Samus made several trips back and forth to her ship during the day. She didn't consider herself much of a shopper, but was currently prepared to part with some major credits. This was her first chance to furnish her ship since she bought it. In addition to the necessities such as fuel tanks and navigation equipment, she also bought a plentiful supply of food for herself and her current roommates.





The moon dipped behind the horizon, blanketing the city in darkness. The sun began to rise, but was little more than a dim, cloud-like shimmer on this planet. The moon was much brighter. So although it was the morning in theory, it might as well be nighttime for all practical purposes.





Samus was sitting outside a little cafe on a street corner, waiting for her energy to return to her like a rechargeable battery. This problem of hers was really beginning to become a nuisance. She bitterly wondered how she would hunt her next bounty in such a weakened state. She frowned as she sipped at her latte. Her frown deepened at the taste of the coffee and she poured in more sugar although it was already piled high with cream and chocolate shavings. She had so few opportunities to indulge in her little-known weakness for sweets.





A neon sign blinked to life in a shop across the street. Samus watched over the rim of her cup as other shops followed suit, as if on cue, transforming the city before her eyes. Suddenly, her senses were assaulted by a dozen new smells and sights, screams and raucous laughter merged into one, and dull metal buildings became abodes of entertainment to wile away the night. Samus realized that she was downtown and the city's nightlife was just beginning. 





She drank the last of her latte and an icy wind made her shiver. She had no idea that it got so cold when dark. Maybe it was a bad idea for her to refuse Dr. Bernen's overcoat. Samus paid for her drink and walked out onto the street, wrapping her arms around her exposed shoulders, trying to shield them from the cold.





The bounty hunter walked for a little ways before she realized something odd about this section of town. The streets were dark from many broken lights and abandoned buildings. Sickly-sweet chemical smells dominated the air, a number of which she recognized as narcotics if not alcohol or urine. Samus realized that she was in the decrepit section of the city but did not quicken her pace a bit. She was more annoyed than worried about being caught in this part of town.





A crowd of men and women blocked the sidewalk in front of a building, right in Samus's path. The men spoke in loud, slurred voices and the women wore less or tighter clothes than Samus did despite the cold. The bounty hunter pushed past the crowd, lips pulled tight in disgust at the stink of those people.





She walked a little ways away. "Hey, bitch!" Someone yelled behind her. She froze. "You, girl!" The person repeated. Samus turned around and found a tall, burly man, looking at her with a lewd expression plastered on his face. 





She looked around and pointed to herself. "Who, me?" She said with mock innocence.





The man drew his lips back in a toothy grin. "Yeah, baby. Wanna have some fun tonight? Come with me, the party's in here." His tongue flicked across his bottom lip.





Normally, Samus would have played along with the man, then kicked him in the balls when it fancied her. But she wasn't willing to flirt with danger today. She's cold, there's this weird illness to her, and the man reeked of cheap alcohol, even at this distance.





"Fuck off." She sneered. The man's face darkened, but Samus wasn't there to see it. She had already turned around and left.





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





The entrance to the gardens still loomed above me, although now it was only twice my height. And with my new power suit aiding me, I should be able to breach such a height easily. I was still nervous, though. Old Bird was watching me, scrutinizing my prowess with the suit and making the last adjustments.





I leaped into the tunnel opening with plenty of air to spare. I was rather surprised by how easily the suit responded to my movement and thoughts. Despite being nearly too heavy to lift by hand, it weighed next to nothing when worn, and I suspected that it even regulated the gravitational pull on my body on different planets.





Old Bird jumped into the tunnel to join me, flapping his feathered arms for extra lift. He grabbed my right leg, carefully removed a portion of the metallic covering, and fiddled with the controls in there. Then he jumped onto my shoulder and adjusted some of the wiring in my helmet.





Maybe it's an effect of my power suit, but Old Bird felt almost weightless on my shoulder. He had always been small for a Chozo, but for the last year or so, he seemed to be wasting away before my very eyes. He was old when he first took me in, and I doubt many Chozo live to his age. But his mind was still sharp and his body was still lively.





