Chapter 83
Every Woman Thinks She Wants to Wander

After breakfast at the Voyla family home, Diana and Voyla go onto the balcony again to enjoy some more idle chat, while Amelia keeps herself entertained by cooking. In the past, she had followed along with recipes by her mother, often helping directly in easier tasks such as making cakes for birthdays—even her own. Now, she rummages through the kitchen and pantry until she finds all of the ingredients necessary to produce a cake batter from scratch. It's not enough for full blown cakes, but it's enough at least for cupcakes. There won't be any frosting unfortunately, but she chooses to improvise. There's thick dairy cream in the fridge that can be whipped up and sweetened as a topping instead. The young Deathclaw hums and chirps as she gets to work, eventually drawing in the attention of her friends.

Yoseph is the first to peer into the kitchen, observing Amelia, but Marin is the first one to speak up with the query, “Whatchya doin'?”

“Making cupcakes,” Amelia replies, bending over to find a suitable baking pan for the job. She wiggles her bum lightly, knowing that Yoseph is watching her. A slight smirk crosses her face at the belief that one day he'll be a jiggling part of it, but not just yet. Today, it's just cupcakes. She can't go eating Yoseph without first getting rid of his dad, and as things currently are, that seems unlikely. Still, the idea is fun to consider. She imagines covering Yoseph in frosting and swallowing him nice and slow...

Marin leans into the kitchen over Yoseph. “Mind if I help?”

“Sure!” Amelia chirps in reply, offering Marin the unmixed bowl of what would soon be a thick, sweet batter. “You mix this up while I make us some whipped cream.” She opens the fridge again to get at the jug of thick cream. “Yoseph, can you get me another bowl, and a whisk?”

Yoseph obeys both of these requests without hesitation, and provides Amelia with the items she needs. He also turns on the oven, noticing that Amelia hadn't bothered to pre-heat it. “What kind of cupcakes are we making?”

“Chocolate!” Amelia exclaims. “You had some cocoa powder, so it's what I'm using.”

Marin comments, “Mom used to make cupcakes a lot.” She begins to blend up the contents of the mixing bowl she had been given. “I haven't had a cupcake in a few years now.”

“You don't talk about your mom much,” Amelia says. “How come?”

Marin hesitates briefly, but she remembers the things that Diana said last night. The thing about happiness is you only know you had it when it's gone, but sadness is the same. “Mom died a few years ago... Dad too.” Losing her parents, that was the sadness, but happiness lies in the memory of them. Maybe talking about them will preserve that happiness. “I don't really know for sure how they died.” Part of her doesn't want to know.

Amelia takes her attention off her cooking preperations to probe for more answers. “What were they like? Were they Deathclaws?”

“Dad was,” Marin replies. “Mom was a soldier. Actually, we all were, except Nana. Nana was a scientist.” She looks up from her mixing bowl to hand it back to Amelia. “In fact, I think she worked on the program that made your mom.”

Amelia pours the cake batter into the cupcake tin. “Mom said she was made by the Enclave. Does that mean your Nana was in the Enclave?”

“We all were,” Marin says. “I used to live in a bunker. We've moved around a couple times to avoid the NCR but the last place I lived was that air base we talked about before.” She begins licking the wire whisk she had used to mix up the batter. Her tail gently sways behind her at memories of doing this very same thing when she was younger. “Mom made really good cupcakes. I think she learned from Nana.”

“I never had a grandma or grandpa,” Amelia says. “Dad says they died before I was born, and mom doesn't know her side of the family. Wait, does that mean we're cousins or something?” Amelia perks up slightly, excited by the thought of having a relative.

“Uhh...” Marin pauses to think about it. “Let's see... um... if you're... yeah, I think so. If my dad was your mom's brother, we're cousins. Although I don't think that's how the hybrid program worked.” She scratches her head. “I think Nana said all the original subjects were just orphaned kids they found in the wasteland, but I guess it wouldn't matter. They might not have been actually related, but they all got adopted into the same family.”

“So we're cousins!” Amelia chrips.

“Heh, I guess.” Marin smiles faintly. “So, how long 'till the cupcakes are done?”

Amelia is just now putting them into the oven. She also sets a timer. “When this goes off, they're all done.”

Marin asks, “What do you wanna do in the mean time? I'm bored.”

Yoseph suggests, “We could play Durak again, or maybe checkers?”

