little more friendlier than what Samus knew it to be.





What's taking the mechanics so long? Samus was about to give them a piece of her mind when a mechanic finally approached her, wiping the oil off his fingers with an old cloth. "Everything looks fine on your new ship, Ms. Aran, but I must warn you, having a custom made ship like this is gonna cost you an arm and a leg for repair parts." The man said. "Is a remote operating system really necessary? I mean, valet parking costs less on most planets." He smiled.





Samus looked down at the mechanic with a blank expression, refusing to respond to his joke. "I'm a bounty hunter." She said simply.





The mechanic raised his eyebrows and nodded. He turned his attention to a clipboard he was holding, wrote something on it, and handed it to Samus. "Sign here. Licensing and clearance have already been granted. The voice recognition and identity confirmation systems will have to be programmed by yourself, of course. Payment has already been received. So... I guess you can take off after this. A pleasure doing business with you."





Without looking at the poor mechanic, Samus took the clipboard from him and read it through carefully. Satisfied that everything was in order, she signed the paperwork and handed it to the mechanic, who thanked her again and left her to the new ship.





Samus surveyed the ship from where she was standing, feeling a bit nostalgic. This ship was almost an exact replica of her first orange one, only cleaner, and with new features installed. For example, the ship's bottom now comes equipped with four gravity-manipulating disks useful for hovering as well as the original thrusters.





Her most recent purple ship did not truly belong to her, but was property of the Federation. It had been at her disposal during the X emergency. But after her mutiny on that mission, the Federation reclaimed the ship and left her stranded on the planet she was currently on. Samus had been reluctant to part with the Federation ship, for its computer contained the mind of her old friend and CO, Adam Malkovich. But there was nothing she could do about that. She was only grateful that the Federation did not imprison her or charge her for her hand in the destruction of the B.S.L. labs.





The entrance to Samus's new ship was located at its top and had no ladder or beam leading up to it. This ensured that nobody (at least no humans) could climb up and break into the ship. But this was no obstacle to the bounty hunter. She crouched down and easily leaped twenty feet into the air. Landing precisely on the ship's opening, Samus felt the hum of machinery and let the ship draw her in.





************





It didn't make any difference whether my eyes were opened or closed. If closed, everything was black. If opened, everything was white.





My lips were so dry, but I could not even summon the strength to lick them. My body would not respond to my commands. Everything was dream-like. It's not so bad, lying here without sensation. Nothing really matters.





Suddenly, an intense pain in my right arm threw me into full consciousness. My eyes flew open. I tried to scream, but I could only gasp through my already open mouth. Oh God! What is happening to me?! It felt as if a large chunk of my shoulder was being torn off! I was breathing heavily and my eyes were wide open, although I couldn't see anything past the bright lights and the condensation forming inside my visor. 





Then I heard a deep male voice cut through my panic, and realized that it was human. He spoke calmly and was answered by another calm voice. A black figure suddenly blocked out the light and leaned his face close to mine, squinting. He was close enough for me to vaguely distinguish a human face through my visor and through the plastic and glass helmet he wore.





"She's awake." He announced to the others. "Her eyes are open and tracking."





Now he directed his words to me. "Samus Aran, if you can hear me, we are Federation scientists. You have been sent to us by B.S.L., who found you unconscious in your escape pod. Your power suit and body have been heavily integrated with the parasite X from planet SR388, and we are now in the process of surgically removing the infected parts of your suit. We have just removed a portion of your armor to expose skin for us to inject anaesthetic. You won't feel anything. You will be unconscious for the rest of the surgery." 





The scientist moved away, again exposing me to the world of light. I had a million questions swimming in my mind, but no way to ask or get answers. 'You won't feel anything.' He had said. Do the scientists know that my neural system extends into my power suit while I'm wearing it? They removed part of my suit as if it was nothing more than machine shell, but they essentially ripped off my very flesh. Was the X within me worth the risk of these scientists messing with my body?





It didn't matter. I couldn't do anything to stop them. They stuck a needle in my arm and within minutes, I was unconscious again.