"I dare say your suit is finished, Samus-san." Old Bird declared as he jumped off my shoulder. I smiled behind my visor although he couldn't see it, but I think he knew anyways. I whirled around, like a girl spinning in a new dress, and just about as giddy. The ancient Chozo laughed. "With this suit, you shall be protected from all the harshness of the universe. Imagine! You are the first creature to wield Chozo weapons and wear Chozo armor in eons! But don't let this delude you." Old Bird jumped back into the commons room and I followed close behind.





It always amazed me how much shorter he was than me. I remembered him in the past standing over me, a mere baby at the time, his unwavering confidence making him tall. A pillar among the Chozo around him, despite his short stature and tendency to hunch.





"You are not at full power yet." He continued. "I do not have the knowledge to bring the suit to its full potential."





"Well, this ought to give me an edge over most species." I said, mostly to reassure him. 





Old Bird shook his head with amusement. "There is always room for improvement, hmm? Therefore, I made your suit compatible with certain Chozo technologies. On most planets we have colonized, there are sacred statues which contain upgrades for your suit. And if you ever meet any other Chozo, or any species once allied to the Chozo, they might be able to teach you some new abilities."





I suddenly stopped. Surely I had heard wrong...? "Other Chozo?" I asked. "But...I thought you are the last Chozo!"





"Not at all!" Old Bird seemed surprised, as if he expected me to know this fact beforehand. "There are Chozo on other planets and space stations as well. They simply escape the notice of other races. And of course, there are always the Chozo ghosts, who transcend time, space and eternity."





I stood there for a full minute as I struggled to comprehend this new grain of knowledge. "Wh....what?!" I finally managed to stammer. "You mean that for all the years that we have been living here, alone, secluded from all other species and contacts, we might have been living with other Chozo?!"





"Well, we did visit some human colonizations." The ancient Chozo said self-righteously. It was true, we would occasionally visit human cities to get supplies and for me to learn how to get along with others of my species. But still...!





"Besides," He continued. "Chozo on other planets don't need to be bothered by the trifles of our tribe." He said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.





"Trifles...!" I yelled, but Old Bird kept talking.





"Death does not concern the Chozo." He explained. "We have lived out our life as a civilization, and now peacefully and willingly subside into death. The Space Pirates may have destroyed us in body on Zebes, but our ghosts will remain."





I opened my mouth to protest further, but the Chozo held up his hand, indicating that I shouldn't speak. I took off my helmet so he could see my outraged expression. He had never seen my face twisted with such rage, and his hand fell to his side like a useless limb.





"What the hell is wrong with you?!" I hissed with rising anger. "You Chozo had weapons when Zebes was attacked, but you never used them. There are other Chozo in the galaxy, but you never bothered to contact them! You...you die as soon as you feel that life isn't worth living! What's the use of all this technology if you all die?!" I was practically screaming by this time. Old Bird simply stared at me, giving no outward indication that he heard. "You Chozo, despite your intelligence, are....are," My bottom was lip trembling. "Pathetic! Foolish! Naive! God, it's a miracle that your race has survived this long!"





After a brief moment of silence, Old Bird slowly smiled, infuriating me even more. "If it is any consolation to you," He said sadly, softly. "I will make contact with others of my race very soon. Before long, every Chozo in the galaxy will know of you, Samus-san. The Hatchling, the Defender, the Newborn."





His words made no sense to me and I was too furious to try to understand.  I was blind to the sorrow in his eyes. With my jaw clenched tightly shut, I stormed past Old Bird and returned to my room.





The next morning, I was awakened by two humans in spacesuits who told me that they were here in response to a distress call. It must have been Old Bird who sent the call, because I certainly didn't. But when I finally found him in the main control center, his ghost had already long left his body.





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





The faint glow of phazon was distracting, even though I should have been long used to it by now. Here in the phazon mines, the light permeates every room, even closed chambers far from the actual substance. Maybe it was the mutated creatures all over Tallon IV, or the horror stories of the Chozo that made me nervous around this bio-chemical energy source. The relentless pulsing light of the phazon seemed to be attributable to a living organism rather than an inanimate element.