Marin scoffs, “You play Durak. I wanna explore a little.” She turns to exit the kitchen. “Amelia, ever been to the sewers?”

Amelia perks at this. “Ooooo, what's in the sewers?”

“Monsters... ghouls... giant rats...” She grins. “And raiders, like the Fiends.”

Yoseph frowns at this. He tries to warn them, “Papa said not to go into the sewers... and you're both hybrids! You can't go on the streets.”

“We're not gonna be on the street,” Marin retorts. “We're gonna be under the street. It's different.”

“It is not better!” Yoseph protests.

Amelia begins to reconsider. “Are you sure we won't get lost?”

“We'll be fine, and there's a lot of old-world tech down there... Plus, we can use the sewers to get to Cerulean Robotics.”

“What's there?” Amelia inquires, her interest piquing at the thought of some new tech to tinker with.

“Well, it's a robotics factory. Or, maybe more of a warehouse. I dunno. I just know they used to fix robots there.” Marin shrugs, moving to stand by the door of the apartment. “You two coming or what?”

Yoseph exclaims, “You've not even been there?!”

“Wouldn't be an adventure if I'd already been there.”

Amelia walks up to Marin. “I'll go!”

Yoseph complains, “This is not safe!”

Marin rolls her eyes. “Don't be a scardy cat.”

“Yeah!” Amelia chrips at Yoseph. “Scardy cat!” She snickers.

Yoseph stammers over his words, then huffs, crossing his arms.

Marin adds, “Besides, I'm a good shot.”

“With what gun?” Yoseph questions. “You did not bring guns.”

Marin stares at Yoseph for a long moment, then shakes her head and opens the door. “So stay behind.” She starts to leave.

Amelia chirps. “C'mon Yoseph!” She smiles, pulling on his arm.

Yoseph refuses to budge. “We'll get in trouble...”

“Leave him,” Marin says from down the hall. “He's dead weight.”

Suddenly, Amelia pushes Yoseph's face down into her belly. “Follow or I'll eatchyu.” A devious grin comes to Amelia's face, prompting a bright blush from Yoseph. “Well?”

Yoseph stammers, “You—You can't! Papa will be mad! If he finds out—”

Without any further warning, Amelia hoists Yoseph up to her face, and omphs her jaws over his entire head. Her hands shift down to grip his bum, and help to lift him up into the air. She glugs and guzzles, rapidly devouring her boyfriend in a few greedy swallows. Before poor Yoseph knows it, he's plunging head-first into the gurgling remains of the oat meal Amelia had eaten just a few hours ago... Soon, his feet disappear past her lips, and the lump in her neck follows the rest of Yoseph down into that big, stretched stomach. Her shirt rips open around her gut to expose it. The young Deathclaw lets up a satisfied belch, and a pleasant shiver goes up her spine as Yoseph shouts and struggles inside of her.

Marin returns to Amelia's side, and pats her on the belly. Amelia murrls in reply. Without Yoseph to stop them, Marin declares, “Come on, we can get some new tech for the gas station.”

“Yes!” Amelia chirps again. “Maybe upgrades for Snips.”

“C'mon then,” Marin repeats, leading Amelia down the hallway.

Amelia bounds along to follow, her swollen belly bouncing and sloshing over Yoseph inside. Poor Yoseph is tossed and jostled around and around as the girls hurry down the stairs and out into the city streets.

In this part of town, at this hour of the day, nobody is here to witness them as Marin pries open a manhole cover with her claws. Marin climbs in first, with Amelia following shortly thereafter. She struggles somewhat with her belly rubbing against the handlebars of the ladder, but she's able to descend safely into the darkness below... As their feet both touch the ground again, Marin takes a moment to look around and gather her bearings. “We should be able to find a utility room or something. There might be flashlights.” She begins to walk, leading Amelia into the shadows.