************





It took Samus about half an hour to walk from the ship hanger to the hotel room where she had been living for the past three weeks. It had been hell to find a hotel which was willing to accept exotic animals, namely the Etecoons and Dachoras, who tagged along with the bounty hunter simply because they had no where else to go. Samus would of bought them their own ship, that is, if she could afford it right now. Simply buying food for the aliens was devastating enough to her rapidly shrinking savings. She ha to find a new bounty soon, or consider waitressing for a while.





Walking out in the open in this sprawling metropolis earned Samus many stares, especially from human males. Infused with Chozo blood and the result of other genetic techniques, she was perhaps more physically perfect than any other human in existence. Also, when she was infected with the X, she lost all her worldly possessions other than her power suit and the clothes on her back. Which actually didn't cover much of her back at all. The suit responded better when in contact with skin, so the only garment she owned at that time consisted of a blue leather sports bra and matching shorts. She was wearing that now. The result was a particularly voluptuous female which the men tend to gape at and women tend to glare at. The bounty hunter ignored the stares. 





Finally, Samus arrived at the hotel. She opened the door to her room and was greeted by two of the Etecoons and the younger Dachora. The Dachora's mother raised her head and let out a chirp in welcome. The last Etecoon didn't even stir from its sleep.





"I'm back. I wasn't gone that long, was I? Hey, don't jump on me; your claws scratch!" Samus smiled at the energy her friends displayed. Although she considered herself a loner, it's good to have some company once in a while. "My, you're growing tall, aren't you?" She said to the young Dachora. He fluffed out his feathers in pride, trying to look bigger for her benefit. Samus knew they could all understand her even if they were unable to reply. "Hey, everybody. I just finalized my purchase on my new ship." She announced. "We'll be leaving as soon as the transportation I hired arrives. Get ready."





The mother Dachora got up and plucked the sleeping Etecoon off the floor and onto her back. It still didn't wake up. The rest of the creatures began gathering anything they could help Samus carry and piled it onto the Dachora's back, burying the sleeping Etecoon.





In the corner of the room, the fusion suit stood motionless in the midst of all this activity. Although there was no one inside, the suit seemed to stare back at its owner. Samus frowned slightly. After being infected with the X, the power suit had undergone immense changes to its appearance and ability. Instead of the perfection of machinery, it now looked almost...organic. Samus pressed her fingers on the arm of the fusion suit and it yielded to her touch. Like skin. This bothered her. A lot of things about this new suit bothered her.





A harsh ringing from the hotel's intercom shocked Samus out of her thoughts. An Etecoon answered the intercom and scared the wits out of the man on the other end. Samus quickly pushed the mischievous alien out of the way.





"What the hell was that?!" The distraught man demanded through the static of the moniter.





"Oh, just a friend of mine." Samus stifled a laugh. The man's expression was priceless!





"Odd company you keep." The man said, regaining his composure. "In any case, I am a representative of the Mider Transport Company. May I speak to a Ms. Samus Aran?"





"Speaking."





"We have your transport waiting outside. Are you ready to meet us? Or do you require some assistance with any luggage you have?"





"No, I'm ready. I'll come down right away."





"Alright. I'll be seeing you." And the man terminated the conversation.





The transport vehicle delivered Samus, her alien friends, and her sparse belongings to the docking bay where her new ship awaited. This vessel will be her home for the next few years, unless something unfortunate happens to it like what happened to her original ship. Finally, once everything was settled, Samus flared the main engines and propelled the ship into the yellowing sky and away from the planet.





As nice as the planet was, Samus was born and raised to the space and the stars. After three weeks planetside, she yearned for the thrill of darkness extending beyond the limits of her vision. She recalled the days when she was a freelance bounty hunter, drifting along the invisible currents of space or racing towards her next bounty. But now she was doing neither of those things. She had a specific goal in mind: a planet which was known as the medical center of the galaxy. She had to go see a doctor.





