MU BETA EPSILON: 
Amazing Metamorphosis

By Kris Overstreet

Chapter One

MONDAY, 5:34 P. M.

CHALLENGE DAY 1

13 DAYS UNTIL CHALLENGE ENDS


“So, going to put in a night’s work?”


Vicki Franks and Benni Bruce stood together at the top of the steps to the old Experimental Sciences Building. A swarm of underclassmen flowed around them, emptying the old masonry tower as the last scheduled classes of the day ended. A few street lights flickered as the dark clouds grew even darker with the setting sun.


“Indeed,” Benni sighed, a little exasperated at Vicki’s challenge. “As, quite obviously, are you.”


“Oh, yes,” Vicki nodded. “In fact I’ve been working on this experiment for weeks now. Longer than your project, I’m sure.”


“Some experiments take longer to demonstrate results than others,” Benni replied. “For all either of us know, the other may be on the brink of a dramatic breakthrough.”


“Is that so?” Vicki’s expression went from its usual posturing confidence to suspicion. Benni suppressed the urge to sigh- again. Why did Vicki have to turn every aspect of their acquaintance into some sort of contest? Both experiments could succeed, after all. One proven hypothesis does not necessarily mean another is disproven. 

But that had always been the difference between Benni and Vicki. Benni wanted to make things happen. Vicki wanted to be the best at what she did- anything she did. Even now, as they entered the building and passed the lone security guard, Vicki led the way, as if there were some sort of walking race to their respective laboratories. 


Vicki’s competitive streak annoyed Benni, not least because Vicki was the closest thing Benni had to a real friend. The same factors that drove the competition through in four years of college and three of postgraduate studies - their mutual interest in medicine, their mutual desire to reshape their bodies, their mutual brilliance as students and researchers- gave them a common ground no one else on campus could inhabit. Most of the time they shared confidences, spare time together, and mutual support.

Not now, not this time. The challenge brought out the worst in Vicki. Vicki wanted to show everyone in Mu Beta Epsilon that she was the best scientist, that her project- whatever it was- would allow all the ladies of the sorority to achieve the bodies Nature had denied them. And Vicki- she had told Benni this years before, when the two discussed their mutual unhappiness with their bodies- Vicki wanted the biggest breasts of them all.


Now Benni did sigh. For herself she didn’t want the biggest breasts- just something more than the practically-nothing she had. She wanted some male, preferably handsome and well-behaved, to notice her as something other than magna cum laude. She wanted people to look at her and not just dismiss her as a mousy scientist with no outstanding characteristics.


Benni wanted, in short, to be attractive. To be lusted after. To have the kind of respect which superior knowledge and intellect just didn’t give a woman in society. She’d spent her entire scholastic career from the day she realized that puberty was over to now with this goal firmly in mind…


… and she was certain that goal was within reach.


Well… pretty sure of it, anyway.


Of course, if she was wrong, she’d thank Vicki for whatever she came up with, if it worked, and try it herself. Who cares who came up with the technique? If it works, it works- well and good.


Vicki lunged at the elevator call button as if breaking a finish line. Benni did her best to ignore her, reaching under Vicki’s arm to push the button for down. 


“Using the basement labs?” Vicki said.


“Sub-basement,” Benni said. “A lab immediately adjacent to the cyclotron.”


“Huh,” Vicki said. “I’m on third floor. Recycling some old equipment for new purposes.” 


Benni nodded mutely. She was doing likewise… but she really didn’t want to say which old equipment, or how it was being used. If it worked- and the tests with rats had shown great promise indeed- then nobody would mind. If it failed… then best not to embarrass herself.


Vicki waited only a moment or two for Benni to add some more detail. Satisfied that no more was forthcoming, she said, “Well, see you later tonight, then.”


“Quite possibly,” Benni nodded. 


Outside the building, thunder boomed.


The Experimental Sciences Building was old enough that it had never been named after anyone- which made it very old indeed. It was one of the few buildings remaining on campus with no internal steel framework, made instead of brick and masonry. It stood six stories tall from entry level, with the hillside adding about another story of height. Atop it stood a large tower which served, among other functions, as a lightning rod, making the whole structure that much taller still.


From the base of the tower down the side of the building ran a very thick copper cable, grounding the tower and thus protecting the structure from lightning strike. Or rather it didn’t; it had been stolen the previous evening. Someone had cut the wire from the edge of the rooftop safety cage around the tower down to its anchor point on the ground. At this point it had found its way to a scrap metal merchant in a poorer section of the city who didn’t ask questions about what people brought in.

In the rapidly gathering darkness, columns of lightning strikes marched towards  the campus.


Vicki began the usual equipment checks, beginning sampling from her chemical storage tanks to make sure the suspension formula was ready for the night’s treatment.


Vickie had, with great effort and ingenuity, landed an unrestricted research grant to develop her doctoral thesis in regenerative therapies. She’d spent the money as frugally as possible, scrounging unwanted materials here and there, shopping with great care and precision when only new would do. In the process she’d cut corners- well, quite a few corners, in fact- but the results were what counted in the end.


Her experiments had begun with cell cultures in solution. She’d seen results from the start. She’d recorded every experiment, analyzed everything, cross-checked data, revisited any questionable result, and refined her formula to improve its effect. When no more improvements seemed possible, she’d abandoned the petri dish and skipped animal testing altogether, going straight to human testing.

Specifically, to Vicki Franks testing.


The final setup was relatively simple. The formula itself was mostly water, with the secondary components being glucose, certain salts, and a selection of very particular amino acids. The formula cost more than the rest of the experimental setup combined- mostly because Vicki had bought not merely gallons but barrels full of the stuff. Enough of it to bathe in every night- which she did.


For this purpose she’d dug out of storage an old sensory deprivation tank. The psychiatric and psychological colleges had mothballed it, finding the technique of no further use either for research or therapy. It only required minor modifications to adapt it to the task- and she’d gotten it free for the asking.

The tank had only one window in it- a small porthole, held in place by over a dozen thick stainless steel rivets, on the access hatch. Vicki had modified the plumbing mounts to introduce and pump out the solution, or to flush the tank after use- child’s play. A human body could float inside the tank without touching bottom or sides at all, even with arms fully outstretched. Straps were available to hold a subject below the surface, if necessary; but Vicki didn’t float, and she wouldn’t tie herself under water even if she did, no matter the purpose.
Finally, just in case Vicki got disoriented in the tank, or something went wrong with the experiment or the air supply, there was a very large, very easy to trigger panic lever mounted inside, just under the ceiling which would open the hatch and pump out the tank. In under ten seconds- Vicki had tested this repeatedly- the fluid level would drop enough to allow her to get on her knees in the tank and put her head above water to breathe. (Standing up was only possible with the hatch open.)

