Chapter 60
I'm Getting Sentimental Over You

Amelia follows Marin into the garage after some time. “You okay?” she asks, giving a curious chirp.

“Yea, I'm fine,” Marin says. “Your mom's right not to trust me.”

Amelia huffs. “Don't listen to her. I don't know what's gotten into her.”

Marin chooses not to press the issue. “So you guys live in a fuel station?”

Amelia nods. “Yup. This is dad's workshop. Right now, Leyla is using it, but dad usually works in here when he's not busy and not being eaten by mom.”

Marin's eyes draw toward the unfinished suit of power armor still hanging on a rack toward the far side of the room. “What's this?”

“Oh that?” Amelia asks, looking at the armor. “That's my dad's old Brotherhood of Steel armor,” she says at first, then pauses. “Wait, no. Dad never had one of those...” Rather, he didn't have one before the Mojave Brotherhood, and that suit was lost in a sandstorm. “But he was in the Brotherhood.” She nods. “He's trying to fix the suit. Can't remember where he found it.”

Marin gives Amelia a strange glance. “I thought the Brotherhood hated mutants.”

Amelia shakes her head. “Nope! Not daddy. In fact, all the Brotherhood I've met so far were pretty nice.” She smiles widely. “Leyla is in the group too.”

Marin looks forward at the armor again. “Last I heard, the Brotherhood were betrayed by the NCR.”

Amelia raises a brow. “How come you know about that, but you're like, miles away from civilization?”

“I send Eyebots around the wasteland to keep up on the news,” Marin explains. “Things get kind of lonely otherwise.”

“Oh!” Amelia chirps happily. “You must be good with robotics, then!”

Marin nods. “A little, yea.”

Amelia scurries across the room to another workbench where part of Snips still sit in disrepair. She holds up the head of the deactivated Assaultron. “Can you fix her?”

Marin walks over and picks up the damaged torso of the robot. “Looks like someone's already been fixing the electronics.” She turns it over, getting a better look at the open access panel where the inside circuits are clearly visible. However, she notices, “You don't have a fusion core.”

Amelia nods again. “That's why we were out scavenging.”

Marin shakes her head. “You don't necessarily need a fusion core if you're willing to sacrifice some of the higher power functions.” She starts to rummage around different boxes and toolboxes. “You have any fission batteries?”

Amelia looks toward one of the cupboards on the back wall. “Well we do, but those are for radios and stuff...”

Marin follows Amelia's line of sight to check the cupboard she's looking at, and finds several fission batteries. Using some duct tape, she bundles them together, and then with some wires, begins to connect the tops together.

Amelia watches Marin work, flicking her tail in curious anticipation. “Churr?” She quickly sees what's going on. “Oh I get it... You're increasing the power by bundling some batteries together.” She comes closer to watch the other Deathclaw girl at work. “But won't that just increase voltage?”

“Yea, you'll wanna get a fusion core later, but if you're in a pinch you can jury rig it like this.” She grabs a soldering iron to help with her work, attaching the tops of the batteries together without completing the circuit. “Careful not to cross the positive and negative.”

“Or it'll explode. I know.” Amelia chirps happily.

“Hm. You know about electronics too?”

“A bit,” Amelia tells her. “Mom used to tinker a lot, but her claws are too big, so I would help when I was too young to hunt.”

“You learned from her?” She extracts the battery compartment from the Assaultron, taking it apart so they could replace it with their own setup.

“Yah-huh!” Amelia churrs. She leans on the work bench next to Marin, watching her work. “You think you can fix her?” She points at the lifeless robot.

“It won't be able to walk, but we can start reprogramming it and run diagnostics.” She slots in the batteries, hooking them up to the power supply. The wires spark, causing Marin to recoil her arms in a startle, but she quickly resumes working.

While they're busy, they hardly even notice the sound of a vehicle approaching until Diana enters the building, and comes in through the living room door to the garage. “Oh hey. Can you open the garage? Your brother's home.”

Amelia perks up. “Zuzen's home?” She squeals happily and runs over to unlock and raise the garage door. As it slides upward along its rails, she sees Violet in the driver's seat, with Zuzen standing beside the car, about to open the garage himself, but Amelia got to it first. Amelia darts up to him and pounces on him, nuzzling his belly. “Hiiiii!”

Despite their difference in size, to which Zuzen shouldn't even budge, Zuzen still lets himself get knocked over by his little sister. He laughs happily as she squeezes him. “Oh nooo! You've captured meeeee!”