************





In order to reach the gardens from where I was standing, I had to leap into a tunnel which began at the top of a wall three times my height. It was so high. My natural instincts told me that I couldn't do it. But if Old Bird, who's the same height as me, could do it, then I could do it too. After all, am I not part Chozo?





I crouched as low as possible, tensing up my leg muscles. Suddenly, like a coiled spring being released, I pushed myself off the ground with all my strength, leaping into the air. I felt myself slow and began to fall before I could even see the tunnel opening, but my extended hands just barely caught the edge. I hoisted myself up and looked down at the distance I just conquered, giddy with excitement.





I did it! I did it! Wow, Old Bird will be so proud of me! I could almost see his face, gaping in surprise and muttering about how short yet strong my legs are. I ran into the station's main gardens and sure enough, Old Bird was there, hunched over a plant he was studying or something.





"Old Bird! Look! I'm here! I jumped here from the commons room!"





The ancient Chozo squawked in surprise and chuckled as he turned towards me. But he moved oddly, as if he was trying to hide behind him whatever he was looking at before.





"Well, Samus-san. Looks like I'll have to child-proof the gardens from your mischief now." Old Bird laughed, but there was something unsettling about the way he acted.





I looked past him. "Old Bird, what's that over there? What is it?" I walked closer and before the Chozo could stop me, caught a glimpse of what he was trying to hide. I gasped, the breath caught in my throat. 





There, lying motionless on the floor, was one of the other Chozo of this space station. His name was Crowlus. He was a fine example of a Chozo in his prime, tall and elegant with a plumage of feathers which made him look like he had a ridiculously large head. But now his breath was shallow and his eyes glazed a dull yellow. I could tell that he was dying. I could tell because I had seen it many times throughout the years. I turned to Old Bird, mouth open but unable to ask even one of a hundred questions in my mind.





Old Bird placed a hand on my shoulder, trying to comfort me in any way he could. "Crowlus is leaving this world." He said softly. "He, like all the other Chozo, tires of life and wants to leave the mortal realm. Oh Samus-san, I'm so sorry you had to see this..."





I turned to my friend and mentor with the beginnings of tears in my eyes. I wiped at them stubbornly, but in vain. "So he's just leaving us? But we'll be the last two people alive on this space station!" Old Bird nodded solemnly. I turned back to the dying Chozo. His helplessness and hopelessness angered me. "Why??" I demanded with a child's frustration. "Why are you tired of life? Why are you leaving us all alone?" Crowlus was unable to answer. His eyes slowly closed, never to be opened again. His last breath left him with a sigh. I felt a slight chill run through my body and I knew that it was the Chozo's ghost passing into the next world.





Old Bird stood silent as I grieved for the deceased Chozo. "Why?" I whispered. I turned to Old Bird. "Why? Why have hundreds of young, healthy Chozo died on this space station when you and I are still alive?"





Old Bird smiled sadly with his bird-like beak. "You wouldn't understand, Samus-san. The refugee Chozo here have all lost friends and loved ones on Zebes. They have lost hope. Without them, they find little meaning in the mortal realm. They long to reunite with those they once knew." 





I thought this over and for a moment, I thought I understood. But how could anyone just give up and drop dead like that? To give up your life simply because you are unwilling to endure tomorrow. It didn't make any sense to me. But then a more terrifying thought entered my mind.





"Old Bird, will you tire of life?" I asked him with a child's terror. "You must have lost a lot of friends. You're the last Chozo from Zebes. You won't leave me here all alone, will you?"





The old Chozo laughed a bit and touched my face with gnarled fingers. "Hatchling," He called me by my pet name. "I still find meaning in you. So it is for you that I continue to exist in this weary old body. I will not abandon you until you are old enough to fly on your own."





Tears coursed freely down my face and I held Old Bird's hand tightly, afraid to let go, afraid that he might drift into a ghost at any moment. I buried my face in the thinning feathers of his shoulder. "No." I whispered. "Stay with me forever." But he did not answer. 