This lever gave Vicki the confidence to do without an observer. She would be in the tank alone, soaking for four hours in the solution. At the end of the four hours, she would open the hatch and pull herself out by the rungs, pump the remaining solution into capture tanks for reconditioning and recycling, flush out the tank with clear water, and go back to her apartment to finish her night’s sleep.


As she had done, every night without fail, for over five weeks. With no accidents, no glitches, no failures, no problems of any kind whatever.

Despite her confidence, she tested everything. The solution samples checked out. Both the regular latches and the panic lever were checked to make sure they worked. Quick sprays of formula and water demonstrated the pumps and valves worked properly.


Satisfied, Vicki disrobed, setting her clothes on the table beside the main control computer. She cleaned several spots on her breasts, including her nipples, with gauze and alcohol before applying electrode pads to each spot. A series of switches tested each electrode, giving Vicki the faintest of shocks with each check.


The electrodes were the secret of the technique. While immersed her skin would absorb a tiny portion of the formula, with its water, sugar, and amino acids. Without electric voltage, though, that was all that would happen. Eventually the skin would get saturated. The excess liquid would be retained, then purged once she left the tank. Only the most miniscule portion of the formula would enter the deeper tissues, with the most negligible of effects.

With electricity, even the faint current from the electrodes now stuck to her breasts, the amino acids would become energized. They would combine to form new chains which would enter the nearby tissues, be absorbed by the cells, and trigger certain changes within each. 
With the combination of the charged proteins and the electrical current, cells would convert from their specialized forms back, temporarily, to a variant of stem cell. These cells would then grow and multiply and re-specialize to produce new tissue- fat, muscle, skin, even new capillaries branching off from existing arteries and veins to supply the new flesh. This growth would be fed by the glucose in the solution, plus the salts which also helped make the formula a slight electrical conductor. 

The effect was even localized- the growth would be minimal except in those places directly supplied with electricity. Vicki had considered electrodes on her butt, but decided against it. She wasn’t quite sure she’d get the desired effect when she couldn’t see precisely where the electrodes were placed. She didn’t want to risk a lumpy or misshapen ass until the process showed its results elsewhere.
And it showed results. Vicki took before and after photos and measurements of her bust every night. After five weeks she had gone from what almost a B cup (with a bit of generosity and wishful thinking) to what was virtually a C (no wishful thinking required). The breasts themselves covered more of her chest and stood out just a little bit more. The process thus far had been slow, but now she knew the principle was sound.

The challenge merely gave her an excuse to raise the voltage. 

Experimental Log, Human Subject 1, Day 38. Beginning this treatment voltage doubled on treatment. If effects prove as hypothesized, this should provide a fourfold increase in both the speed and extent of growth. 

From one cup size in five weeks to two cup sizes in two weeks. Vicki wanted it so bad she could almost taste it.

But she put on her sealed oxygen mask and goggles and double-checked the seals anyway. She wanted big breasts, but she didn’t want to take the risks of a bigger stomach… or pancreas… or kidneys… or eyes… or whatever…

Had Benni and Vicki exchanged notes or even worked together, both would have been surprised to see how similar their two approaches were. Each employed both an external source of energy and a carefully balanced formula to stimulate growth where desired. In the loosest of outlines, the treatments could be treated as identical, or close enough.
Benni, though, had taken much more caution with her procedure- for she used not electricity but direct exposure to very high-energy radiation.

One by one Benni made entries for the lab mice- both the control group and for those who had undergone the treatment. The control mice remained as they had been- small, timid, healthy. The experimental mice were larger, fearless almost to the point of aggression, and strong. The control mice cowered in their cages when she reached in; the treated mice leapt out onto her hand, running with surprising speed and resisting being put back with even more surprising strength. This annoyed Benni, but it didn’t worry her; if she became a little more assertive, it might help with finding a boyfriend.
(Or not… she’d tried assertiveness once, when she was a junior, and it had… not gone well. In the least.)

With the last measurement done, Benni placed the cages on a cart and took them upstairs back to Behavioral Studies for reassignment. The control mice would be reused; the treated mice would be retired in some fashion. Benni avoided thinking about that. She couldn’t even bear to mark subjects for dissection, even though she knew scientific thoroughness demanded it. If one of the subjects had died… but none had.
Under normal circumstances Benni would have sought a secondary animal test- a test with an animal large enough that only one attribute could be targeted for growth, rather than the entire body. The challenge changed that. Now she had the hopes of Mu Beta Epsilon riding on her shoulders. If she had something that worked, it was time to show proof- not only for herself, but for all frustrated females around the world.

So, this night, she would cut corners too. She would begin human testing, without controls, on herself- with no oversight or assistance. 

Tonight she would stand in front of the Window.

The university cyclotron was elderly, dating back to the earliest fumbling experiments to explore the structure and nature of the atom. In the early 1950s a prototype nuclear reactor, sodium-cooled, had been added, providing a direct supply of atomic particles for the cyclotron. Neither saw much use; both were tiny and outdated compared to facilities elsewhere (including a more modern nuclear lab elsewhere on campus). There were safeguards in place to prevent their abuse, but Benni, as part of her planned medical specialty, was a fully trained and certified operator. As one of the brightest students to come through the school in years, she had the special privileges required to get around safeguards, to the point of being allowed unmonitored control and access to both reactor and cyclotron.
Up until now she’d been careful not to abuse this privilege. What she was about to do would be a violation of all safety guidelines- a violation of all common sense, without the data from the animal experiments. The treated mice had withstood massive radiation doses without any sign of illness or disease- indeed, based on observation and measurement, healthier than the unexposed control mice.

This was entirely due to the formula. She’d discovered, through a combination of research and experimentation, that certain chemicals would increase resistance to radiation when introduced to living tissue. Then she’d stumbled across a combination that not only increased resistance, but actually allowed the tissue to use the radiation as a direct energy source. From there it had been a simple step to follow the same lines as Vicki, without either woman knowing it, and create a balanced formula that would use this energy to trigger controlled growth.

The application, of course, was completely different. Had Benni known of the tank and the massive quantities of formula Vicki used, she would have been appalled at the sheer inefficiency. Instead of bathing in, or even rubbing on, her formula, Benni would take it intravenously, in a very tiny but concentrated dose per session. The one-liter bag of formula held enough, in her estimation, for at least two weeks’ worth of treatments- probably more. 