Amelia sits up on his lap and squishes at his belly. “Hehee! You got fatter!” She rubs and smushes it like dough. “So smooshy~”

“Yup!” Zuzen murrs. “Had a live meal while we were out.”

“I'm jealous,” Amelia replies. “Though, that reminds me... Marin!”

Marin looks up. “Yea..?”

Violet sees Marin and asks, “Wait, is that another Deathclaw hybrid?”

Amelia chirps, “Uhuh!” She goes over to her new friend and pulls Marin toward them. “Zuzen, meet Marin!”

Zuzen stands up in front of Marin, towering above the smaller girl by at least six inches. A broad grin comes to Zuzen's face. “Well doesn't she look yummy~”

Marin's eyes widen. Amelia gets in between them. “Oh my god, no!” Amelia shouts, pushing on her brother's stomach. “No eating her! She's nice!”

Zuzen smirks. “Well I gotta eat something.”

“There's stew in the house, fatty!” Amelia crosses her arms, flicking her tail low across the ground in annoyance.

Zuzen scoffs, “But the house is so far awaaayyyy.”

“It's right there!” Amelia shouts, pointing at the house.

Zuzen grapples his little sister, lifting her up off the ground. “But you're right heeeerrre!” He lifts her face toward his gaping jaws!

Amelia squeals, “NOOOO!” She squirms and kicks in Zuzen's arms.

Despite her protests, Zuzen shoves Amelia head-first into his hungry jaws. He begins to swallow her, making sure to bump his growing belly against Marin while he gorges himself.

Marin stumbles back, staring wide-eyed and blushing deep red at the sight of Zuzen's stomach bloating outward with the form of his little sister. It isn't until he's done slurping down Amelia's squirming tailtip that Marin realizes what actually happened. “Y-You just ate her!”

Zuzen burps. “Yup.” He pats his belly as Amelia wiggles inside. “Don't worry, I'll let her out... Probably.” He licks his lips and begins to walk back inside.

Marin is about to go after him when Violet drives slowly by to park. She calls out the window, “Don't worry, this is normal for them. I'm Violet by the way.” She then turns off the truck and climbs out as well. “Mind helping me unpack?” They had made one last stop in New Vegas to drop off Jordyn and pick up some things from the apartment. Violet goes around to pop down the back of the truck, then reaches to grab a suitcase full of her clothes. Sitting behind it are bags of cake mix they got in Nipton.

“... Erm, sure, I guess.” Marin decides she has little choice, so she assists Violet. She'll resume working on the Assaultron later.

Zuzen meanwhile goes into the living room to get some stew. He could smell it from outside. He quickly bumps into Diana however, who greets Zuzen with a fond squish to his bulging belly. “Already had something to eat?” the Nightstalker teases.

Zuzen murrs deeply and leans back against Diana's softness. “Mhm. Just so you know, Violet's back.”

Diana smirks. “Is that so? Maybe I should go say hi.” She licks her lips.

Zuzen prods her tummy. “Now be nice, you—” He feels something firm in her stomach, and pushes a hand harder into it.

Diana belches deeply. “Something wrong~?”

Zuzen stares down at Diana's stomach and asks, “Who did you eat?”

“Oh, this?” Diana smiles. “Just some stew, and a molerat.” She lies. Neck-deep in fresh stew and saliva sits Yoseph inside of Diana's gut. He kicks and wiggles out at Diana's words. The moment Amelia let him out of sight, Diana snatched him up. The acids haven't begun to harm him yet, but his clothes are soggy.

Zuzen chuckles, “Why do I get the feeling that isn't true?”

Diana scoffs, “Well who else could it be? Amelia's in your belly, the new girl is okay...”

Zuzen asks, “Where's Leyla?”

Diana blinks. “What? Oh, she went off with your mom and dad... Some Enclave base they found.”

Zuzen squishes at Diana's gut again. “Spit her oouuuuttt,” he muses.

“What? You think I—” She huffs. “I didn't eat Leyla. If I did, I'd be at least a little more swollen.”

“I don't believe yoouuuu,” Zuzen replies, smushing her belly harder. “Up,” he orders her.

Diana rolls her eyes. “How much you wanna bet it's not Leyla?” she asks.