************





Sitting in the doctor's waiting room in her fusion suit earned Samus nearly as many stares as she gets without it. She expected people here to be used to odd creatures on this crossroads planet. Haven't they ever seen a female humanoid in a bio-mechanical power suit before? Was it the conspicuous bright orange of her suit that made them stare? Or was it the fact that the suit came with a beam cannon attached to the right arm? Well, as long as they don't cause any trouble for her, Samus couldn't care less.





The whitewashed walls and stale air of the claustrophobic waiting room made Samus shift restlessly. There was no clink of metal from her suit as she moved. In a way, the fusion suit was more comfortable than her old suit, which was large and bulky despite its ingenious design which made it feel weightless. An improvement over the Chozo's original design? Doubtful.





Finally, the secretary invited Samus into a room with the doctor and three scientists. Samus groaned. She had been hoping to see only the doctor, but whenever she entered her name into any Federation funded system, a horde of scientists would follow her, eager to study her Chozo designed power suit. The presence of all these scientists annoyed Samus. It annoyed her so much that she decided to shift her persona from stoic to bitchy.





The doctor smiled at the bounty hunter and extended her hand. "Hello, Miss Aran. I am Dr. Loren Bernen, bio-mechanical medical specialist."





Samus stared at the hand for a beat before shaking it. "And who might those three be?" She asked bluntly, nodding her head at the three men who sat against the wall, wearing identical white lab coats.





Dr. Bernen blinked, taken aback by Samus's abrupt manner. "I'm sorry. Allow me to introduce Dr. Lui Chen, leading researcher of human nervous extensions, Dr. Yamaro Peter Sofard, inter-species genetic infusion specialist, and Dr. Camerence Shalafiki, Federation military theorist. Dr. Shalafiki is here because he has studied your power suit once before, Miss Aran, and may provide some insight for the rest of us."





"Really." Samus replied blandly. She didn't remember the Shalafiki scientist admid all the other scientists and specialists the Federation used to throw at her. "I asked for one doctor. Are you other three scientists here to babysit me?"





Dr. Chen coughed irritably. "Miss Aran, the symptoms that you reported to Dr. Bernen are not normal among humans. It may have been derived from a number of factors you have been exposed to in your lifetime, such as your Chozo heritage or lingering effects of being infected by the X. Dr. Bernen, knowledgeable as she is about bio-mechanical illnesses, would not be able to take all these factors into account. All of us, in fact, may not be able to pinpoint your problem."





"So you might not even be able to do anything." Samus muttered under her breath.





"Tell us about your symptoms, Miss Aran." Dr. Chen said, pointedly ignoring Samus's last comment.





Samus sighed and decided to cut the scientists some slack. "Okay. Where should I start? I assume all of you know about my surgery with the X infection and my involvement with the B.S.L. spacestation?"





They all nodded. But Dr. Sofard took out a notebook and flipped to a marked page. "About your surgery, I did some further research about the effects the metroid vaccine had on X-infected victims. You may not know this, but variations of the vaccine have been used on other patients before. However, the metroid DNA was rejected in all of them and they usually ended up as complete X hosts. Those victims had to be euthanized. The only people who survived are those who were infected only in their appendages, which could be easily amputated. The fact that you survived the X intact and accepted the metroid vaccine is of much interest to researchers and scientists."





"Oh? I didn't know that." Samus sounded much calmer than she felt. The last thing she needed to know was that she had another unexplained oddity about her. Chozo blood, power suit, survivor of the X. It wouldn't surprise her at all if she ended up preserved as a museum oddity after she dies.





"Please continue, Miss Aran." Dr. Bernen prompted. She had a clipboard and a pen poised to write.





Samus sat down on one of the spare chairs. "Ever since B.S.L. spacestation was destroyed, I've been feeling...lethargic. I mean, I felt fine when I was actually on B.S.L. But now, in the mornings when I wake up, I can hardly move. It gets better during the day. And it gets a worse if I'm out of my power suit. Speaking of the suit, I want to know what these are." Samus pointed to the mandible-like structures above her oxygen tubes and the blades coming out of her left arm. "They don't serve any function, yet they're there. I doubt they're a cosmetic addition on my surgeon's part. I'm also wondering about my suit's new texture."