Benni opened her blouse, baring her braless breasts. With great care she inserted a hypodermic feed into her arm, striking a vein on her first attempt. She screwed the formula feed line onto the needle, checking the IV stand to ensure that the electronically metered flow would deliver just the tiny trickle of formula needed for the experiment. Last of all, she donned a modified X-ray apron, with the front carefully cut in a specific place to reveal her chest, and only her chest. 
Then she activated the cyclotron, brought a steady stream of radiation online, and stepped over to the Window. It got a capital initial in Benni’s mind because of its significance; it had been the old outflow point for the cyclotron, and thereafter the main observation port for the experimental nuclear reactor, before the dangers of a simple hole in the wall were taken seriously. The metal shutter had been closed up, but never sealed properly, once better methods for observation were installed. 

Those better methods didn’t provide the radiation doses required for Benni’s experiments. Nor did they provide the small, narrow aperture through the thick stone wall that allowed, in a vague sort of way, for the radiation to be targeted at a certain place. Benni had therefore tidied up the reactor’s old control room and then- very, very quietly- fixed the Window so it would open again.
And now, with the cyclotron spitting out particles, fed by the little reactor in its midst, Benni opened the Window and felt the first bursts of radioactive energy kick her in the chest like a hard slap every one point two seconds. 

The first dose, Benni calculated, wouldn’t be enough to kill, or even seriously incapacitate her. If the treatment failed, she’d spend Spring Break in a dizzy, nauseated state with the worst sunburn in the most embarrassing place possible, but not much more than that. 

But if it succeeded- as it must succeed, she reasoned, based on prior evidence and theory- at the end of the treatment a Geiger counter would show her at baseline radiation levels, with no sign that anything had happened.

In which case, each successive night, she’d increase the exposure time. Increase the energy entering her body, focusing on the scarcely-there breasts and feeding their growth-triggering energy into them, where the formula would be waiting and ready to do its job.

Just a few brief minutes of being kicked in the chest with every raspy crackle of the cyclotron, and she’d know, one way or the other…

The winds shrieked above the Experimental Sciences building. The radio tower swayed slightly on its foundations, the metal flexing against the retaining bolts. The flashes of lightning, which had struck again and again at the hills west of campus, took to the skies for a non-stop light show as the storm front crossed into the well-grounded, well-insulated neighborhoods just outside the campus walls. In wild swirls and horizontal gusts the first sheets of rain poured onto Greek Row.

Then, for a brief moment, the night skies went dark except for street lights and the neon signs of the Bookstore Strip.
The wind stilled for the briefest of moments, and then for a full two seconds nighttime fled from the campus as a thick braided stream of wild electricity connected the clouds with the top of the lightning rod tower of the old Experimental Sciences building. 

Without a proper ground, the electrical current passed around and through the building, seeking and finding the old building’s internal electrical system. It found the breaker boxes and fuses and slagged them, molten metal maintaining a circuit. It found the incoming power line and sent a surge up it that fried the transformers in an explosion of sparks and flame.
And, of course, it found Benni and Vicki.

Vicki lay in the tank, fully submerged. Over a hundred gallons of solution circulated under, above, around her naked body. Her lean body and unusually dense bone structure kept her neutrally buoyant, touching neither the bottom nor the top of the tank. A warm, itchy feeling spread through her chest from the electrodes stuck to her breasts. 
At the moment she stared up through the little porthole window in the hatch, for lack of anything else to do. The view was distorted three times over- the thick glass of the hatch, the less-than-totally-clear growth solution, and the goggles which kept the stuff from getting into her eyes. On the other side could, in a dim and blurred sort of way, be seen the spots on the ceiling tiles of the laboratory. This was slightly more interesting than the interior of the tank. Since the only light inside the tank came through the hatch, the inside of the tank was varying featureless flavors of shadow or steel gray. She couldn’t even see the rivets that held its steel walls together.
Vicki wished she could bring a book into the tank with her- but no dry place to put it. Audiobooks would add another electric current in the tank- which, in an experiment with all sorts of corners cut, was one risk too far for Vicki. She’d tried thinking about things- work, dissertations, presentations- but she found herself either going through rather disturbing cycles of ever-intensifying emotion (with mad, sinister mua-ha-ha laughter lurking at the end of it) or, more often, falling asleep. 

Now she just slept. It was very easy to fall asleep in the tank, once one grew comfortable with the air mask. The timer outside the tank was quite loud enough to wake her when it was time to get up. The sleep was usually dreamless; get in the tank, relax, fall asleep, and wake up with maybe a tenth of an inch added to your bustline. Vicki wondered if she’d become addicted to the tank, even if the treatment didn’t work out.

This night Vicki was having trouble falling asleep. Her mind kept going over the challenge. She couldn’t be president of Mu Beta Epsilon again- and one year was enough anyway. She burned with curiosity about what Benni was doing in the basement- but she’d never lower herself enough to ask. To a lesser extent she wondered what the other girls, especially Stevie, would come up with. 

She wondered what would be the one that worked, if hers didn’t. She wondered if it might be something bizarre, like eating a dingo brain pickled in something radioactive using a spoon carved from part of Stonehenge. She wondered, briefly, if she’d be able to go through with it. Ridiculous. Of COURSE she would. Even if Benni came up with it. Pride and jealousy only go so far. She’d never ask Benni what she was doing, but if it worked, she’d kiss Benni’s toes- or other less savory places- to be allowed to use it.

The mind wanders in strange places in a sensory deprivation tank. Vicki was imagining herself and Benni naked with big breasts (Vicki’s were bigger, of course, as was proper) when she noticed the lights flickering through the porthole. She had time enough- just- to wonder, without the words, what caused it.

Then light filled Vicki’s world- light and agony.

Three and a half floors below Vicki, Benni looked anxiously at the timer on the wall. Her chest felt sore and achy from the repeated slaps of radioactivity from the cyclotron. At one pulse per second plus loose change she’d long since lost count of the blows to her chest. She’d tried to tune them out, clear her mind, think of anything else, but as the treatment proceded she’d only felt more irritated, annoyed… angry. She tried to tell herself the feelings were ridiculous, that the pain was worth it for the result. It didn’t help. She was more than ready for the session to end, to the point that she was counting the seconds remaining on the timer.