Amelia watches Marin wander off. She then gasps, feeling a firm kick from within her belly. She giggles at her stomach. “Don't worry.” She rubs over her gut. “I'll let you out before you're mush... maybe.” That little maybe is just enough to spark some excitement as Amelia imagines herself sprawled out in the warm sun of the Mojave desert, picking her teeth and rubbing her stomach as her sweet little boyfriend is broken down and pushed through her intestines... nothing but nutrients to add to her hips... “Mmm...” A greedy lick crosses over her lips. She suspects they'll be busy in the sewers and the robotics lab for maybe less than an hour at most. Yoseph should be fine... but if he isn't? Oh well. She'll invent some lie about him going missing... then eat his dad when he's not looking. A naughty thrill at the idea of swallowing a whole adult sparks a shiver up Amelia's spine. She can already envision it; her belly too swollen to move while Voyla's wiggling feet disappear into her jaws... Then, she'd fall asleep in their living room on her squishy gut until they're all broken down and digested. She'd be so plump afterwards, too. She'd easily put on fifty pounds or more, and with her already tiny frame, she'd get exceptionally chubby. Amelia closes her eyes and fondles across her stomach and hips, just trying to imagine how much softer she could be...

Marin returns a moment later, flicking on a flashlight to shine at Amelia. “What are you doing?”

Amelia's heart skips. She quickly moves her hands away from feeling over her bum and chest. “Nothing.” She hides her arms behind her back innocently.

“Okay, well uh, I got a couple lights.” She tosses one to Amelia.

Amelia tries to catch it, though fumbles and drops it. She bends over to pick it up again, squishing her belly against her thighs as she does. Poor Yoseph is sloshed under her juices until she stands upright again. “So where are we going?”

Marin points toward one end of the tunnels. “This way. There's a maintenance shaft over there that will take us under the buildings. It won't take as long for us to get there.” She begins to lead on.

Amelia hurries to follow, her belly jiggling as she walks. “Y'know, for a sewer, it doesn't smell as bad as I thought. It's kinda just moldy.”

“That's because these were more like storm drains than where human waste went.” Marin steps carefully over a wooden plank that had been left to cross the shallow water. “Though, I'd still be careful where I walk.” She points to the stream. It's not even ankle deep, but it's likely festering with god knows what, and she doesn't want that slimy liquid on her clawed feet.

“So, what sort of dangers lurk down here?” Amelia asks, an iota of excitement in her voice.

“Ghouls, like I said. Rats, too. Big ones.”

“What about raiders?” Amelia asks while she begins to follow, her gut wobbling as she moves.

“The raiders aren't in this part of the sewers—usually. We should be fine.”
Amelia cradles her belly against her arms as she keeps walking. “So how far are we?”

“Keep your voice down...” Marin's own voice becomes quiet. “We'll be there soon. Just stay close.”

Amelia nods, and silently follows the older Deathclaw girl. Well, as silent as one can with a churning belly full of live food.

Yoseph had given up struggling, knowing that he would do little more than rile up his girlfriend's digestive system. All he can do for the moment is sit in her sweltering gut as the sizzling juices drip in around him to burn holes in his clothes. He pouts at Amelia, “You'd better let me out!”

Amelia doesn't respond, merely smiling to herself as her stomach gurgles happily. One day, maybe when she's older, maybe much sooner, she'll guzzle up little Yoseph, and then his father, or maybe the father first, then Yoseph. Whatever she does, he'll be fat on her hips sooner or later. These pleasant fantasies swirl within Amelia's head as she follows Marin through the shadows.
Back at the house, Voyla is telling stories of his journey from Russia to America. He's in the middle of a tale from Alaska, explaining to Diana, “... So turns out, crab in Arctic ocean were big before Great War. Normally? Crab stay on ocean bottom, nibble on whale carcass, perhaps. Not this one. This one complete debil. Come all the way onto island! Is size of truck!”

“What happened?” Diana asks, her eyes wide with suspense.

“Well, is snowing. Been snowing for weeks. Is Alaskan island, after all. Bullets not hurt crab's hard shell, so Yoseph and I start making snowball at top of hill. We make snowball bigger and bigger. We know crab is following blood of seal that local town killed for food, so we make snowball as big as we can, then push it down road. Giant snowball gets bigger as rolling faster. When hit crab, it like hitting with car! Legs broken, crab dies. Meat is soon frozen, but is still good meat. Whole village have crab legs that night.”

Diana licks her lips at the thought. “I've never had crab before. Is it good?”

“Is good,” Voyla states, smiling. “If ever we are of traveling to California coast, we bring you. Hunt for crab. Fresh water mirelurk not the same as ocean crab. Ocean crab and mirelurk, much better.”

“Hehee, bet it went good with butter.”