"I can provide more information on that, Miss Aran." Dr. Shalafiki interrupted. "I was one of the surgeons who was working on your reconstruction during the X infection."





Samus's eyes widened. She was suddenly able to recognize Dr. Shalafiki's baritone voice as the same voice which spoke to her during her surgery.





"We applied the metroid vaccine to you even though it had never worked on any other victims before." Dr. Shalafiki continued. "But we were desperate. To our surprise, your body took in the metroid DNA immediately and all the X cells within you were eradicated soon after. The scientist team reconstructed your power suit the best we could from parts still attached to your body. However, as we waited for your recovery, odd features began to grow on your suit. These included patches of yellow appearing where they shouldn't be, the growth of the blades and mandible-like structures, and the softening of your suit into an almost epidermis-like material." The scientist shrugged. "Nobody knew what the side-effects of X recovery should be, or how the metroid vaccine affects the body. We took the new growths as a sign of recovery."





"But WHY did they appear?" Samus demanded. She wanted answers. And she was getting impatient at all the information she was trying to absorb from the scientists.





Dr. Shalafiki shrugged. "Your guess is as good as mine."





Samus slammed her fist down on the armrest in frustration, making the scientists cringe. She smiled inwardly, pleased that she still provoked that sort of reaction in men.





Dr. Bernen was too busy writing to notice. She stabbed the period at the end of the sentence and looked up. "Miss Aran, can you please elaborate on what you mean when you said that your condition gets worse when you're out of your power suit?"





Samus glared at the scientists and turned to the doctor. Dr. Bernen seemed to be the only one on track here. "I mean just that. After walking for while without my power suit, I simply have to sit down. It's not as if I overexerted myself or anything. I'm not tired at all. But I know that if I keep going, I'll fall over at some point. Also, if I take off my suit after wearing it for a long time, I would simply collapse. It sometimes takes me half an hour before I have the energy to get up again."





"What would constitute as a long time to wear the suit?" The doctor asked.





"A few days."





"How long have you been wearing the suit now?"





"A....few days."





Dr. Bernen nodded and placed her clipboard neatly on her lap. "Miss Aran, would you please remove your power suit? We would like to see exactly what the symptoms you speak of are like."





Samus had been dreading this. She hated being around people in a moment of weakness. But the bounty hunter had never been one to play the coward. And if a solution to her illness could be found, then it was well worth a bit of humiliation.





Samus stood up and took off her helmet, blinking in the bright lights that reflected back even brighter on the white walls. She unlocked the opening of the suit at the small of her back and slowly withdrew her arms, then her legs. It was an odd sensation to remove herself from the fusion suit. Parts of it in contact with her skin would feel sticky as Samus pulled away, like the pulling apart of two magnets. The suit had always been a biological part of her, but their link had never been so close.





As soon as Samus stepped out from the fusion suit, she fell backwards. Dr. Chen moved quickly to catch her, while the rest of the specialists exploded into yelling and frenzied action. Samus suddenly found herself bombarded with stethoscopes, thermometers and other equipment.





"Her heartbeat is normal, but her blood pressure has gone down dramatically!"





"The fusion suit's energy levels are within a normal range. What is written under this flashing green light? It's written in Chozo script!"





"Should we call an ambulance?"





"I'm taking a blood sample. I'm also taking a circulatory fluid sample from the suit."





"Miss Aran! Can you hear me? How many fingers am I holding up?"





For the next ten minutes, Samus watched the activity around her, lying helpless and prone on the floor. Finally, she tried her voice and found that she could speak again.





"I'm....I'm okay." She said. Everyone stopped for a moment and stared at her, amazed that she's talking. Samus managed to prop herself up to a sitting position with Dr. Chen's help. She stretched and flexed her fingers. "The truth is, although I couldn't move, I felt fine."





