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The blue-haired professional swiped her badge, greeting the older security guard as she collected her things from the metal tray. He smiled at her, giving her a pleasant hello as well. She walked to the glass door that read "The Center". After eight long years, she earned her MS in parasitology and accepted the position without hesitation. She wanted to go for her doctorate, but working in the lab as a researcher was where she always wanted to be. Her privilege helped her secure the job she had been working hard to obtain. Usually, the profession needed a few years of relevant experience, but her father's connections waived that requirement.

She was in the top ten of her class in both her undergraduate and graduate schools. Her thesis was published in Cell Host and Microbe, the most prestigious scientific journal in her field. It was about the evolutionary theory of parasites. It was considered ground-breaking for the potential advancement that could happen if a proper study was given to it. That greased the wheels when it came to their initial dubiousness about hiring her. That and a considerable donation from her parent's checkbook. They were from old money, inheriting their wealth from significant stocks in esteemed companies, from both sides of their respective families.

They had never been interested in her work yet they were jovial about flaunting their image in the public eye. She never desired to be another spoiled, do-nothing rich kid and wanted to make something out of herself. She wasn't going to be defined by her family name. She had a short stint with being rebellious, doing the usual things people her age and level of affluence would do. She threw house parties back in high school, threatened to take a break from school by backpacking in Europe, and on a smaller level, dressed unconventionally. They never indulged her, ignoring any attempts for attention. She learned after her first year in college that they didn't care, and it's okay.

She understood they led a life of little worry, and thus the regular problems of today's youth were beyond their comprehension. Kellie Stewart was determined to build her own identity. Nothing would ever get in the way of that. She waited by the elevator when a young woman sidled next to her. She turned to see her dressed in the same attire as her. She wore the standard-issue lab coat, the only other standing out was a pair of high heels that looked exactly like a pair of hers. The woman was cute, her wavy brown hair tied in a ponytail. She has wide set cheeks, stretched even further by her rather creepy smile, coupled with brown eyes that were only for Kellie.

She eyed the "Lab Five" text under her name on the badge, the same sector she was assigned to.

"Hey, it looks like we're basement rats together." Stewart lightly joked.

The brunette's smile never changed, her eyes emitting a sparkle when she spoke to her. "Oh, I know. You're the famous 'Kellie Stewart'. You're the reason why I wanted to work here. I never thought they would actually put us in the same lab together. Anyways, I'm...Kristene. A great pleasure to meet you," she enthusiastically said, holding her hand out.

Kellie wanted to be flattered, but right off the bat, something was not right about this girl. She would think more on that later, not wanting to be rude. Nonetheless, it was nice to be known for her achievements. She limply shook her hand and smiled back. "Let me guess, you read the Cell Host journal? Glad to have a...'fan'." she responded, a bit restrained.

"Cell Host, Trends in Parasitology...and Parasites & Vectors. I read all of those and even your thesis on the immune invasion. Brilliant work! You're a star in our world. It makes me feel honored to be working alongside you. I won't disappoint." Kristene added.

Kellie struggled to hold her smile, not sure how to react.

The elevator opened up, and Kristene held her hand out. "Like you're doing for the future...lead the way."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Kellie yawned, covering her mouth with her sleeve. It had been a long month at The Center. The higher-ups had decided to finally go ahead with her project. It delighted her greatly, considering it a great honor. She had been working on it for a solid year, and it usually took much more time to get such treatment. They were impressed with her regular duties. In their words, she had made them efficient with her suggested changes. It was also the reason they hired Kristene. They figured she needed an extra hand with all the work that would come with it. In essence, she served as her assistant, but that was never formally addressed.

The title had a degrading tone to it, taking into account she wasn't high up in their structure for her to have that privilege. Instead, they said it was just Kristene "shadowing" her as a new researcher. It would normally be the case anyway, but they were giving her more work than usually assigned. If Kellie were in her shoes, she would have a strong aversion to that kind of arrangement, but she didn't seem to mind. In fact, she was overly eager to be in this type of position. She hadn't changed her demeanor towards her since her first day, treating her like a celebrity.