Voyla chuckles. “Very good, yes. Since village ate crab that night, much seal meat was left over from seals. Packed into rations with salt, taken for travel. Yoseph and I leave town next day with dog sled over frozen sea. Arrive in Anchorage weeks later. Today, you still see where artillery guns from Great War once stood.”

Diana smirks. “You know, I wouldn't mind traveling with you.”

“You should come! I have family that live in Boston. Is next place I am going after Mojave.”

“Really?” Diana asks. “When are you guys leaving?”

“Eh not for while,” Voyla says. “Think of Yoseph. Would break his heart if I took him from Amelia.”

“Heh, good point,” Diana says, “Though what if Amelia just gobbled him up, hm~?”

Voyla laughs. “Ay blin... He is strange boy.” Voyla needs a moment to consider. “I suppose, as long as Yoseph okay with it, I could not stay mad. I would travel to Boston, though.”

“Hm, think I might be able to come?” Diana asks, smirking again.

“If you think you could travel that far, I would not mind company,” Voyla replies. “English sometimes not so good. Is better when have someone else speak.”

Diana warns, “I got quite an appetite, though. All that working would make me burn a lot of calories. Got a plan for that~?”

“I know what you imply.” Voyla muses in response, then baps her lightly on the nose. “Nyet.”

“Nyet,” Diana mocks, sticking her forked tongue out at him.

Voyla snickers, then sighs. “Is good to talk to someone, though. Traveling alone is... It brings feeling of sadness. Loneliness.”

“What about your son?” Diana asks.

“He is too young to talk about many things,” Voyla explains. “And I used to travel alone. Is good to spend time with him, but I am needing someone of greater... what is word...”

“Maturity?”

“Da. Yoseph is too young to know many things. He is only little boy.”

“When's the last time you got to talk to other adults? Alone, I mean.”

“Truly,” Voyla admits, “You are first woman besides Juno whom I've spoken to since leaving Russia.”

“Oh?” Diana asks. “I find that hard to believe. You're quite charming.” She leans toward Voyla with a murr. “And you're a pretty good shashik cook.”

“You like the shashlik?” Voyla asks, smiling again.

“Mhm. Plus, it's getting close to lunch time... Think you could make me some?” she asks.

“I can do this,” Voyla says, getting up from his seat. “How much you want?”

“As much as you can make me.” Diana licks her lips. “That stuff was good.”
Voyla returns to the back door of his apartment, and goes into the kitchen. However, a moment later, he pokes his head back out. “We uh, we may have problem.”

“Huh?” Diana raises a brow. “What, out of meat?” She grins.

“Nyet, is the children... They are not here.”

“What?” Diana now stands up as well. “What do you mean?”

“I mean they are not here,” he repeats, unsure of how else to say it. “They are not in living room, or Yoseph's room. Yoseph's window is closed, so they are not on roof.”

“The hell?” Diana follows Voyla to the door. “Hang on. Move over.” She pushes him away so she can wiggle her fat hips through the door frame and squeeze through the narrow kitchen. Surely enough, she sees for herself that the kids are no longer home. She flicks her tongue at the open air for any unusual scents, but it's just Amelia, Marin, and Yoseph. Still, as she follows the scent, it leads her to the door. “They didn't go out, did they?”

Voyla holds up a timer. “They left this. Oven is baking cupcakes. Probably not very far from here.”

“Shit,” Diana growls. “I should go after them.”

“Take my cloak,” Voyla suggests. “It will hide your tail.” He goes into his bedroom to retrieve a large brown leather cloak for Diana to wear. She's much too large for any of his jackets to fit her, but Diana just needs to cover herself up enough to not rouse suspicion. “Still, you are very tall. You should not wander for long.”

“Thanks, yeah. I'll be back as soon as I can.” She pulls the cloak on around herself and curls her tail inward so she can hide it against her legs. “You coming?”

“I will stay here,” Voyla states. “I cook shashlik, and make sure cupcakes do not burn.”

Diana hurries out the door. She should be able to find them if she's quick. As she arrives outside however, she notices a manhole cover left open. “... Don't fucking tell me.” Her tongue flicks to follow their scent, though naturally, it leads her down the manhole. A frustrated sigh escapes Diana as she attempts to climb in, sucking in her belly so she can fit through the narrow passage. Hopefully she doesn't get lost down here, and with any luck, she'll catch up to the kids before they get into any serious trouble.