Surrounded by abandoned Space Pirate computer terminals, a particular one caught my eye. The screen was left open on a blurb of script which I was unable to read. No problem, I simply scanned the words with my visor and let my power suit translate using a database of a few thousand languages. Before long, words appeared on my visor in writing more familiar to myself.





"Hunter Weapons." Was the title of this entry. I raised an eyebrow. From what I had previously read from Pirate log entries, they referred to me as 'The Hunter'. I found it rather flattering, actually.





"Science Team is attempting to reverse-engineer Samus Aran's arsenal, based off of data acquired from her assaults on our forces." I read aloud, as I had a habit of doing while reading. I might as well, since I lived and traveled alone.





"Progress is slow, but steady." The Pirate log continued. "We believe we can implement Beam weapon prototypes in three cycles."





"Aran's Power Suit technology remains a mystery, especially the curious Morph Ball function. All attempts at duplicating it have ended in disaster: four test subjects were horribly broken and twisted when they engaged our Morph Ball prototypes. Science Team wisely decided to move on afterward."





The corner of my mouth twitched as I read the last two sentences. I chuckled. Unable to contain myself any longer, I burst into a fit of laughter.





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





Thin, velvet clouds materialized from once-dormant vapours in the air, creating a wispy fog which muted footsteps, breath and vision. It was cold. The fog seemed to eat people; the streets suddenly lost all its occupants as soon as the mist set in. One lone figure still prowled the city streets, hugging her shoulders in a futile attempt to fight back the cold.





Samus sourly wondered what kind of city planner was hired for this planet; the moron had neglected to put up any street signs or maps for the direction-challenged visitor. The bounty hunter knew she was lost when she passed a distinctive neon display for the third time. Maybe some dimensional flux was at work here; she rarely loses her way.





She sat on a street curb, hugging her knees. Her energy was at its limits again and the biting cold made her even more sluggish. Samus never used to be so vulnerable to cold, but she's rarely been exposed to it outside her power suit. Clouds of vapour formed as she exhaled. She was seriously considering sleeping right here, right now, and finding her way back to her ship once the moon lights up the city again.





The chink of metal startled Samus out of her light nap. A man had thrown a few coins in front of her out of pity for the poor woman on the street. She picked up the change and stared at the man as he walked away, disappearing into the fog. Struggling to her feet, she dropped the money in the hat of the nearest panhandler she came across.





It was very late now. No doubt the Etecoons and Dachoras were beginning to worry about Samus's whereabouts. There weren't many people on the streets anymore. The only sounds were muted, coming from inside the buildings.





The bounty hunter walked down a street with a strong sense of deja vu following her. Yes, this place was definitely familiar. She made it halfway when she noticed a previously overlooked opening between two buildings. This narrow alley was one of the few paths Samus had not tried yet. With a shrug, she entered the alley; it's as good a path as any.





The alley had no lights, doors or windows on either sides, just an unbroken wall of metal lining. Unable to see where she was going, Samus simply followed the light at the other end. She stepped in something that squelched audibly, and she irately imagined what kind of slime she'd have to scrape off her boot later. She was so distracted by her stained shoes that she failed to notice the real danger when it came.





Samus took two steps and heard something splash into the puddle she had just escaped. She whirled around, posed for battle, but something immediately struck the side of her head, throwing her face-first into the wall. She gasped, trying to reclaim the breath knocked out of her. The cold was dulling her mind and she had trouble using her normally lightning-fast reflexes in her weakened state. What she would give for her fusion suit right now!





The bounty hunter clenched her fingers, nails making marks on the walls, and pushed off with the palms of her hands. She was about a foot from the wall when she was slammed violently into it again. This time, a heavy weight backed by violent strength pinned her against the metal surface.





"Hey, bitch." A husky voice purred from behind Samus. Her eyes widened as she realized that the weight pushing against her was the man who had spoken to her earlier. She couldn't scream with the hand he had over her mouth, and any noise she tried to make came out as panicked moans. This excited her assailant even further. His other hand groped her bare midsection with bruising fingers. Beads of sweat formed on her forehead despite the cold as she struggled desperately to free herself.





