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Time stood still for Kellie. At this moment, she was looking up at the nearly eight-foot-tall Kristene hovering in front of her. If this was a movie, this would be the part where she looked back on how it got to this point. Maybe a monologue that detailed regret of the events so far, and what she learned from it. For her, there wasn't going to be any of that. This story hadn't ended, and she still had more work to do. If anything, this could be regarded as the "redemption" part of her narrative. She had accepted her fault in making her former lab partner the transcendental monster she was now. Her career vanity and trivial revenge brought the downfall of them both. The big question was what she was going to do about it? The answer lies inside her hand, purse, and taped below the surface behind her. If she wanted to avoid being crushed by the massive belly in front of her, she would need to act fast. As soon as she jumped, Kellie brought the plastic-wrapped treat behind her head. It was a squashed Orson creme cake, jam-packed with three bottles of biltricide. She threw it as hard as she could to her left. Acting like a magnet, Kristene turned her mountainous body to it. The quick change made her crash into the long table in front of her.

Her immense stomach pushed it diagonally toward Kellie. It missed her by a few feet, but the impact caused her to fall down. It made her sprained ankle flame up with dull pain. Kristene desperately looked for it, her mind only able to focus on eating the small offering. After several weeks of feeding this beast, she learned a few things about her manner of eating. When her height made hand-feeding her clumsy, she eventually started merely throwing it to her. The tall woman's serious need to eat made her snatch it up no matter where it landed. If she had any type of sustenance in her eyesight, there was an uncontrollable obligation to consume it. The many symbiotes inside her made hunger critical to their development. At this stage, it became an automatic reaction for her. Something she heavily depended on for the situation at hand. Kellie ignored the throbbing of her joint, sitting up, and reaching under the table. She tore off the duct tape and pulled out a ten-foot lance. She scrambled to her feet, using the pole to steady herself. She hopped until she was within range, and without delay, stuck Kristene with it. The prod pierced her wide rump, injecting two doses of carfentanil into her.

She didn't stop her search for the snack, despite recognizing it happened. "Where is it?! It's mine!! Everything...that is yours...is...mine..." Kristene said, the powerful tranquilizer starting to work.

She fell backward, her strong body smashing the equipment behind her. Her great belly almost smashed her, but a displaced chair made her fall again. Kellie crawled toward her purse containing the final drug she would need to subdue her. She then felt Kristene's hand aggressively grab her hurt foot.

"Ahhh! Fucking cunt!" Kellie cried out. She was just a few feet away from her handbag, and she used her other foot to strike the tight grip she had on it.

"What...have you...done...to me..." Kristene implored, the symbiotes trying to fight the potent sedative.

"What I should have done weeks ago. ...I'm putting you down. At least for now. You have enough tranquilizer in you to put two bears to sleep. Get some rest, Kristene. This isn't over yet." Kellie declared.

She watched as her furious eyes fluttered shut, her hand relaxing the hold it had on her. She used her arm to drag herself to the bag and retrieved the syringe inside. She took the cap off, and crept back to her, promptly injecting her with two grams worth of metronidazole.

"By the way...you're the worst." she added, fatigued, the medical instrument falling from her hand.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Kellie was in her apartment, moving as fast as she could. If it wasn't for the peer review, she would have already packed her car with the things she needed. She couldn't come back, seeing as the police were probably looking for her. She snuck in through her back gate, in case any neighbors would be canvassing her place. She also ditched her car about a mile away, scheduling an Uber to meet her a block away in an hour. She was filling her luggage with clothes, and her desktop computer was dumping the files on her flash drive. She was less worried about the law coming after her, and more so about Kristene waking up from her drug-induced slumber.
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