Zuzen replies, “If it's Leyla, and I find out you're lying, I'm feeding you to Violet~”

Violet happens to be walking in just then. She smirks upon hearing the last half of those words. “Wait, so what's going on? Why are you feeding me Diana?”

Diana grins, “Fine, but if it's not Leyla, then you gotta feed Violet to me.” She licks her lips.

Violet's smirk fades quickly. “Wait, what are you—”

Zuzen scoffs, “You're bluffing!”

“Am I?” Diana sways her fat hips.

Zuzen pushes on her belly again, grinning. “Then stop stalling and spit her out.”

“I will!” Diana retorts, clenching her abdominal muscles around her meal. She opens her jaws in Zuzen's face, relaxing her gullet for Zuzen to see inside.

Zuzen blushes at the view of her esophagus. He watches as it ripples and opens up to reveal something slowly pushing up through it. Soon though, Zuzen sees Yoseph who gasps for fresh air and tries to wiggle up to freedom.

Diana backs up slightly to spit Yoseph out on the floor. The young boy spluts against the ground, covered in stew and Nightstalker drool. He wipes his face off and gets up to go rinse off in the nearby bathroom.

Zuzen stares for a moment, then looks back at Diana, prodding her gut. “Wait, where's—” He even leans forward to look into her mouth, but sees nothing.

Diana closes her maw and licks her lips clean. “See you two for my midnight snaaack~” She turns away, swaying her ample backside at Zuzen as she goes to refill her stomach with another helping of stew.

Violet's cheeks are crimson now. “Zuzen, what did you just agree to?”

“I... I just...” Zuzen gulps. “I thought Diana ate Leyla, and...”

Violet frowns. “So you wagered me as food?”

“I-I did, but—”

Violet groans. “Diana, come on. I had no part in this agreement.”

Diana shrugs, “Well one of you has to feed me.” She doesn't even turn to face them, busy filling her bowl up.

Violet offers, “We bought like forty pounds of cake mix. If you behave, we'll share.”

Diana perks at the peace offering, and turns to look at Violet. “Where did you even get all that?” She then pauses to look Violet up and down. “Huh. You've gained weight.” She smirks.

Violet blushes softly. Yet, for once, she takes it as a compliment. “And you look like you've actually lost some. Looking good.”

Diana grins in return. “Why thank you~” She pats her hip. “I've been working out, y'know?”

Violet gets an idea. “Tell you what. How 'bout we both teach Zuzen a lesson for being such a naughty boy, hm?”

Zuzen blinks. “Excuse me?”

Diana licks her lips. “Ooooohhh, that could be fun...” She murrs deeply. “I only got to eat him the once...”

Violet saunters over now, giving her own hips a sway just to entice both Zuzen and Diana a bit more. “How I cover him in cake batter?” she murmurs. “Fill him up 'till he's nice and round, too...” She walks right up to Diana, giving her fat stomach's rolls a teasing rub over.

Diana can't help but begin to drool at the idea. “That sounds wonderful...” She has almost forgotten about the stew now.

Violet then whispers, “But let him out afterward, and I promise we'll make it worth your while.”

Diana smirks. “You'd better...”

Zuzen pouts at them. “Come on, girls... No need to be harsh.”

Violet adds, “Oh, did you know it's Zuzen's birthday soon?”

Diana giggles. “We'll have to do something special for his birthday, then.”

Zuzen whines softly.

Violet snickers, “Sorry love, you know how we love teasing...” She goes back over to Zuzen and pulls him by one arm to come sit with her on the sofa. Once they're both settled, Violet lays her head against his bulging belly, listening to it starting to gurgle against poor Amelia. Zuzen's body relaxes at Violet's affection. While she's laying there, Violet puts her feet up on the rest of the couch. Eventually she thinks to ask, “By the way, where's Juno?”

Diana walks over to join them, carrying her bowl of stew as she comes. “She and Jeremy went looking for an Enclave base with Leyla.”

Violet raises her head. “The hell would they do that for?”

Diana shrugs, sitting on top of Violet's legs.

Violet yelps as the heavy Nightstalker's ass pins her legs to the sofa. Well, now she's stuck here. “Can you not?”

Diana just wiggles her bum as her way of saying 'nope'.

Violet sighs. “Whatever.” She lays back with Zuzen's stomach as her pillow. She feels Amelia give an indignant kick, but she's not coming out any time soon. Violet relaxes for the time being, and closes her eyes to nap. She mutters softly, “Zuzen, when you're done with your sister, I wanna go to bed. I'm tired.”