She was still staring at the timer- seventy-three, seventy-two, seventy-one- when the control panel for the cyclotron and reactor erupted in a burst of loud pops. A few sparks exploded from the button panels as lights shorted. The timer went blank. An instant later the lights in the chamber went out, then gradually came back on, dimmer, weaker. The cyclotron, strangely enough, never missed a beat, continuing to pound particles into Benni’s chest with every second.
Then the frequency of the pulses sped up. Benni heard the reactor’s turbine raise its pitch from a soft moan to a higher, louder hum. The Geiger counter, which heretofore had been mostly silent, began to click and pop. The blows on Benni’s chest came harder and harder, less slaps now than strong, painful kicks to the sternum.

Through the pain Benni reasoned out what had happened. A power surge of some sort had struck the building, causing damage to the reactor controls. The same surge, evidently, had knocked out power to the building. Under such circumstances the reactor was hard-wired to pick up the electrical load. The controls should have shut the reactor and cyclotron off instead… but, obviously, the power surge had somehow prevented that from happening.
Carefully Benni adjusted the radiation apron enough to cover her chest, blocking the cyclotron beam long enough to step out of the direct radiation stream. Cranking up the Window again, unfortunately, would require standing right in front of it, catching a lot more direct radiation than she wanted. She needed to try to repair the reactor controls first, at least enough to shut the cyclotron down and scram the reactor. 

Of course the reactor wouldn’t actually melt down. It had been built specifically to test safety protocols and automatic systems, and had passed flawlessly. In any potential meltdown situation, the liquid sodium coolant would expand, cooling the core. If and when the turbine or coolant pumps stopped, graphite damper rods would slam into the core and brake the fission reaction. Result: total fail safe. But in the meantime the reactor would produce a lot of radiation… and so long as the cyclotron was active and connected, that radiation would leak into the reactor chamber… and, through the open Window, into the control room with Benni.
So: shut the reactor down, then close the Window. 

Fortunately for Benni, this decision took just long enough that she was still standing several feet away from the controls, and thus avoided the shock, when the second lightning strike hit and fried them completely.
Vicki gasped for breath as, after two eternally long, agonizing seconds, the lightning ceased. Unfortunately, while inhuman amounts of electricity ran through her body, she’d thrown off the breath mask. Instead of air she drew in two scalding lungfuls of the growth formula.

Drowning panic instinct took over. Lungs filled with fluid, surrounded by hot liquid, Vicki thrashed madly in the tank for several seconds. It took time, precious time, before her rational mind regained control. She’d survived a massive electrical discharge- no idea how, but she had. Electricity still ran through her body- a lot more than the tingle she’d felt before the strike, but nothing compared to the overwhelming surge from the lightning. She could ignore it in favor of a more urgent need- breathing. She had only seconds left before hypoxia set in to get out of the tank, clear her lungs, and get some air.

Panic lever. This was precisely what it was meant for. She looked around. The lighting and her thrashing had clouded up the solution. She couldn’t see a thing. She’d have to find it by touch.
Vicki stretched up her arm. Something just barely brushed her middle finger. She must be on her side, facing a wall of the tank. A second or two of thrashing corrected that. She reached up again. No lever. She reached to her right. Her fingers found the side of the tank faster than she expected. No lever. She stretched out her left arm and found the other side of the tank- which wasn’t supposed to be possible, she thought briefly as she began moving both hands along the sides of the tank. Her forearm bumped into something- the lever, practically up against her body. How had she missed it? She grabbed it with both hands. 

At that point, about half a minute after the first strike, the second bolt of electricity struck the building- and Vicki.

In her hands, the thick metal lever snapped in two.

Thunder shook the entire Experimental Sciences building, again and again, for an almost continuous fifteen seconds, as a series of lightning strikes hit the radio tower, Uncontrolled electrical power surged through the wiring of the building, melting some wires, fusing others in place. That energy in the sub-basement was dissipated by the ground, but it still had more than enough punch to turn inadequately shielded or obsolescent electronics into so much scrap.

Electricity arced across the reactor controls as the internal circuits and wiring popped, shorted, and melted. The few console lights remaining after the first strike went dark. Smoke, and then flames, rose from the console. Overhead the lights dimmed again, then slowly rose in brightness. The reactor whine rose to a high-pitched roar as it reached maximum output. The Geiger counter’s crackling sounded more like radio static, but it could barely be heard over the much louder constant crackling of the cyclotron, which still pumped radiation like a fire hose into the chamber- faster and faster and faster.
Benni grabbed the fire extinguisher and emptied it on the dead and useless controls. To her mild surprise, she wasn’t the least bit afraid. She was too full of anger and frustration to be scared. Her experiment was ruined. There would be no further treatments, no trials, nothing. The chambers would be ruined, likely uninhabitable for weeks until they could be thoroughly decontaminated and everything loose in them stripped and sealed into containment barrels for disposal. The basement might even be sealed up- or the whole building torn down, if the contamination ran deep enough.

Of course she would take the blame, since her name was on the reactor control roster. Her experiment, likely her career, was ruined- through absolutely no fault of her own! It was so horribly unfair!

Oh, yes- and if she didn’t find some solution very quickly, she would receive a lethal dose of radiation before she could shut the system down manually. 
There were radiation suits, of course- but access would require walking across the cyclotron beam to reach the lockers. She could almost see it now, sparks forming a gossamer line across the room from the Window to the far wall. Staying still was out- enough radiation was bouncing off the walls to flood the whole room now, although not with the physical force of the constant particle stream from the cyclotron. She could evacuate… no. Without human action the reactor would continue to run until power was restored to the building or until it overloaded and shut itself down. Either way the radiation would spread beyond the thick stone walls and through the whole building, turning an expensive accident into a minor disaster. 

And she was a trained operator. She was in charge of the reactor. She was responsible. There was a price for the privilege she’d used to get this far, and it had just come due, final notice.

There was no alternative; she had to go directly into the reactor chamber and shut it down manually. She’d need every bit of protection she could get- a radiation suit, the apron, anything to soak up the radiation…

… soak up the radiation.

That had been the whole point of the experiment, hadn’t it?

Benni looked at the controls on the IV stand. The tube was still connected, the battery-powered feed still working. She set the controls wide open, letting the formula flow into her bloodstream as fast as her body would accept it. The level in the bag dropped visibly as she watched. She didn’t know if that was a good sign… or a very bad one.
She shook her head. No time for observing now. She had to shut that reactor down. Radiation suits. Cross the particle stream to the lockers. She adjusted the radiation apron as much as she could, then took a deep breath and stepped into the cyclotron’s output. The apron didn’t even slow the stream down; an intense battering rain of atomic and subatomic particles showered Benni even through the lead lining of the apron, sending her staggering in pain.