"Hey baby, relax." The man said as he tightened his grip on his captive. He breathed in the scent of her hair and his lips brushed her ear as he spoke. Samus shuddered at the touch. "Not very smart. You could have come with me before, but now I'll have to get...rough." He emphasized the last word by pressing his hips harder against her pelvis. With frightening clarity, Samus began to realize exactly what this man wanted of her.





Having faced Space Pirates, metroids, the X, and countless other dangerous species under impossible odds, Samus figured that nothing could pose much of a threat to her anymore. But now, to her anger and humiliation, she was subdued by some drunken bastard of a man on this tame, cultivated planet. She used to be able to kill a man by simply contracting her fingers around his neck. Her Chozo heritage lent her strength unheard of among her own species. But now her body was rendered nearly useless by this energy consuming ailment of hers. She felt her fear and panic growing.





The man could sense this as well. He could feel it in the pounding of her heart and it gave him a sick sense of pleasure. He smiled. "C'mon, girl. You know you're gonna enjoy this." He held his captive's chin and angled her face closer to his lips. This gave Samus just enough freedom to move her mouth. She could have screamed for help and if she was lucky, someone would come to her aid.





Instead, as the man's face drew closer, so close that Samus could feel his shallow breath on her cheek and see the pulse of the blood in his veins, she was overcome by a strange feeling. It was unlike anything she'd ever felt before, like a powerful instinct that suddenly took hold of her body, barring out all conscious thought. And before she could question the feeling, she acted upon it, lunging at the man, and sinking her teeth into his shoulder.





"AAAGH!!" The man instantly backed away, releasing Samus from her cramped position. But she did not release him. With newfound strength and urgency, she tried to pin the man in a similar position he had her in only a moment ago. Instead, he tripped, falling backwards with Samus on top of him, her teeth still attached to his shoulder. He flailed his limbs in panic, splashing water and mud all over himself.





"Please! Oh God, stop!!" The man screamed desperately, eyes wide in terror and pain. Samus did not let go, but a part of her mind vaguely wondered why this man was reacting this way. As far as she could tell, the man's collarbone was preventing her from damaging any muscles or important arteries. It would have hurt, but not as much as this. Why was he in so much pain? Why wasn't he fighting back?





Then again, in all logic, Samus should have been running away by now, or trying to inflict more damage than simply chewing on his shoulder. But this drive, this instinct that was suddenly unleashed, demanded that she not let go of her prey. Every cell in her body screamed for her to continue, continue to sink her fangs ever deeper into this soft creature's flesh and not let go until he died. His life energy rightfully belonged to her! Samus pushed her teeth in deeper, hungrily.





The man screamed again. He clawed at Samus's neck and back, leaving behind bloody gashes which she paid no attention to. His thrashing grew weaker by the second. And as he grew weaker, Samus felt the energy return to her after being denied it for weeks. It was the most unusual, yet most fulfilling sensation she had ever experienced. She could feel, rather than see, an ethereal force leaving the man and being sucked up by her own body. It revived her. It made her shudder with pleasure and she would have laughed if it didn't mean letting go of her victim. She had never felt so alive!





Before long, the man stopped moving. Samus was still attached to him, her eyes blissfully closed, a trickle of crimson escaping the corner of her lips. She remained like this until her breathing evened out, the instinctive rush fading. And when it did, her eyes snapped open, abruptly throwing her back to reality.





"Oh my God!" Samus gasped. She quickly scrambled to her feet and backed into the wall. The man was dead, lying in a puddle of filth with his face frozen in an expression of terror. But how?! All she did was bite him, and human teeth were not lethal at all. She did not poison him, she did not suck his blood. Regardless, there was still some blood on her face, which she quickly wiped off with the back of her hand and transferred to the side of her pants.





The bounty hunter had seen hundreds of creatures die by her own hand, many in more gruesome ways than this. But never before had she felt such primitive...satisfaction...in the death of her victim. Samus kneeled over and vomited, adding to the slime of the alley. She took another glance at the man and noticed how his shoulder sported a ring of teeth marks, red with blood. The surrounding skin looked paler and looser compared to the rest of the body, as if that region of flesh had been dead for days.