Zuzen doesn't reply verbally, but instead reaches to rub a hand soothingly through Violet's hair.

By this point, Yoseph returns from the bathroom, looking around for Amelia. “Where's—” He quickly spots Zuzen's stomach and frowns softly. “If you don't mind?”

Zuzen smiles, “Oh, I don't mind.” He beckons Yoseph closer, licking his lips.

However, Violet stops him. “No Zuzen, let her out. I wanna go to sleep soon.”

Zuzen rumbles playfully, “Don't wanna feel my wiggling belly while I pound your hips~?”

Violet's eyes go wide, her cheeks dark crimson, and her heart flutters with a fantasy flashing through her head at those words. She briefly imagines being on her back, with her hips hanging off the side of the bed, legs spread, and Zuzen's cock ramming her while she watches his belly slap and slosh against her own fat tummy. The thought of it being Amelia getting digested just adds to the kinky thrill of it.

Zuzen grins widely seeing Violet's flustered expression. Diana sees it too and can't help a giggle. Amelia doesn't seem to find it so funny though, as she gives a muffled whine and a harsh push outward. Zuzen responds by shoving down harshly on his belly with one hand, scolding his meal, “Shush food. You don't get an opinion.”

Yoseph sighs deeply. “Please?”

Diana tells him, “Tempting as that'd be, Zuzen, wouldn't your mom be a little upset?”

Zuzen rubs his belly over a few times, smushing Amelia inside of him. “Only if she doesn't make it.” He burps softly. “Or I don't knock up Violet~”

Violet's face is left burning red at the ideas flashing through her mind, but she finally shakes her head and sits up, getting off of Zuzen's stomach. “You should probably let her up.”

Zuzen sighs, “Fiiiine, but I'm not pushing her out. Yoseph's gotta reach in for her.” He smirks.

Yoseph crosses his arms. “Mudak...” he mutters to himself.

Zuzen stands up. “Well I guess if you don't want your girlfriend back,” He pushes his stomach against Yoseph, “Better say goodbyyyeee, cuz tomorrow she'll be Deathclaw pudge~!”

Amelia whiiiiiiines!

Yoseph 'oofs' as the large belly bumps against him. He backs off slightly and grumbles. “Blyaaaaat... Fine, fine, spit her up.”

“Nope! You gotta reach in.” Zuzen bends forward and gapes his jaws in front of Yoseph, relaxing his throat so Yoseph can see as deep as possible.

Yoseph stares inside, frowning and starting to blush himself. He hesitates at first, but finally pulls his shirt off before reaching his arms down Zuzen's warm, slimy gullet. He shudders as he has to reach all the way in until his head disappears from view. His arms soon reach past the sphincter of the Deathclaw's gurgling stomach. Yoseph feels around until he finds Amelia, whose clothes have started to digest.

Amelia quickly grasps onto Yoseph's arms in response, waiting for him to pull her out.

Suddenly, Zuzen chomps his jaws down firmly to hold onto Yoseph, and sits up straight, causing the young boy to start kicking in a frantic startle. Violet and Diana watch as Zuzen tosses his head back, throwing Yoseph vertical, before starting to greedily chug and swallow his second meal down whole. Yoseph begins yelling and swearing in Russian as he plummets downward to join Amelia, but there's nothing he can do.

Zuzen reaches up to yank off Yoseph's loose pants as he devours him. After a few more hearty glugs, Yoseph's hips, legs, and feet all soon disappear, swelling out Zuzen's belly even more big and round as the human boy is squashed down into the sloppy confines of the large, groaning gut. Inside, he and Amelia are pinned together 69 to each other. The two of them try to squirm away, but all Yoseph can do is hold his breath. Amelia shouts up at her brother, “Zuzen! He can't breathe!”

Zuzen, still licking his lips, gives his belly a delighted slap. “Food doesn't need to breathe.”

Amelia's heart sinks. “ZUZEN!!”

Zuzen clenches his stomach, forcing up a deep, guttural bwouurrppp! With that, the mush and acids rise up over his sister's head, and her words are garbled into silence... The room goes quiet as Zuzen looks back to his two girls, grinning smugly and stroking over his gushing belly.

