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Butterfly
By Wes Braswell

	The white wings of the butterfly beat in rhythm with the bolts of lightning that pierced the clouds above, and struck the channel rods with great claps of bass. The rain splat and rattled the steel gutters to the tempo of a tambourine, and the rush of the flooded drain channels provided a through-line of melody to the whole piece. As Alix walked beneath the shelter of the storm pass, the butterfly flew close behind his ear. The wings flaps took the top level of the mix of the night’s storm, all the while people went about their daily lives without a pause. The people of Blackspark are used to the storm’s symphony, and they move to its tune.
	Alix hopped a guard rail and skipped to a sheltered doorway, on the bottom level of a block-complex. He knocked a metal panel to the side of the door. The plate slid down to show a weathered industrial comm-pad. Alix tapped a button, and leaned in. “This is Alix for Dr. Kypher.” The comm-pad beeped, and a wave-line showed up on the display screen. “Ah, Alix! Glad you made it. Come on in.” The door slid to the side with a horrid scrape, and Alix stepped inside. The butterfly followed through.
	Alix stepped past the industrial tools and piles of broken aug parts that dotted the shelves around him and the workshop table in center. The overheads were soft cyan spotlights, and Alix stopped to notice them. “New lights, Doc?” Alix continued to the plast-eek curtain at the back.
	“Yeah. The green was nice, but it made my eyes hurt too much. And ey, blue’s relaxing, right?” The voice came from behind the curtain.
	Alix pulled the curtain back. Dr. Kypher was sitting by a holo-projector and a large medical seat, fitted with restraints and two metal arms with syringe grip pads. Kypher’s aug-eye focused on Alix. “Any changes to the design before we begin, buddy?” Kypher’s smile showed an array of metal-capped teeth.
	Alix scratched his beard. “Nah, think we went over everything already.”
	“Alrighty,” Kypher pointed to a medical under-shirt and briefs on the seat. “Change into those, and we’ll get started.”
	Alix changed, and took a seat. His arms shook when Kypher pulled the restraints on tight. Kypher put his augged hand on Alix’s shoulder.
	“Don’t worry, kid. I know it looks scary. But this way’s a hell of a lot faster. No long hormonal developments or need for several surgeries.” Kypher typed a few words into a keypad next to the projector, and a holo-gram of Alix popped up. “We’ll be using a process called RHT; Rapid hormonal transformation. I’ve got the levels all worked out. Should be a cake walk. Ready, Alix?”
	The butterfly landed on Alix’s hand, its wings having changed from lightning white to cyan blue. Alix looked to the butterfly, and nodded.
	“Okay,” Kypher typed a few more numbers, and the chairs metal arms padded grips squeezed Alix’s arms. The syringes popped forward into Alix’s skin, and a steady drip of fluids filtered out of them. “Alright, now you should start to feel a little warm, and-“
	Alix began to shake and blubber as one of his arms twisted and popped. His skin became slick and pink, and his hand and arm became tentacle like. The butterfly flew off his hand.
	“Uhhhh,” Kypher hit the keyboard a few more times. “Okay, that’s not supposed to happen. But, your heart rates fine, so you’re in no danger at least! Must be a problem with the levels.” Alix’s tentacle arm slipped free of the restraints and tried to grab at the butterfly. It spun in the air to dodge the tentacle’s attacks.
	“Okay hold up. I got this, I got this.” Kypher hit the keyboard again. Both of Alix’s arms began to twist again. The skin hardened and became chitinous as his hands formed into pincers. They reached out and tried to snap at the butterfly. “Okay, I don’t go this,” Kypher said as he typed away with machine-gun bravado.
	Alix tried to form words, but all that came out was “BLEGHEGHEHELEEHEIGEH.”
	“Okay, kid, don’t worry, I’m gonna try…” Kypher hit the command key. More fluids injected from the syringes. Alix’s entire body now shook as if an electric jolt shot through his spine. His body turned from a human’s into a fish-man hybrid, with sticky wet skin and gils. Alix’s giant fish-eyes looked at Kypher’s. Even the black void of a fish’s eye could convey a look of fear.
	“Alix, I promise, you will get through this. And I ain’t even gonna charge you for this. Just hold on.” Kypher typed away at the keyboard. “There’s something that got into the hormone batch, I’m gonna isolate it. You’re in no danger, I swear-“
“BLIBDOOLOPBIPBLIP,” Alix said.
	“I agree one-hundred percent, kid. This sucks.”
	Kypher looked at the keypad. His display showed over one-hundred sequences. “I don’t know… which one?” Kypher said, under his breath.
	The butterfly landed on the display. It’s wing unfolded to show a new design; a lovely spiral and swirl pattern.
	“Will you get off my monito-“ Kypher shooed it with his hand. The butterfly flew away. Kypher looked at the sequence the butterfly was covering with its wings. “That’s it!” Kypher entered a few keys and hit the command with authority.
	Alix shook again with a violent surge. His eyes glassed over. He fell into blackness.
. . .
	Alix’s eyes fluttered open. She looked down at her slender body. Her hands were resting on her chest. But her skin was cyan blue, with a dark blue swirl pattern all over.
	Kypher was seated next to her. When he saw her awake, he put a hand on her shoulder. “Ey kiddo. You took a lil nap. Alix, I am so sorry. Something got in the batch, that wasn’t supposed to happen.”
	“My skin…” Alix’s voice was soft and sweet.
	“Side effect from the imbalance in the batch. I’ll clean it out and when you come back, we can get you the body you asked for, I promise. No charge.”
	Alix sat up and walked to the mirror-screen beside her. She saw the beautiful pattern that danced and played its way all along her. Her eyes were filled with tears. The butterfly landed on her shoulder and beat its wings. She turned back to Kypher.
“It’s beautiful.”