Samus felt nauseous again, but her insides were already empty. She turned and ran.





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





Metroids!





My God, how could this be?! They're supposed to be dead! I saw the last one die before my very eyes!





Emotions whirled in my head with such ferocity that I didn't know what to feel. Surprise, disbelief, anger, horror, desperation, awe. Memories flashed like nightmare visions. Memories of all the metroids I had killed in all their evolutionary forms, of the Metroid Prime, and mostly, of the Hatchling.





I pressed a hand against one of the glass tubes and leaned my face closer to the metroids hovering inside. None of them reacted to my presence. They couldn't sense me behind glass because they couldn't see. I sighed, letting my hand slide down into a resting position at my side. No, none of them was my Hatching; I might as well stop hoping. These metroids would gladly drain me of my life's energy without a second thought.





My sad reminiscing was slowly replaced by outrage. The Federation was breeding metroids. Had they not learned that playing with such a dangerous species would inevitably lead to disaster? Had all my battles on Zebes and SR388 been in vain? When I get back to HQ, some heads are gonna roll over this.





The restricted sector was eerily quiet save for the squealing of metroids. The dim lighting from long-abandoned computer terminals did not cast any shadows. I was too jumpy for my own good. Something was going to happen here, and soon; I could just feel it. I now realized that this sector was the driving force behind the actions of the X. They did not consider me their true target, but were focused on the destruction of this batch of metroids. And I knew, since I opened the way into the restricted sector, the SA-X would not be far behind.





I stepped into the next chamber with my gun raised. Before me rose four tubes containing metroids in various stages of evolution. A basic protoplasmic metroid with its two pairs of mandibles, grown almost mature enough to metamorphosize into the next stage. A clumsy alpha metroid, with newly developed eyes and protective shell. The gamma metroid, which preferred to hover rather than use the flimsy legs that its fangs evolved into. And the zeta metroid, who would attack relentlessly, regardless of how much damage inflicted upon it.





None of the metroids moved, so I assumed that they were locked in stasis. I tapped one of the glass tubes. The image of the metroid shuddered when I disturbed it, hissing with static. Ah, so these were only holographic projections.





The next room was designed much like the first: just a few tanks of basic metroids placed behind computer terminals. I had barely taken two steps into the room when I heard the sound of a hatch opening beneath me.





Oh my God.





It was immediately followed by the sound of shattering glass. The floor began to shake under my feet as red emergency lights flashed in tune with a deafening klaxon. I could smell something burning.





The SA-X was here. I have to run away!





There were no exits from this room other than the way in which I entered it. I readied my ice missiles, in case I needed to buy a little time against the SA-X, and ran into the evolution chamber. But to my slight relief, it was not in this chamber. Like the room before, there was no way to escape. I suppose my only option would be to somehow make it past the SA-X in the next room, then hopefully find a hiding space somewhere in NOC. Trying desperately to slow my thundering heart and ragged breaths, I ran blindly through the open hatch.





I once again found myself facing the SA-X, the parasite which possessed an exact genetic copy of me at the peak of my powers. A sense of horror and hatred always accompanied our meetings, and this time was no different. But for some reason, the SA-X didn't even notice me though I stood mere meters away from it. It was randomly shooting into the air, completely oblivious to everything but its target above. I looked up.





The metroids were loose.





The SA-X was shooting at the metroids with a fury and desperation borne of the deepest instinct the X had. The survival of their species. I had no doubts now that the X were willing to destroy this space station, me, and themselves in order to kill off the last of the metroids.





A few metroids already lay dead at the SA-X's feet, but others were still emerging from the broken glass tubes. The ceiling collapsed, allowing more metroids in from the room above. Finally, one of them lunged at the X's gun arm, digging its mandibles into the power suit. The SA-X's arm jerked in pain, making its shots go wild.