Dr. Sofard frowned and scratched a pale patch of skin on his neck. "This is most unusual. I've never seen anyone display such symptoms before. Other species, maybe, but not humans."





"It appears to me that it's the fusion suit which is causing most of the problem." Dr. Bernen was scribbling madly on her clipboard and didn't even look up while speaking.





"Miss Aran, I'm afraid that any diagnosis we come up with at this point will likely be inaccurate until we run some lab tests on the samples we've just taken." Dr. Shalafiki said. "I would also like to examine your fusion suit for a day. With your permission, of course."





Of all the people in the room, it was Dr. Shalafiki that Samus trusts the least. The Federation had marred itself in Samus's eyes and she was wary of all its members. If she gave up her suit for a day, Dr. Shalafiki will probably make up excuses and whatever to try to keep it for a longer period of time. The Federation was obsessed with the technology of her power suit.





Dr. Shalafiki sensed her hesitation. "Only for a day, I promise. If you would like, you can stay and watch the procedure for yourself."





Samus shook her head at that prospect. She had better things to do than to wait around all day, listening to various scientists with their medical jargon. She got on her feet and tried her legs, making sure that they don't collapse under her.





"Okay. I'll let you keep my suit for a day. ONE day." Samus said the last part with a tinge of threat, especially directed at that Shalafiki man. "I'll be here at 9 standard, and my suit had better be here as well."





"I wouldn't have it any other way."





Samus began to leave, but Dr. Bernen caught her in the hallway. "Miss Aran, if you're going out, you can borrow my overcoat if you want to."





The bounty hunter turned around. "Huh?" She replied intelligently.





The doctor frowned. "You're not going to walk around in that, are you?" Dr. Bernen pointed to Samus's current attire, which consisted of a tight tanktop cut just above the ribs and low jeans hemmed high above the knees, exposing an embarrassing amount of skin.





The bounty hunter looked down at herself, then laughed out loud. "Doctor, I'm not a woman known for her modesty." Samus shrugged. "I don't mind walking around like this."





Dr. Bernen chewed her bottom lip nervously. "Well, you should be able to take care of yourself, considering that you are a bounty hunter. But be careful. I'll see you tomorrow, Miss Aran." And with that, the doctor turned back to rejoin her colleagues.





Samus felt a bit better about leaving her suit with Dr. Bernen since the doctor expressed concern for her. Yet, what was there to be concerned about? A peaceful little planet like this one couldn't pose much of a threat to famous and feared bounty hunter Samus Aran, with or without her armor. 





Samus went outside and breathed in the flavorful air. It sure beats the recycled oxygen from the power suit or the smell of anaesthetic from the doctor's room. A fresh breeze tugged at Samus's hair. She pulled out the elastic holding it in a ponytail and prepared to explore the planet.





************





So here I was, witnessing the last breath of the last metroid. A fitting end to a formidable species. The metroid queen screamed and sputtered in her death throes, thrashing in a pool of blood and plasma from her own body. I stood nearly motionless, trying to catch my breath from the preceding battle. I felt like I needed to watch this. To witness the death of the metroid species.





Finally, the metroid queen lay still. I thought she was dead and began to leave the room, but when I turned for one last look, I noticed one of her three remaining eyes watching me. What emotion could be contained in those bright orbs of eyes? Pain? Probably. I took a step closer. Fear? Regret? Hatred? Probably not. The metroids are an emotionless species, only able to distinguish between the edible and inedible.





I aimed my right arm at her and switched my beam cannon to the missile launcher. Then I ended her misery.





I left the queen's chamber, leaping over the rocks in my way. At the top right corner of my visor, I glanced at the faint metroid count meter, which now stood at an unblinking '00'. I suppose I should have been proud of my victory where many others have failed. The bounty that I'm going to receive from the Federation could buy me a small moon, if I was ever inclined to purchase one. I should have been happy.





