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Dr. Izumi aimed his weapon at Kellie, hostilely saying, "Another one?! I don't know why you're here, but I had nothing to do with that! Kellie did this to you!"

Kellie removed her hand from her face, revealing herself to her former superior. "Dr. Izumi...it's me. Mind putting that down?" she cautiously beseeched.

Izumi still kept the shotgun trained on her and lifted his head to examine the big-bellied blonde. "...Kellie?!" he spat out, absolutely shocked.

Kellie took a step forward, and Izumi planted his feet—putting his eye back on the sights.

"Stop right there! Who did this to you...Kristene?!" he angrily demanded.

Kellie mentally cringed, not sure how to take that. It somewhat insulted her, but from his perspective, she understood the confusion. She stroked her slickly dyed hair and replied with, "...I did this to myself. I haven't seen Kristene since the peer review."

Izumi thought it over, lowered the gun, and responded, "You don't know..."

She felt a sense of foreboding from his words, and her hands went protectively to her powerful belly, feeling insecure. "What are you talking about?" she fearfully inquired.

He put the firearm to his side and sighed, replying, "Your little project has run out of control. They called in the National Guard! ...St. Louis is in a state of emergency."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Kellie stepped out of the shower, grabbing the towel he had set out for her. She didn't even get in the house before he insisted on it. Truthfully, she hadn't cleaned herself in a few days, and the hour-long belly worship didn't help matters. Her ego was stroked again when her vast belly made her bathe with the glass door open. She dried herself off and put on the clothes also provided by the accommodating Andrew Izumi, his minor generosity surprising her. She supposed their professional relationship was what's saving her from him calling the authorities, or putting a shell into her.

Her display of belly strength made the latter a small possibility of actually hurting her. On that aspect, she was glad the second Shift was starting to show signs of beginning. If this went well, it would be the first thing she would take care of. At the moment, she needed to catch up with current events. She'd been so focused on staking out Izumi and being on-the-run, she didn't know what was going on in the world around her. Her phone was one of the first things she ditched, knowing it could be tracked. She had to journey to a hole in the wall two hours away just to find a man who sold burner phones out of his trunk.

It also happened to be an old flip phone, and didn't have access to the Internet. She had been paying attention to the news channels, but the last time she paid attention to that was at her last motel, and that was two days ago. She was eager to hear the latest development, yet dreaded the scope of it. Kristene had changed into a superior mindset, and from that, it could mean a number of unacceptable things. Kellie pulled a red shirt over her head and snickered when she tried to pull it down. Izumi was about the same size as her, though with her enormous ball of hard flesh, it covered very little of the stretched skin.

She looked at herself in the mirror, observing that it didn't have a single blemish. She was glad that facet had carried over, and it made her admire her belly more than she should. Her personality was still intact, but the belly affection was still coming on very strong, and she didn't mind a second of it. Nevertheless, she needed to get this conversation over with, so she exited the downstairs bathroom. Kellie didn't bother putting anything over her panties, not seeing a point on ruining more clothing. She should be modest in front of him. Be that as it may, she viewed it as immaterial if the proceedings ended up copasetic.

She entered the sparsely furnished great room of Izumi's mostly desolate mansion. He was listening to some classical music on his phone, cleaning his loafers—the automatic weapon not far from reach. That was when regret started to hit her. She'd gone from a rising star in her field to a renegade criminal with a stomach bigger than a small boulder. Andrew noticed her presence and flinched before promptly composing himself.

"Sit, Kellie. I would offer you something to eat, but you did ruin my career." he stated backhandedly.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Kellie's
Parasite(s)

Arc 2. Ch. 2]






OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