Benni screamed as her vision went green.

Fortunately for Benni, who had more than enough danger to deal with, most of the fury of the lightning storm never reached the basement reactor chambers. The greater portion of it had been channeled by wiring, metal pipe, and arcs directly into the tank in which Vicki floated.
One strike found a weak point in the wiring inside one metal conduit on the lab walls, shorting the circuit and creating an arc hot enough to burn through the conduit and drop the live end against the side of the tank. Three or four strikes later- which is to say, about five seconds later- the metal under the end of the fallen conduit glowed a dull red with the heat of the electrical current. Even when the lightning finally stopped, the reactor beneath the building, acting as the emergency generator of last resort, continued driving power through the wire and conduit into the tank, adding to the current already overloading the electrode system directly connected to Vicki herself.
As a result Vicki thrashed inside the tank of superheated, boiling, churning growth formula. The formula flowed in and out of her lungs as she tried to scream underwater. It surrounded and permeated her skin, saturating it. The electric charges slammed through her body, flowing, interacting with the formula and with her body, which after weeks of treatments had been conditioned to accept both the power and the enzymes which catalyzed it. Now the cells of her body, already flipping states back and forth under the influence of the formula, underwent a new state change. Instead of converting the formula into new tissue using electrical energy, they began using the unlimited power of the lightning… directly.
Vicki’s hands pressed against the sides of the tank. This should have been impossible- the tank had been designed for a man larger than herself to avoid touching any surface within the tank except the rungs at the entry and exit point. Desperately she hammered at the sides of the tank with her fists, kicked at them with her feet, not noticing- not able to notice- that the tank rocked slightly, and rocked more with each blow. She didn’t even notice that, despite being technically drowned and without oxygen for more than a minute, she wasn’t actually asphyxiating. 
Vicki Franks was beyond all lucid thought. Agony danced along her nerves. Her skin ached under boiling heat. Her muscles kept spasming. Her bones ached and throbbed. She couldn’t see, she couldn’t hear, she was in pain and confused and terrified out of her mind. The only thought that could be put into a word, if thought it could be called, was OUT, OUT, OUT.

Her knees hit the floor of the tank even as her head banged the top. Her hand found the edge of the observation porthole, and the hatch. Vicki didn’t even think of the handle, only inches from her hand, that would let her escape. She braced her back against the tank’s ceiling, taking an additional electrical jolt from the current running through the tank’s metal walls, and brought both fists forward to pound on the hatch itself.

On the first blow, the tank rocked again.

On the second blow, the hatch bent outwards. 

On the third blow, the hatch bent a little more, opening a hairline gap in the seal between hatch and tank.

The pressure inside the tank dropped slightly, and dozens of gallons of superheated formula, mainly water, flashed into steam and rushed into the gap.
The tank exploded.

Benni pushed herself up on hands and knees. Somehow she’d pushed herself through the beam, past the direct spray of radioactive energy from the cyclotron, and out the other side. She hurt. Her entire body throbbed, almost in time with the spitting, crackling pulses of energy shooting across the room. Everything was cloaked in some kind of green haze, making it hard to see clearly. Her own pulse thundered in her ears as her muscles twitched, spasmed, and cramped. 

Were these symptoms of radiation sickness? Benni didn’t think so, but she couldn’t really remember. It was so very hard to think, with the pain, the noise of the reactor, the cyclotron, the Geiger counter, everything. She had the urge, the powerful urge, to just smash things until the noise and pain stopped. 

No. Get control of yourself. First get that suit on. Then get in the reactor room and shut it down. 

She managed to get up onto her feet. Each step required concentration, overriding muscle cramps and aches, compensating for sudden twitches and spasms that threw off her balance. Her pants felt tight on her legs, the seat riding up uncomfortably, the knees struggling to bend against the taut fabric. Ignore it. Keep going. Get that suit on.
A few steps brought her to the lockers of radiation suits. The suits were full body, one size fits nobody particularly well. On Benni the things had always been bulky and loose, awkward to put on, awkward to work in, awkward to take off. Now, as she stepped awkwardly into the lower section of the suit, it seemed perfectly sized, perhaps even snug. She got one sleeve into the top. The other sleeve wouldn’t go over the IV drip. Benni looked at the bag of formula; it was empty. Useless. She ripped the IV out, needle and all, and threw it away. A short trickle of blood- green in Benni’s vision, as was everything else- seeped from the entry point, then stopped.

Other sleeve- on. Hood- on. Zipper- up. For some reason this took an effort around her chest, something which had never, ever happened to Benni before on any garment. Under any other circumstances she would have celebrated. She paid it no mind. She hurt too much. She was too angry. She was in too much danger. ON you stupid rag! Zzzzip. Snaps sealing the zipper, sealing top to bottom, securing hood to the rest of the suit. Gloves on last. Done.

Under the suit, her shirt, still unbuttoned, stretched against her shoulders. Irritating. She flexed and stretched her shoulders, and the shirt gave way up the back, giving her free movement again.
There. Suit on. Tight, confining, horrible annoying suit. Done. Now, go stop the damn reactor. 


The door to the reactor and cyclotron, of course, lay back on the other side of the beam. She would have to cross through the passive radiation coming from the reactor, then the almost solid stream of energy from the cyclotron, to get to the door. The lead apron had been no protection at all the last time; would the full-body suit be any better?

For a brief moment, at last, Benni felt actual fear. The pain of crossing through the beam burned fresh in her mind. She never wanted to hurt like that again. The logical thought that not doing it again meant a slow, agonizing death held no weight against the certain knowledge of the pain to come when she did. Please, she thought, make this not be happening. Make it stop.


Then a fresh wave of rage washed both fear and logic away. It will stop. I will MAKE it stop. With no further thought she strode forward, much faster now, and stepped square into the path of the cyclotron beam.


Her momentary fear had been justified; the rad suit hardly slowed the beam down before it struck her body and flooded it again with energy.


Before, Benni had screamed. Now she roared.


A few seconds previous, things had been very exciting in the third floor laboratory.

Had anyone been standing outside the tank, they would have seen it rock with some impact from within. Then they would have seen the hatch bulge outward slightly after another impact. Then, a split second after a third impact, had their eyes been fast enough to capture it, they would have seen the tank come unraveled at its seams, rivets showering the entire room in an explosion of steam and steel. A lesser amount of liquid would have splashed out of the bottom of the tank as the splits ran down to the floor. A moment later the electrical conduit which had lain against the tank slid down into the rapidly growing puddle of liquid around the tank, sending up fresh sparks as it splashed.