I sighed. But the killing of innocent creatures had never made me happy. The metroids were innocent, and dangerous, yet, innocent creatures. If species like the Space Pirates or abominations such as Mother Brain didn't exist to abuse them, then there would be no need to sacrifice the metroids in exchange for galactic peace. Hell, I was so giddy when I killed Mother Brain that I could have been doing cartwheels if I wasn't so busy running for my life.





But ruthless genocide... That just leaves me with a bitter taste in my mouth. Argh, I must be getting soft.





Suddenly, the metroid count meter flipped back to '01'. What the...? I tapped my visor once with the barrel of my beam cannon, but the digit remained as it was. There was no mistaking it. Another metroid was alive, somewhere. 





I held my cannon hand at ready, fully expecting a metroid attack to come from any direction. Any direction but down. In fact, if it wasn't for its mewling squeaks, I might have stepped on the little metroid which was hatching right at my feet. Against my better judgement, I crouched down and leaned my face close to the dawning lifeform. I had never seen a creature so...so new, so delicate, so fragile. I was fascinated by the faint pulsing of its tetranuclei and by the intricate detail in its tiny fangs. Those fangs chewed through the membranous eggshell confining the metroid, spilling out egg fluid.





The tiny metroid didn't fly at first, but rolled onto its dome back, squeaking piteously. It was trying to remove one last stubborn piece of eggshell stuck to its body that it couldn't reach with its fangs. It looked so silly and helpless, rolling around in frustration. Resisting the urge to giggle like a schoolgirl, I plucked the shell off the baby. Now comfortable, the metroid rolled back into an upright position and stood still, as if observing me. I couldn't tell if it actually was, for it had no eyes. But it seemed to be watching me as curiously as I was watching it.





Suddenly, the infant leaped into the air, making me back away in shock. A previously ignored voice in my head now screamed, "Samus, you IDIOT!! It's a metroid! Kill it before it kills you!"





Hissing a string of curses, I held my cannon steady with my left hand and aimed. I fired two shots, both of which missed due to the little metroid's incredible agility and small size. Or maybe I wanted to miss; I don't know.





The metroid lunged. In the blink of an eye, it was too close for my weapons to hit. I crouched down and prepared to roll into a morph ball, which was the only way to escape a metroid attack. I felt the impact of the larva metroid on my chest and braced myself for the excruciating pain which would begin when it started draining my energy. But the pain never came.





"Huh?" I said.





"Squee!" The little metroid answered.





I had a hard time looking down at it since my power suit wasn't designed with much of a neck. But I could see the top of its dome body which, surprisingly, was not glowing with energy acquired during feeding. It was still attached to my chest, content there. I plucked it off me and its mandibles wiggled in weak protest.





It would be so easy to simply stuff the baby up the barrel of my gun, making it impossible for me to miss with the ice beam. Or I could just squeeze my fingers, although I'm not certain if physical pressure would hurt a metroid. Infanticide and genocide, all in one shot.





But...maybe it's a defective metroid, unable to absorb energy. Why else was it attached to me but not hurting me? It would die if it wasn't able to eat; I could just let nature do the job for me. With a tinge of hesitation, I released the infant, who floated off chirping. It'll die soon enough, I told myself.





Now, how the hell do I get out of here? The tunnel that I used to enter had caved in during the battle with the metroid queen. The only way out was blocked by a thick layer of crystalline rock. I've already tried to break that type of rock with everything I had: missiles, bombs, beams, I've even punched it once, all to no avail.





Suddenly, I heard the shrieking of the metroid again and turned just in time to see it rushing at my face. I ducked, causing it to overshoot my head and smash into the wall. I was about to shoot it for attacking me, when I saw that its real target was the wall itself. In fact, once I took a closer look, the infant was eating the crystalline rock!





I activated my scan visor and sure enough, found that the rock contained some sort of organic energy mineral. Sugar to a metroid, I suppose. The rock easily crumbled without its energy components. I gingerly stepped through the gaping hole and squinted my eyes in the poisonous yellow light of this planet's sun. Now the baby circled endlessly around my head, squeaking as if searching for my approval.