Sensing their opportunity, the other metroids descended, smothering the SA-X with their gelatinous bodies. My copy writhed like a dying animal, clawing at its attackers with mortal desperation. Then it screamed, a demonic shriek which had never been heard emitted from a human throat.





During this whole time, I watched the scene in stunned horror. With the metroids distracted and the SA-X being eaten, this might be my only chance to escape. The hatch into NOC has been slagged by my copy, so I turned my attention to the ceiling. Yes, there must be an escape somewhere up that shaft!





"Detachment of restricted sector imminent." A disembodied feminine voice warned monotonously. "Sixty seconds until isolation lockdown."





Shit! So the Federation's trying to save their own pitiful ass now that their experiment has gone wrong!





I space jumped through the collapsed ceiling into the room above me. Landing on a remaining edge, I took a breather and tried to find an exit. But when I looked up, the blood drained out of my face. A couple dozen metroids hovered back and forth above me, waiting for their chance at the SA-X. I assumed that because the X were the metroids' main prey, they preferred its energy over mine, and so ignored me. But not even the SA-X could feed this many metriods, hungry as they were from being neglected for so long.





"Fifty seconds until detachment of restricted sector."





I gritted my teeth together. Hell, I have to get out of here! I squinted my eyes, trying to see the top of the shaft, and was rewarded with a glimpse of what might be a hatch. It would be no trouble to space jump up there, but with the metroids in my way...





No choice. The distance wasn't far, and I could endure a metroid or two for the few seconds needed to reach the hatch. What to do with the metroids afterwards would be considerably more difficult to figure out. I quickly calculated a flight path which I hoped would put me in contact with the fewest metroids possible. But navigating the space jump was never a perfect science.





With a deep breath, I took a literal leap of faith. Curling in my head and legs, I let the semi-automatic space jump function take over the complex aerobatics it required to complete such a maneuver. I tried my best to steer, but the results were erratic at best. It wasn't long before I bumped into my first metroid.





Ignore it! Ignore the pain! I can worry about metroids after I get out of here alive!





"Forty seconds until detachment of restricted sector."





What the...? Instead of attempting to suck my energy, the metroid pushed me violently, disrupting the rhythm of my space jump and forcing me to return to the ledge. It floated down to my eye level, chittering angrily as if admonishing me for jumping into it.





I stared at the metroid with my jaw hanging slightly open. The metroid didn't attack me! Was it possible...?!





"Hatchling...?" I whispered, my voice almost cracking. I reached out to the metroid. It dodged my hands and floated out of my reach, angling downwards towards the SA-X, who was already dead but still twitching.





No, no. I saw Hatchling die before my very eyes. There was no way this metroid could be my Hatchling. But why else would it act like that...?





Another metroid flew dangerously close to me, showing similar disinterest in my energy as the first one did. In fact, now that I noticed, none of the metroids treated me as prey. Perhaps all of them were Hatchling, cloned from the original Hatchling's cells. But I doubt the Federation had the technology to replicate memories from DNA as well as bodies. And none of these metroids paid me any attention, whereas Hatchling used to squeak happily when it was near me, obsessed as it was with my presence.





"Thirty seconds until detachment of restricted sector."





I could think about that later. Top priority right now was to get out of here in one piece. Ignoring the flood of emotions, emotions which I had forbidden myself to feel for years, I tried the space jump again. I was bounced back by a few more metroids, none of which tried to attack me, but sometimes forced me to restart the space jump in midair. 





I made it out of the restricted sector with mere seconds to spare. As I stood in the transparent tunnel chamber, I watched a piece of B.S.L. spacestation detach from the main lab and crash into SR388, taking with it the SA-X and the last of the metroids.





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





Samus was not sure how found her way back to her ship, only that she kept running until the faint lights of the docking bay came into view. The Etecoons and Dachoras where ecstatic to see her, but confused by her disheveled appearance. Not to mention the clotting gashes on her body and the fact that she didn't have her fusion suit with her.





Without a word to her alien friends, Samus went for a shower and collapsed on her bed without bothering to put on a nightgown. She managed about two hours of dead sleep before one of the Etecoons woke her up, pointing to the window bright with moonlight.





