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A passenger pigeon landed on top of the great mass of Kellie's belly. It walked past the notch that used to be her navel, letting out a jarring and grating noise—waking the sleeping long-haired brunette. Her bisque-colored eyes fluttered open, looking at the bird seven feet away from her glistening face. It flew to her head, stopping on her naked enormous breasts—staring at her with intrigue. It was an uncanny scene, considering the two species should be extinct, but for different reasons. The feathered friend's kind was destroyed by intensive hunting and deforestation of the Europeans who arrived in the late nineteenth century. The parasites that made her this big had a similar case.

They had lived in North America for thousands of years and were being used to further the schemes of humans who would discard them once that purpose was served. She scanned the area, the best the beautiful female could around the giant stomach that could crush a double-decker bus with ease. The two spherical balls of her ass were submerged in a watering hole, making her shift with discomfort. She had found refuge in the dense part of the forest after fleeing the assault of an FBI SWAT team.

The bird flew up towards the cliff to her left and a dark figure snatched it—swallowing the prey in one gulp. She went on the defensive, standing up swiftly for a woman of her size. The nine-foot-tall Kellie could see the outline of a much shorter, big-bellied being.

"You always had to one-up me, Stewart. I should have known I never stood a chance. Regardless, I'm astonished. That's quite a belly." the person opened with, stepping into the morning light.

Kellie gazed upon the pregnant and rough-looking Kristene. Her one-time assistant was wearing a dirty blue tracksuit and was holding a rectangular object in her right hand. Besides the pulsating stomach, the rest of her anatomy was emaciated. Even her light brown locks had a streak of gray in it, appearing as though she had aged ten years. Despite the disheveled looks, the confidence in her eyes made her uneasy.

"What happened—" Kellie asked, cut off by a brusque belch.

A few quills were sticking out of Kristene's mouth. She spit them out and stated, "Don't look at me like that. Not all of us have multi-million dollar trust funds. At this point, I take what I can get." The weakened woman jumped to a ledge that brought the two infected women eye-to-eye.

Although she wasn't getting a threatening vibe from her, Kellie balled her hands, getting into a fighter stance.

Kristene cackled, broken up by a hoarse cough. "You're a fucking riot. If I wanted to hurt you, I could have easily snapped your neck in your sleep. I've had a few openings since I followed the FBI here." she revealed.

Kellie put her hands down, noticing the camcorder in her palm. Fearing the worst, she asked, "Did you...kill them?"

Kristene winced in pain, unsure if it was the creature inside her or the sting of the accusation. "I guess I deserve that. No...I didn't. All of them chased after you. I just walked in and took some things. By the way...did you think this was going to work? Baiting me? At least being a fugitive is the one thing I'm better than you at."

She tossed the device onto the vast shelf of her belly. The stumped Kellie wasn't convinced, also noting she was wearing one of the duffel bags she'd purchased. "I see old habits die hard. Still can't resist stealing from me?" she sternly observed, pointing to the loose green straps.

Kristene grinned and shrugged. "Let's just leave the past where it's at. We have bigger fish to fry. You know, our 'sister' that's been terrorizing the big city?" she put forth.

The swollen lady unclenched her fists, replying with, "...We?"

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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"You know, this whole 'new leaf' thing is getting harder to believe..." Kellie commented.

She was leering at the burnt remains of her family's cabin, not even needing to guess who the guilty party was.

Kristene playfully patted the side of her big belly. "I blame it on the hormones. Even 'junior' here kicked when it was up in flames. You seem to have that effect...on people and monsters alike."

Stewart sighed, looking around and nervously rubbing the extensive paunch that was—according to her frenemy—would be the key to taking down the mutated Khloe. Even though she detested the temporary alliance, she had to admit that Kristene was resourceful. The once vengeful girl knew it was a matter of time before the FBI agents would discover this place. She torched it, knowing they wouldn't have a reason to look twice. From there, she was on the heels of them, eventually finding Izumi's compound. Krissy was happy to tell her that her Craigslist ad was her undoing. They had been watching her for two days, making her feel like the idiot she was. Her desire for a larger belly made them have something in common. The lusty aspiration led them to the overly precarious situation and if they wanted to redeem themselves, the former scientists would have to put their heads together.

Kristene sat down, pulling out an MRE. "Let's see you put that big body to work. Clear out the debris so we can use the basement. Chop chop!" she instructed, opening the package and Kellie eyeing her with an irritated look. Taking out a canteen of water, she further teased with, "What? Do I have to do everything? Hard labor isn't good for my condition."

"...I hate you." Stewart shot back.

Pouring the liquid into the heating pack, she responded with, "...I know."

There wasn't much quipping for the next couple of hours. By the time it was done, she was covered with soot and regret. The sun had set and she took the opportunity to wash off in a river that was five miles north of their position. As she lounged in the flowing water—half of her gargantuan belly jutting out—the exhausted lass took the time to collect herself. A small gurgle reminded her how hungry she still was. Even after consuming enough food to feed a village for months, the voracious parasites still couldn't get their fill. Perhaps it was anticipating the part of the grand plan that would call for her to consume more than she had at the mansion. She would be lying if it didn't excite her too. A sexual heat then warmed her crotch, making her long fingers go to work.

All she had to do was look at her dome of a belly and imagine it growing to the extreme size it would soon get to. Subsequently, she arrived at a quick and strong climax that shook her soul. She exhaled pleasantly and said, "Ohhh god, I needed that."

The satisfied Kellie came down, letting the current of the stream hypnotize her. Her eyes drifted to the bank she was lying on, remembering something she wished she wouldn't have. It was about five years ago, almost at this very spot. Her father was fishing and it was here their relationship had forever changed. To begin with, they didn't have a loving father-daughter connection. He treated her like another one of his employees, so the announcement of her career decision didn't line up with what he had in mind for her.

He wanted her to become an international development manager for their company, seeking to take the business worldwide. If you asked her why she denied his chosen path for her, she couldn't pinpoint it to one thing. Maybe it was the throes of youthful rebellion, or a lifelong obsession with evolution. Whatever it was, the young Stewart was glad she didn't feel contrite about it. In addition...she felt the same way about raiding the Orson factory tomorrow. The roaring growl from her belly concurred.
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The AH-64G Apache helicopter flew over the Mississippi River towards the evacuated, downtown area of St. Louis. "Approaching target. ETA: Two minutes." the pilot relayed.

The chopper decreased its speed and in a few blocks, had the massive peach blob in view. For over two weeks, the monstrosity had stayed in the same location—the Saint Louis Zoo. Experts were baffled by its behavior, mostly at a loss for why it executed its peculiar actions. It displayed a limited intelligence, able to defend itself and not surprisingly, feeding on organic lifeforms. Biologists theorized it was saving its energy due to a lack of a reliable food source. After the beast made its way from Khloe's home to its current bearings, selectively swallowing up twenty women along the way, it feasted on the animals of the wildlife park.

With a tight perimeter around the area, the Army National Guard had successfully trapped it. If it was threatened by them, it needed to be wholly seen. Bullets and grenades
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