"Hey, you're quite feisty for a newborn, aren't you." I said to the metroid. I caught it in midair. "What's wrong with you? You can suck energy, but you're not eating me. Then why are you following me?" I didn't expect it to understand my words at all, but it squeaked excitedly at the sound of my voice. I made a face of disgust. It seemed as if the universe was mocking me for my reluctance to kill this metroid by making it friendly towards me. But what might a bounty hunter do with a tame metroid?





I tossed the infant back into the chamber and ice beamed the entrance shut, trapping it inside. It threw itself against the ice in attempt to follow me and shrieked in pain upon impact with the cold surface. I could see it hovering left and right, looking for an opening in the rock but finding none. Then it started crying. It was a mournful, high-pitched whimper that made me shiver despite the heat. Of course, I had no idea what a metroid cry sounded like, but what else could that desperate keening be? I made my way to my ship with the child's cry haunting me until I was too far away to hear.





Once inside the safety of my ship, I took off my helmet and tossed it aside. God was I tired. All of SR388 was an inferno. I could feel the effects of the sweat sticking to my body. Actually, my power suit regulated homeostasis in my body, including sweat, but I was still dying for a shower. I yanked my hair out of its ponytail, letting it drape around my shoulders. Then I felt something grab onto my head.





"AAAGH!!" I clawed at my hair in an attempt to get it out. Damn it, whatever it was, I couldn't shoot the thing at such a close range!





I heard a familiar squeak and instantly froze. Oh my God! It's the metroid! Without my helmet, I couldn't roll into a morph ball! If it decided to drain my energy right then, I would be completely defenseless. 





Images of what would happen to me flashed through my head in terrifying vividness. There have been better ways to die than to die as the victim of a metroid. I could see myself screaming and thrashing as the thirsty fangs found my neck, draining me of my life's energy. I've felt it before, the immeasurable the pain as every cell in my body screamed in agony. The only mercy would come in a quick death.





Stupid, stupid Samus, I said to myself. What little compassion I had was going to be the cause my death. How ironic for me, the person who spared the last metroid to be killed by that metroid itself.





A minute passed. Two minutes. I was barely breathing. I was beginning to shake from staying in one position too long and from the adrenaline assaulting my body. What was the metroid doing?





Slowly, carefully, I angled myself slightly so I could see the metroid on a reflective surface. It had made a little nest in my hair and clung to it motionlessly, softly glowing the color of inactivity. The little devil fell asleep in my hair! I pulled it out quickly and slapped my helmet back on.





"What is your problem!?" I demanded of the infant. It stirred from its slumber, a little ball cupped in my hand with its fangs curled up. 





"Miii..." It purred sleepily, completely oblivious to all the trouble it caused me.





I'm not a big believer in God or destiny. But I knew that one of those two powers was at work today and deposited this infant into my arms. And like most cosmic powers, it took special pains to make the situation as ironic as possible, entrusting me, the one who destroyed metroids, with the responsibility of caring for the last metroid.





I could still kill the baby in cold blood if I wanted to, and the universe would be that much safer. A single metroid could destroy galactic peace if it's in the wrong hands. But was that really what I wanted? The metroid did not deserve this; it had hurt nothing in the short time since its emergence into life. And...sleeping quietly in my hand, it looked so harmless. Harmless and helpless.





Wasn't I also once in a similar situation as this infant? Yes, the Chozo told me that they found me years ago, the only survivor of the pirate attack on space colony K-2L. I would have died if the refugee Chozo from Zebes didn't come to rescue me. Who would rescue this metroid infant? I felt my resolve melting for the little creature.





I sucked in a deep breath and made my decision. "Alright, hatchling. You can come with me." I said to the sleeping metroid. Yes, I was definitely getting soft. I placed it carefully in a glass tube and screwed on the lid.





But still, I couldn't keep the metroid with me forever. Perhaps the Federation would be willing to raise the metroid. I'm sure they would love to study it. I took another look at the infant and removed my helmet. "I'll find someone to take care of you."