"No, I don't wanna go." Samus mumbled, barely coherent in her half-awakened state. Her eyes felt as if they had been glued shut and she had an ice-cream headache from going to bed without drying her hair. She wrapped the covers tighter around herself and shooed away the offending Etecoon. It didn't stop pestering her however, until she had a glimpse of the ship's clock. It was nearly 8 standard. And as her mind woke more fully, she realized that it was almost time to reclaim her power suit.





The animals had thoughtfully heated a bread roll and poured her a glass of juice for breakfast. She wolfed down the food, not really tasting it. The mother Dachora started making a fuss over Samus's wounds from last night, gently running her beak over the worst of the scabs and bruises, clucking with concern. The bird sent her offspring running off to the supplys cabinet and back to Samus with a tube of ointment.





The bounty hunter stared at the tube and shook her head. "I'm okay. I'll be getting my suit back in an hour or so. It'll repair me so that I won't even have any scars." Mother Dachora glared disapprovingly at the human with her glassy red eyes. Samus raised an eyebrow and said, "Calm down, I know how to take care of myself." The Etecoons and Dachoras had taken it upon themselves to be temporary servants of their human friend. They felt as if they needed to repay her for her hospitality and for saving their lives twice: once on Zebes, and recently on B.S.L. Their gesture was quite touching, although it got a little annoying at times.





Finishing off the last of her juice, Samus slipped into a black leotard she picked from her sparse wardrobe, and wore a pair of sweatpants and a jacket over it. It's more than she usually wore, but she ment to cover up her injuries from last night. Also, she's not in the mood to provoke more trouble than what she already managed to escape yesterday. What exactly happened in those terrifying moments? Samus shook her head. She didn't want to think about it. She shoved it to the back of her mind like a bad dream better forgotten.





The ship's hatch irised open, permitting Samus to leap out onto solid ground. A few people gaped at her, awed at the height from which she jumped, then hurrying on their way when the bounty hunter glared at them in return.





Samus walked about a block from the docking bays and was about to turn the first corner, when she suddenly stopped. She wrinkled her brow in confusion, looking back in the direction of her ship. Seeing nothing unusual, she kept walking with a puzzled expression on her face.





Odd. She realized that for the first time in days, she had no trouble waking up. Before this, she would lie in bed for sometimes hours, struggling for the energy to even open her eyes. But today, Samus felt as well as a person could feel after only two hours of sleep. Maybe it was the lack of activity since the X incident that accounted for her illness. And after fighting off that man in the alley, she got the exercise her body needed to recover.





Now that Samus thought about it, she's been quite the couch potato for the past three weeks. While waiting for updates on her new ship, she killed time by indulging in her rarely-expressed fondess for sitcom vids. She also managed to gain a pound or two since the Dachoras and Etecoons were always eager to fetch her a snack at her word. It's been years since the bounty hunter had been able to take a vacation like this. Her past had been a never-ending rush to her next bounty. Maybe she simply wasn't accustomed to so much inactivity.





But she thought against telling Dr. Bernen about this possible reason for her illness. If she told, then the doctor would become suspicious and ask questions, questions which Samus would be unwilling to answer. How could she explain that she killed a man little more than a few hours ago?





With her modest attire, Samus attracted far less attention than she usually did while walking the streets. But during the whole journey to the doctor's office, she kept on looking behind her back, afraid some perverted sicko might try to jump her again. Moments of helpless terror tend to make a woman paranoid, even women such as renowned bounty hunter Samus Aran. She couldn't wait to get back into the safety of her power suit.





Within the office, Dr. Bernen and the three scientists were sitting in the exact same positions as they were yesterday, as if they hadn't moved since then. In the corner, looking as inconspicuous as a 7-foot tall, bright orange object could possibly look against glaring white walls, stood the fusion suit.





"Miss Aran, you may reclaim your power suit." Dr. Shalafiki announced. He sighed, as if parting with that jewel of technology had taken him considerable effort.