If the purely hypothetical observer had survived all this, then for a few moments things would have seemed to calm down for him. Then the remains of the tank would be forced back further, the steel plates being peeled and bent backwards like the rind of a fruit- and almost as easily. 


A creature forced its way up out of the wreckage of the tank, taking huge, rasping breaths of air. It towered over the remains of the tank. Its dull gray skin glistened with moisture. Muscles ran down its arms like thick, twisted cables. Long black hair, still soaked with the liquid from the tank, hung down from its scalp, partially obscuring its face. Its chest heaved with each breath, enormous firm breasts bobbling slightly as it- she- gasped and moaned with relief.

The creature reached down and absent-mindedly tore apart the last plate of steel in front of her, stepping through it without a thought. Her first step landed in the liquid next to the live electric conduit, and she gasped with shock. Her hair sparked and rustled with static electricity, steam boiling off it. It dried rapidly, standing on end, growing kinky as it dried, revealing twin streaks of white hair growing from her temples. In about twenty seconds the whole of her hair stood up in an enormous beehive-like shock, brushing the ceiling of the laboratory.


Looking around like a serpent thrashing in anger, the creature spotted the sparking electrical wire. She reached down and grasped it directly, pulling it up from the floor. Sparks showered from the ends of her hair… and from two rivets which had bloodily embedded themselves on either side of her neck. With a grunt she yanked hard on the conduit, ripping it loose from the wall. The current ceased.


Nodding slightly with satisfaction, she looked around herself, eyes wide in noncomprehension. The lab floor was awash in the growth formula. The last bits of it trickled from the holding tanks- the valves had been ripped loose in the tank explosion. On the computer table her clothes burned, set on fire when the computer next to them had taken a direct hit from the lightning. In short, the place was a total mess. The creature, dazed and in shock, wandered aimlessly around the wreckage, looking everywhere, seeing nothing.


She walked past a wall-mounted work station, with gas spigots, sink, and a mirror that had by chance escaped the spray of rivets. Her eyes flickered at a hint of motion; then her head turned to look at the mirror, where her reflection stared wide-eyed back at her. The mirror ran from the countertop up to the ceiling, giving the creature an excellent view of herself from head to thighs. She reached a hand forward, towards the tremendous spheres on the reflection’s chest, towards the abs that stood full and defined above the blackness of her pubic hair. 

The reflection, of course, reached back, and the creature jerked back its own hand in surprise. It waved its hand; the reflection matched the movement. The two things clicked in the creature’s mind. Mirror. Reflection. This… and that… are the same… are… me…


Slowly the creature looked down at its own hand, long black fingernails rising from sickly grey fingers. Her eyes tracked up the wrist and arm, noting the astounding muscles shifting against each other. She looked down at her chest, which blocked direct view of anything below. 


The mind of Vicki Franks, which had curled up on itself and vanished in the tank under the onslaught of pain and panic, reawakened. She looked in the mirror and saw the creature- herself- eyes still wide but now focused very sharply on the glass. On the creature with wide reddened eyes, freakish hair, two bits of metal sticking out of her bloody neck (one on each side), staring back at her with shock and disgust.

Vicki tried to scream, but her lungs and throat were still healing- though at a fantastic pace- after being filled with boiling hot formula. What came out was a half-strangled wet hiss, which terrified her still further.


Vicki’s mind passed out again, and this time it took the creature’s body with it. The titanic form slumped forward, bounced off the workstation counter, and flopped backwards into a puddle of formula. A nearby power cord, half melted and still live, sparked and twitched as she hit the liquid, sending fresh current into her already overcharged body.


The electrical shock would have injured or even killed an ordinary human. Compared to what had come before, it was so mild that the creature Vicki had become didn’t even twitch.


The walls and floors of the Experimental Sciences Building were thick, stout masonry. Three and a half floors below, Benni hadn’t heard the tank explode. Now, three and a half floors above, Vicki didn’t hear the roar.


A hypothetical observer in the basement would see a figure in a radiation suit being struck by a tiny but very bright beam of light that seemed to pulse and flow back and forth. The figure stood almost on tiptoe, back arched, arms thrown up and wide in agony, the whole trembling and shaking uncontrollably. Aside from the beam, a few surviving light fixtures, and a red alarm light flashing on and off, there was no other light- no mysterious green glow or mist emanating from the slit-window in the wall through which the lance of energy came. The green glow lay entirely in the eyes of Benni Bruce, and as the reactor and cyclotron threw every ounce of radiation they had direct into her, she could see nothing else.


Inside Benni’s body the megadose of her formula, the far-past-lethal dose of radiation, and adrenal hormones combined, synergized, and surged through every part of her body. Tissues already saturated with both, already rushing to adapt to the energy and the catalyst, hit the same point of no return Vicki’s body experienced in the tank. Genetic markers shifted position. Cells began using the radiation directly. Organs altered themselves first to absorb it, then to store it, then to create more of the formula to catalyze it into growth.


Three flights up Vicki’s body had gone through the same process in the tank. Now, in the basement, it was Benni’s turn to mutate into a creature of her own.

The snaps on the radiation suit were the first to give way, unsnapping as Benni’s torso added mass. Her breasts had been first and longest exposed to the treatment, and their tissues had adapted most completely to her new metabolism; now they led the growth spurt, pressing hard against the zipper of the suit. Behind them her rib cage expanded, muscles building around the bones, ripping apart the last remains of the seams on her shirt.


The legs of the radiation suit tightened, first as Benni grew taller, then outwards as feet and legs grew in size and strength. The seam joining top to bottom of the suit ripped apart, exposing pale skin. The waist of the suit bottom snapped open, sliding down hips growing rapidly wider with each moment. Beneath them, her pants split apart at the seams, beginning in the ass and then zipping down the side seams as thighs expanded with muscle.

The creature Benni was becoming took an enormous breath and roared again, flexing its arms and splitting apart the radiation suit’s sleeves. Hands clenched into fists, ripping the gloves apart in the process. The thick muscular arms drove forward as she flexed her back, splitting apart the back of the suit. Pressure eased only momentarily on the front; a moment later she threw her shoulders back, and the seams holding the zipper in place burst at mid-chest, exposing cleavage already deep and growing deeper by the moment.