It quickly grew old. Sure, it was flattering to have the recognition, but she thought it was unprofessional of her. At times, she'd neared stalker level of creepiness. She somehow always met her in the parking lot, having a coffee and that smile for her. Despite all of that, her work ethic was outstanding. She paid heed to detail and was always willing to take the extra step. Often she would be the last one to leave and the first to arrive. If she wasn't attached to her hip, she would work diligently on their lab work. Kellie didn't know how to pin her behavior. She could say she was desperate, but that didn't feel like an apt description.

Kellie was used to this kind of attention, but in a different context. She knows she's pretty, and her looks have attracted similar obsessiveness. It became something she expected to happen when she started blossoming at an early age. She developed a body many girls wished to have, and a face that was highly lovely. Her facial structure was symmetrical—her amber eyes, perfectly set nose, and mouth that even made homosexual men want to kiss. It was complemented by her five-foot, ten-inch height, and a lovely pair of perky DD cup sized breasts. At first, she thought it could be the case with Kristene. Something told her that wasn't the case.

She didn't fawn over her like the horny people would. Her focus was on her work. She asked an inordinate number of questions, constantly apologizing for doing so. She said she didn't want to fail in their work, but she could tell that wasn't the whole truth. Kristene would dissect every part of her process, to the point where she would take notes. It's what threw her off. In her opinion, Kristene should be concentrating on familiarizing herself with the job, as an alternative to copying how she did things. It was very unlike how people in her position would be.

This was generally their first "big girl job", so the usual anxiety that came with that wasn't present in Kristene. Sometimes, she would notice her dumbing herself down when she would show time and again that she was capable of doing the work herself. This was the one aspect that made the arrangement sufferable. Kellie could depend on her prowess when she needed her to take care of her load of the lab work. It didn't take much convincing to get her to do it. As previously stated, she would literally do anything she asked of her.

"Kellie, are you awake?" she asked, making her eyes open.

She snapped awake, making an awkward move with her head and hands. It startled her so much that she hit the slide on her microscope and almost made it fall off.

"Shit!" Kellie exclaimed, internally chastising herself for making a potentially huge mistake.

A contaminated slide meant starting all over again, and at the current stage on her project, there wasn't much room for mistakes. Although they gave her the necessary resources, they weren't so lenient when it came to a deadline. They gave her three months to complete it, and one mistake could derail the entire thing.

"You've been pulling all-nighters for the past few days. Why don't let me finish that? Take a nap. I'll cover you." Kristene offered.

She wanted to scoff at the proposal, but her heavy eyelids showed she should take it. She yawned again and stated, "I guess that wouldn't hurt."

Dr. Izumi was the only one who would check on them, and he always did it on Monday. Besides him, no one would come into the lab, so she could feel secure about not getting caught. There was the comfort that Kristene was proficient enough to handle the job without supervision. Even though this was the work related to her special project, she had enough confidence that her partner wouldn't make a mistake.

"Can you wake me up in thirty minutes? I don't trust my phone alarm." she requested.

"No problem. I recommend using that corner. It's the best hiding spot...not that I would know anything about that." Kristene commented, acting innocent.

Kellie gave a half-smile and proceeded to do so, creating a makeshift nap area behind the desk. Not a minute of quiet thought happened as the gorgeous professional fell asleep in an instant.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Ten minutes had passed and Kellie was suddenly jerked awake. Even in her dreams, she was thinking about work. She thought she forgot to tell Kristene about the next slide she should process, and the worry aroused her from the short slumber. However, she forthwith knew it was a silly thing to worry about. She had the slide sheet right in front of the microscope, so it's unnecessary. She needed to catch up on her sleep. Still, she felt the need to see how Kristene was doing. She moved slowly, not making a sound as she slowly peeked her head above the desk.

Kristene wasn't at the station, and she moved her eyes to a sight she couldn't believe was happening. Kristene was holding her phone above the documents detailing her current project. She was next to the open safe they were kept in. It distressed her more to see her phone had a flash drive attached to it. She brought her head down and covered her mouth to restrain the huge gasp that was begging to come out of her mouth.

-That...bitch!- she thought. Her mind was attempting to process what she saw in her half-awake state, and it took a minute for her to sort it out. Everything was starting to come together.
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