Violet is wide-eyed, and her heart is racing at the ravenous display she just witnessed. If Diana wasn't sitting on her (now numb) lower legs, she'd get right up, rip their clothes off, and mount him right on top of the coffee table. Meanwhile, Diana has a similar smug grin, but had been doing nothing but calmly eating her bowl of stew, which by now is empty. She leans forward to put down the bowl, then stands up, and saunters slowly over toward Zuzen. She flicks her tongue as she goes. “Don't you look sexy,” she mutters with a sweet, low voice. “All plump and round... well fed...” She presses herself against Zuzen, draping her arms around his shoulders.

Zuzen pushed down against the sofa, blushing and still smirking as his two victims kick and convulse inside of him, likely to drown and digest if nothing is done to save them. “You girls like what you see?”

Violet sputters out, “Y-Yes...” She tries to stand, but when she does, she trips and stumbles on her numb legs. Blood flow hasn't restored to her ankles from Diana's bum keeping them squished for so long. She has to stop at the edge of the sofa before she completely falls over.

Diana exploits this time to rub a hand down over Zuzen's gut, which is starting to settle down with movement and let up deep, gastric glorps. She murrs to him, “Gonna work them through your intestines?” she asks.

Zuzen nods. “Yesss...”

Diana grinds her hips against Zuzen—which only compresses his gut harder. “Gonna fuck us while they digest?”

Zuzen gasps in anxious anticipation, “Y-Yes...”

Diana begins kissing along Zuzen's neck. Meanwhile, Violet is recovering enough to start walking over. Suddenly though, Diana opens her mouth up, dragging her fangs along Zuzen's throat, and bites down—hard.

Zuzen jolts sharply, moaning sharply at the rough bite, but then his eyes go wide as he feels a burning numbness spreading from the point of penetration. “D-Diana!!” he shouts, trying to push her off.

Violet realizes what's happening. “Diana! What are you—” She tries to push Diana away, only to get suddenly swatted back by that thick snake tail. Diana rattles threateningly to warn Violet not to try that again.

Soon, Diana pulls her fangs away and licks them clean of Zuzen's blood, and lets him clumsily drop to the cushions again. “As much as I'd love to gorge myself right now, your mom tasked me with their protection.” She pushes Zuzen to the floor on his back, then steps one of her large padded feet atop of his round gut. “Now spit 'em out.” She stomps down harder, squashing his meal.

Zuzen is helpless to stop it. The lump is forced up his esophagus, and spills out of his throat. Amelia soon climbs out first, gasping and coughing as she finally reaches fresh air. She then moves out of the way for Yoseph, who comes up feet-first, and is left choking up gunk and acids. Both of them are drenched in acid and saliva.

Violet, who had grabbed a kitchen knife to defend Zuzen from the hungry Nightstalker, realizes that the other girl has no malicious intentions. She quickly puts away the knife, hoping nobody notices what extreme measures she was willing to take to protect her lover. Instead, she sighs, actually a little disappointed she won't get to indulge in the feeling of Zuzen's big belly softening to the motions of a good long screw. “I'll handle Zuzen,” she tells Diana, moving over to pick him up and drag him off to a bath.

Diana nods. “Make sure he behaves, now. That venom will only last like ten minutes.”

“That's all I need,” Violet assures her. “You get these two cleaned up downstairs.” She keeps dragging Zuzen toward the upstairs bathroom, leaving a trail of drool along the floor. “I'll mop this up...”

Diana gives Violet an affirmative thumbs up while keeping her focus on Amelia and Yoseph. As Violet and Zuzen disappear into the upstairs bathroom, Diana scoops up the younger two and hauls them downstairs for another bath.
An hour later, everyone is cleaned up, and the floor is freshly mopped as well. Diana sends Amelia and Yoseph off to bed in a clean set of clothes, then goes back upstairs to check on Violet and Zuzen. As she comes back up the stairs, she finds Violet sitting on the sofa, stomach distended slightly with stew, and Zuzen napping on her lap, silently blushing while his head is tucked in against her digesting belly. There's a blanket over him, too. Diana can't help but smile warmly at the sight of them. She says quietly, “You two are adorable...” She walks over to join them, though Zuzen is hogging the sofa, so Diana just sits on the coffee table across from Violet. It creaks beneath her weight.

Violet looks up at the Nightstalker and smiles softly. She replies, doing her best to keep her voice down. “I don't think he was really gonna digest them.”

Diana shrugs. She responds, but also keeps her volume low. “Ehhh, I wasn't gonna take chances. If anyone's gonna eat those brats, it's gonna be me.” Diana grins.