This relief was not enough for the creature. The hood remained on, holding the rags of the radiation suit on her body. It had to go. She thrashed her head back and forth, trying to throw it off. A few second later it began to slip backwards, pulled down as she grew too tall for the hood to stretch from shoulders to head. One final thrash sent it back and off, freeing long, wild dark hair, tinged with a hint of green.


With a groan the creature shrugged the rags of the radiation suit. She grunted louder as the beam of energy struck bare flesh. Her skin, already a sickly shade, became greener with every pulse of radiation. Her body continued to grow, already closer to seven feet tall than six, with muscles rippling across her body with the slightest movement. Her breasts outgrew the rest of her, having gone from nothing to impressive spheres standing firmly from a broad chest.

Snarling, the creature looked through the Window at the source of the beam- the emitter end of the cyclotron, and within its circuit the nuclear reactor and its roaring turbine. Thoughts came to the creature not in words, but in a roiling blur of images and emotion. The pain comes from that thing. I will make the pain stop. I will make IT stop.


The creature walked straight towards the Window, straight against the radiation stream. The door was only a few steps away, but she paid it no mind. The pain did not come from the door. The pain came from there, and so she would go there and stop it. She grabbed the inside edges of the Window and pulled, trying to widen the gap. At first nothing much happened. Then slowly, loudly, the thick steel frame on the upper side of the Window began to bend and deform, pulling back and away from the stonework. The lower side, with the thick plate that normally sealed the Window shut in its slot, didn’t budge.


Roaring again with pain and frustration, the creature left off pulling at the frame. If she couldn’t use the hole the pain came through, she would make a new hole. 


A massive lime-green fist pulled back, and then struck forward.


Outside, the rain poured down, as the storm front passed and took its lightning with it. Thunder, though, continued to shake the Experimental Sciences building.

The first boom woke Vicki from her faint. She jerked upright, giving a quick glance to the electrical outlets, the light fixtures, looking for sparks. There weren’t any, except around her butt where she sat in the puddle. She glanced around, saw the remains of the electrode control box, grabbed it, and yanked the plug out of the wall. The tingling stopped.


A moment later, the second boom came. The room shook a little. Again Vicki looked around. Still no power surge. A third boom echoed, and the room shook again. So, Vicki thought, not a lightning strike this time. Something else is happening to the building. Probably something very bad. I better get out of here.

Vicki got to her feet, pausing a moment to shake off the fluid from her legs. She took a moment (BOOM) to look around the ruin of her lab. The tank looked like a used and crumpled sardine can. The formula tanks were empty, their contents either puddled on the floor or trickling down the floor drains. Her computer was on fire, as were her clothes. Good thing I shut off the gas lines to this room, she thought. She reached over (BOOM) to see if her purse could be salvaged.


She saw her arm. She saw the deathly gray of her skin. She saw how much thicker her arm was- still the right shape, more or less, not like Popeye or anything, but more like a well-toned bodybuilder’s. Most of all, her arm stretched out (BOOM) as it was, her hand was a lot farther away than it ought to be.

The memory of what happened after the lightning passed before her eyes. She rushed over (BOOM) to the mirror behind the workstation. She looked at herself again- the hair standing on end (though thankfully not sparking anymore), the immense muscles from biceps down to abs and below… the great (BOOM) huge (BOOM) gigantic (BOOM) TITS. Vicki stared at them for several long moments, forgetting everything else around her. Finally she reached up to touch them, feel them… yes, very real, massive, quite genuinely THERE.

For a couple of seconds, Vicki Franks experienced total, untainted bliss. She even forgot the rest of the package that came with the breasts. Her dream had come true, and the rest of the world could just sit and wait while she enjoyed it.

The rest of the world disagreed. The building BOOMed again, shaking Vicki out of her trance. Big boobs or not- big everything or not- she still had to get out of the building. Never mind the purse. She strode over to the door- and realized she would have to duck to get out. The door was seven feet tall… and her eye level faced the top of the frame. She noticed, for the first time, that her standing hair actually brushed the ceiling of the lab. This discovery shocked her again- it still hadn’t sunk in just how much bigger she was all over, not just in the chest, but from head to toe.


BOOM!


The building shook harder than ever before. Vicki felt the floor rise, then settle under her feet slightly. She stopped and waited for the next BOOM.. which never came. Whatever was happening, had happened. Below her. 

Benni!


Ducking down, she ran through the door and to the stairwell, noting in the back of her mind that each of her own footsteps shook the building a little (boom boom boom boom). She flew down the first flight of stairs, then stopped as she saw red, flickering light coming down the hallway. 

The second floor was on fire. 


Vicki hissed- her throat still hurt abominably, as did her neck where the rivets still stuck out of her skin, and making any noise made it worse. She took a more careful look; the whole floor wasn’t on fire, but there was a lot of fire coming from one classroom, and smoke coming from a couple of others. There was a fire alarm next to the stairwell, and Vicki pulled it. It snapped off in her hand. She tried to trip the stub with one finger, and the whole alarm came out of the wall. Oops.

Down to the ground floor. A couple of other small fires. Another fire alarm. Pull very gently. The alarm system still worked- thankfully. There. Help is on the way. Now for the basement- and Benni.

Vicki rushed down the last flight of stairs to the basement, then down the hall to the smaller stairway leading to the sub-basement labs. As soon as she opened the stairwell door she heard the roar of the nuclear reactor. A moment later she heard other things: the cracking of electric sparks, the screech of metal being twisted and smashed, and a deep, almost animal roaring. Roar, smash, screech, spark. Roar, screech, smash, spark. 

Vicki felt her stomach sink. Benni had been working on her own project- almost certainly towards the same ends, possibly with similar methods to her own. And if the lightning had done to Benni’s experiment what it had done to her own… if Benni’s experiment had done to HER what Vicki’s had done to herself… She looked down at her body. Big boobs, yes, but a giant body, hair that belonged on a scouring pad, skin that belonged on a cadaver, a face that belonged on a Star Trek alien


… the one from the episode with the giant spaceship that looked like a uranium atom model, whatever it was, why am I wasting time thinking about this? If the same thing happened to Benni…

The reactor control room door wouldn’t open at first. Vicki pushed just a little bit extra… and the hinges sheared off, the bottom part of the door barking her shins as the top tumbled back over a pile of broken masonry. The wall separating lab from reactor chamber had been pretty much removed; the ceiling sagged considerably where the wall had been. It wasn’t a load-bearing wall as such, not in a sub-basement, but there was still a lot of weight overhead. Stone and bricks and mortar lay strewn across half the floor, with a thick old steel panel, twisted and dented beyond belief, lying on top of the largest pile. Vicki noted the wreckage of the reactor controls, an overturned IV stand, scraps of torn clothing (including the remains of a radiation suit) half covered by rubble, and the feeble occasional click from a worn-out Geiger counter. The parallels to her own lab didn’t comfort Vicki in the least.

