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The bulky abdominal mound moved from side to side as the brown-haired female headed down a shabby hallway of a Section 8 apartment complex. Kellie quickly pushed in and swallowed a glazed treat she got from John’s Donuts in downtown St. Louis. The forever-voracious parasites made her crave sweets the most and she had consumed a dozen of them on the walk to here. Behind her, the hard-hearted Jessica was guarding the rear, hand on the grip of her SIG Sauer M17. The pistol remained out of sight, situated in her unfastened shoulder holster. The scientist and her head of security had traveled two hours by car at the insistence of the former. The latter expressed her disapproval for the last two hours, complaining about the vulnerable position it put them in. Above that, the situation left the Breakers without two of their most essential members. Even so, the divided house would soon discover the individual strength they would need to face their respective threats. Her big, two a half a foot wide belly snarled for more, sensing the danger.

“We should retreat. This has 'set up' written all over it. I can’t believe you convinced me to come. I should have clocked you over the head once you told me we had to come down to the projects to see a little old lady in the dead of night.” Jessica scorned, making a tsk sound with her tongue. The chary yet courageous Stewart let her palm aggressively stroke the rounded gut, the amber-colored fabric beginning to chafe the outstretched skin. She reached the door at the end of the corridor and firmly knocked on it a few times. Jessica stood beside her and disengaged the safety mechanism of the handgun tucked in her windbreaker. 

A voice matching the description of the person in question yelled, “J-Just a moment! I don’t get around like I used to.” Kellie heard the soldier make another scoff and in response, nudged the athletic Asian with her belly, looking at her with a condemning facial expression. They stayed put for half a minute before the entrance creaked agape, a hunched over senior wearing a faded sweater and square-lensed glasses appearing. “Oh goodness, I didn’t know you were bringing company. Is that you, Kellie? I think I recognize your pretty face from the pictures on the news but your hair isn’t...blue.” the mother of Kristene innocently inquired.

Kellie felt the warmth of the compliment, the senior reminiscent of her own. She ran a nervous finger through a strand and replied, “Oh, I went back to my natural hair color during the whole...mess. And this is Jessica Tse...my bodyguard. I still have a lot of people invading my privacy after the incident so it became necessary. I apologize for not saying anything earlier.” 

Mrs. Rothenberg opened the entry some more, giving her a sympathetic look and came back with, “It’s okay, honey. I have reporters hounding me every day. If my husband was still around, he would have gotten rid of them on the first day. He was meaner than a wet panther. ...Look at me clucking away. Come in. Make yourself at home.” The gray-haired woman left the doorway fully ajar, revealing a cluttered but homely living space, appearing as though she had lived here for many years. The belly barely made it past the edges of the doorframe, coming into the crowded living room, stacks of old newspaper blocking her view of the place. Jessica followed her, grumbling about the presence of multiple blind spots. The elder gestured to her right and pleasantly instructed, “Take a seat in the living room. Be careful with that baby bump. It’s a bit cramped in here. I’ll be with you beautiful ladies after I use the bathroom. At this age, when you got to ‘go’, you got to go.”

Stewart smiled and slightly nodded, observing the widowed and childless lady shuffle to the restroom with her worn cane. Tse waited until she disappeared, drawing the firearm, placing a steady hand on the majestic tummy, and ordered, “Hug the wall and don’t move. Wait until I give the all-clear.” Kellie tried to protest but the obstinate escort was already on the move, the well-trained instincts making the servicewoman move surgically. It didn’t take five seconds before Jess was shouting, “Hands above your head! Do it! Do it now!”

The statement that came next perked Stewart’s attention and not in an enjoyable manner, hearing, “Put your weapon down. I’m not your enemy.” 
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