Violet suppresses a giggle, then hiccups and burps softly. “Scuse me...” She blushes, looking down to make sure she hasn't disturbed Zuzen. The sleepy Deathclaw hasn't budged, however. Violet tenderly rubs a hand down under the blankets and over Zuzen's bare chest until she can feel his smooth, squishy tummy. Soon, Violet looks back up again to Diana. “So what's changed?”

Diana raises an eyebrow. “Hm?”

“You, I mean,” Violet clarifies. “I've never seen you behave... motherly.” She smirks.

Diana frowns slightly. “Don't insult me...”

Violet blinks. “What? It's not an insult.” She smiles again. “I think it's kind of nice—seeing you protect those two.”

Diana argues, “It's just Amelia I'm protecting. Yoseph makes her happy, so...”

Violet points out, “But you don't have to protect Yoseph. You could just gobble him up and digest him. Juno wouldn't care.”

Diana huffs lightly. “I'm just doing my job.”

Violet giggles, “You're gettin' sooooofffft~” She reaches forward to prod Diana's belly.

Diana rolls her eyes. “Keep it up and you're the next layer,” she warns.

Just then, the garage side door opens slightly to the living room. Violet nearly feels her heart jump into her throat at the instinct reaction that there's an intruder, but instead, it's just the young new Deathclaw of their group. Marin looks around, then backs into the dark garage again, closing the door quickly.

Diana hears the door open and close, and looks over her shoulder for the source. “What was that?”

Violet says, “I think it's the new girl... She seems kind of timid.”

Diana calls out to her sweetly, “Come on out, hon. We're not gonna hurt you.”

Violet asks, “Has she even had dinner? She must be starving.”

Diana sighs. “I'll leave a bowl of stew out for her.” She gets up to walk over toward the kitchen area. “Can you move Zuzen into your parent's bedroom?”

Violet nods and lightly shakes Zuzen, rousing him from his slumber. “Zuzeeennn~” Zuzen yawns widely, but starts to respond. Violet continues, “Come on, let's go to bed.” She pushes him up off her lap, and begins to lead him away toward the bedroom as instructed.

Zuzen rubs his eyes as he gets up to follow, groggily dragging his tail on the ground behind him. The two of them are soon gone into the bedroom, while Diana finishes filling one last bowl of stew. The rest, she covers up for tomorrow, and walks to the bedroom as well. Just as she is leaving, she hears the garage side door open up again, followed by the pattering of clawed feet scurrying across the ground. Diana smiles to herself, but doesn't look back to check. She already knows it's just Marin. Instead, she enters the bedroom for a night's rest.

Zuzen is already laying under the covers, passed out again by the time Diana joins him and Violet. His pants are on the floor. Violet however sits up suddenly, holding the blanket over her currently naked breasts. “D-Diana!? What are you—”

“Sssshhhh~” Diana replies, smirking. “You didn't think I was gonna let you two sleep alone, did you? With all the naughty things you do together?”

Violet's cheeks burn crimson. “Oh my god, Diana. We're adults. It's not like—”

Diana lifts up the blankets and crawls in under them, opposite of Zuzen on the other side of Violet. “You're not gonna let me join you?” She winks at Violet and gets settled in.

The extra weight causes Violet to roll in Diana's direction somewhat, her head resting on the big girl's cushy breasts while one arm gets pinned under the Nightstalker's rolls of bellyfat. The indentation in the bed also causes Zuzen to roll in behind Violet, spooning her, but Zuzen is out like a light. He doesn't wake up, even with the shift of weight. Violet hesitates for a long moment, blushing vibrantly, but finally she gives up and relaxes between the two soft bodies sandwiching her. “Just... we better not wake up inside your stomach.” She pouts.

Diana giggles lightly, “You wooonnn't... probably.” She licks her lips. “Sleep well my little morsels~”

Violet groans, but still buries her head under the blankets. Maybe if she just ignores Diana, she'll go away.

Diana does no such thing, of course. Her long tail drapes around her two bed mates and squeezes them closer by their hips, until Violet is firmly sandwiched between the two hybrids' overweight bodies. Diana's stomach is quite satisfied for now, though. Soon, she falls asleep, basking in the body heat of the other two joining her.

Eventually, Violet's eyes grow heavy as well. She doesn't even realize when it happens, but after another ten minutes, Violet also slips off into a deep rest...