A loud roar, louder than the reactor’s generator, drew Vicki’s attention back to the hole. She pushed her way through the hole, fragments of mortar catching in her hair as it brushed the top. The cyclotron, or at least large sections of it, lay in huge mangled pieces on the floor. Sparks flew here and there from wiring on the wrenched and twisted mounts. A hydrogen flame flickered from the end of the intact portion of the cyclotron, exhaust gases from the reactor feed. 


All of this, of course, served framed the tiny inner reactor chamber at the center of the room. Standing a little more than six feet tall from the floor, its small domed cylinder casing withstood the hammer blows of a giant woman- muscular, shapely, immensely endowed, and as unnatural a dark green as Vicki’s current dull gray. Next to it, the coolant pipes, pumps, and energy turbine roared along, hot molten sodium turning heat into electricity despite the monster- despite Benni- trying her best to stop it.


Doubled green fists rose up, drove down on the top of the reactor casing. The metal casing clanged. Underneath Vicki could hear the concrete walls of the reactor cracking. The fists came down again, and the casing dented inwards slightly. 

“Benni!” Vicki shouted- or tried to. Her sore neck and throat would only permit a croaking hiss, even now. Her lungs no longer hurt, so why did her throat- no, no, no time… In any case, the green creature didn’t seem to notice or care. She brought her fists up again for another strike. Vicki lunged forwards, not noticing the massive sparks drawn from the torn cyclotron wires into her own body, and grabbed Benni’s arm before it could come down.

Benni’s head turned, long unkempt hair swishing, to glare at the interloper. For a brief moment two titanesses stood, eye to eye. Vicki saw no intelligence, no recognition in Benni’s glittering green eyes- only raw animal rage. Then the green giantess swung her arms out and wide, throwing her gray counterpart off her arm and slinging her backwards into a wall. Vicki picked herself up, leaning on one of the broken cyclotron supports, ignoring more sparks of electricity running through her body from the live wiring. She could not stop Benni from bringing down her fists again, deepening the dent in the casing, but a moment later she took the green creature in a flying tackle, pulling her away from the reactor. 

The two amazons slammed into a still-intact section of the cyclotron. Benni roared in fresh anger, turning her fist against Vicki. Vicki felt the blow, felt the impact run through her body like a freight train, and yet felt little pain. She returned the blow, putting enough power through it that the cyclotron section sheared through under Benni’s body. The hydrogen flame went out. The two women traded punch for punch, each barely noticing impacts strong enough to kill normal humans. All the while radiation poured from the reactor and the wrecked cyclotron into Benni’s body, while arcs of electricity from bare wires and from the reactor’s turbine leaped into Vicki’s body. 

Finally Benni dodged one of Vicki’s blows and came round with a wild haymaker right hook. The blow sent Vicki flying, ringing her bell hard enough that when she landed she was slow to get up. The annoying interruption disposed of, Benni turned her attention back to the reactor, striding to the casing, doubling her fists, and raising them high once more. 


Vicki’s eyes came back into focus just in time to see the mighty fists come down on, and through, the casing.


Within the casing liquid sodium at extreme pressure and temperature found a quick exit, just as another liquid had done in another pressure vessel three floors up and less than half an hour before. 


The result was if anything more explosive than the steam explosion that ruptured Vicki’s tank. The concussion sent both mutated women flying, slamming them against the wall, slumping to the floor of the reactor room unconscious.


Several hours later, and with extreme caution, emergency crews finally penetrated the basement. 


The university fire department, after shutting off the gas feed to the building, had used dry chemical foam rather than water to extinguish the various fires in the Experimental Sciences building. The danger of water reacting with a great number of the chemicals in the building- to say nothing of the sodium coolant for the reactor- kept the hoses on the truck. Early tests with radiation gear showed slightly elevated levels on the first floor, so the fire crews never went into the basement. Hazardous materials disposal was called in, and a team equipped itself and, very cautiously, descended.

Three members of the team entered the reactor chamber. One waved a Geiger counter over the room as the other two, lanterns in hand and danger tags on their radiation suits, carefully approached the reactor. A fourth one stayed at the hole between control room and reactor, waving an air sensor carefully.

“How’s the air?” the lead haz-mat man said.


“Pretty clean,” the fourth said. “Barely a trace of sodium peroxide, no hydrogen to speak of at all. The fires upstairs must have provided enough convection to keep air circulating when the fans shut down.”


“Better let the firefighters know to check for inhalation hazards. Some of the stuff might have been in the air where they were working. Watch your step,” the first haz-mat man added to the two men with him, “there’s some free sodium over here. It’s a miracle it didn’t catch fire.”


“Will you look at that,” the second man said, pointing to the ruptured reactor casing. “The coolant must have splashed out when the reactor blew. We better not stay in here very long.”


“Um,” the third man, the one with the Geiger counter, grunted uncertainly. “This is really strange, guys…”


“What is?”


“I’m only getting normal background radiation. Less than normal, really. Everything in this room is ice cold so far as this thing is concerned.”


“What? That’s impossible. This room should be full enough of rads to fill our annual limit in under half an hour, even as small as this reactor is.”


The man with the Geiger counter walked over to the reactor and held it directly over the breach. Only a few faint, tentative clicks came from the speaker. 


“This is… this is absolutely impossible. Even totally spent fuel rods would be at least eighty percent hot. And this is a breeder- there should be plutonium traces and other nastiness here. The casing should be hot, especially as long as this one has served. The sodium should be loaded with Na-24. And even the outer lab should have higher than background traces of radiation in the walls and equipment.”


“So what? Did some radiation monster get hungry, come down and suck up all the rads?”


“Convenient for us.”


“Hey!” One of the lanterns dipped to the floor. “Got a body here. Woman, naked, kinda plain.”


“Yeah, got another one near the hole,” the fourth team member said. “Naked too. White streaks in her hair. Got a couple wounds on her neck, shrapnel or something still stuck in ‘em. Bring one of those lights.”

As the other lantern lowered slightly for a better look, the young woman groaned slightly, shifted position, and then fell slack again.


“Holy shit,” the fourth hazmat man said, “she’s still alive…”


END CHAPTER ONE