Samus didn't even glance his way but focused her attention on her suit. She walked over and caressed the visor lovingly. Altered or not, this suit had been with her for most of her adult life and she had no idea how much she missed it until now. The four specialists patiently waited while she peeled off the outer layer of her clothing to put on the suit. And all four of them stared at the scars and bruises that the jacket and sweatpants once hid. Those injuries had not been there yesterday. Dr. Sofard coughed nervously and hid his face behind his notes when the bounty hunter caught him staring a little too intently.





Samus rolled her shoulders, testing the cozy fit of her second-skin. Unbeknownst to everyone else, the suit was also healing away the injuries, reverting her skin back to its milky-peach smoothness. It tickled a bit.





"Miss Aran," Dr. Chen began. "We ran a few tests on your blood samples and power suit but we were unable to find anything out of the ordinary with the new features of your suit. Everything seems to be functioning normally. As for your lethargy complaints, I'm afraid we weren't able to come to any conclusions to that problem."





"Yeah?" Was the only reply the bounty hunter could think of. She didn't expect them to figure out a solution to her problem so soon. Besides, she didn't really care anymore. She's feeling better than she had been in weeks.





"However," The scientist continued. "The cells in your suit appear to be sluggish, as if they lacked some essential nutrients. Tell me, what has your diet been like in the past month or so?"





"My diet?" Samus asked. She struggled to think up what she had been consuming in the last little while. "Um, vegetable, protein, tofu, and witter root ration bars when I'm on my ship. When I'm planetside, I usually go to restaurants. And I can survive in my suit for days without eating anything, by living on just the suit's energy tanks. I know my lifestyle isn't very healthy, so I also take nutrition supplements." She shrugged. "But that's what I've been doing for years. I've never had problems with it before."





"Maybe it's time for you to change your lifestyle." Dr. Sofard said off-handedly.





"I personally think that it has something to do with your Chozo blood." Dr. Chen provided. "Being a higher species, I would imagine that they take special care in what they consume. If so, then their bodies would likely react violently to malnutrition. Do you agree, Miss Aran? Only you have ever lived among the Chozo."





"Hmm. Now that I think about it, yes. They were careful about what they eat." The bounty hunter said. She recalled how Old Bird never allowed her to have seconds of any meal, claiming that eating too much would 'throw her off balance'. Not that she asked for seconds often; the food was often bland and unappetizing, thus, healthy.





Dr. Bernen pulled out a preprinted sheet from her clipboard and handed it to Samus. "We thought that this might be the case, so we prepared a special diet for you. Here is a list of specific supplements you should be taking. Also, I suggest you eat fresh foods more often instead of ration bars. Perhaps you should keep a hydroponics unit in your ship if you don't already have one. Exercising often will also keep your metabolism up."





Exercise? Samus smiled to herself. Well, that certainly confirmed her belief about the illness being simply a lack of activity. She took the paper from Dr. Bernen and stared at it, unable to even pronounce most of the foreign medicines on it. "Where am I supposed to get all this stuff?" She demanded.





"Oh, just hand it to your local pharmacist and they should be able to handle most of it for you." Dr. Bernen replied. "If not, try a nutritionist."





"Alright. Thanks." The bounty hunter said as she stuffed the paper into a hidden compartment in her suit. She watched the specialists expectantly. "So? Is that all? Do you have anything else to say?"





"That is all, Miss Aran, but I'm still not happy with the results of our tests." Dr. Chen stood up to shake Samus's hand, but wore a thoughtful frown. "Like I said before, they are inconclusive. I doubt that your lethargy stems from diet only. Try the supplements for a week or two, and remember to contact us if any complications develop."





Samus shook his hand and methodically shook the hands of all the specialists, muttering the necessary pleasantries. Gathering up her clothes, she left the doctor's office and once again examined the list of medicines she was given. She crossed her eyes and held the paper up at different angles, trying to make heads or tails of the letters. Not even her fusion suit could help her decipher the words. Pocketing the paper with a sigh, Samus stopped to ask for directions to the nearest pharmacy. Might as well finish all her chores right now. She couldn't wait to get off this planet and retreat to her sanctuary of space. She yawned. She was also looking forward to a full night's sleep for once.


