
A Fluffy Friend on her Fluffy Chest

“…Girl, I don’t believe you. Even by your standards you look a LOT bigger than just a few months ago!! You’re using 
safety pins again!”

“Hanaaa!! I a-am really still M- oh what is even this point” as a nervous laugh escaped this sweet and weighed-down 
waitress. “I am bigger now heheh yeah, since dating Dana really just getting so huge!”

“There we go! You weren’t fooling anyone Seav come on, only last week you had a red t-shirt on underneath because 
you literally can’t button up the uniform anymore.”

“I know… happening each month harder and harder to breathe in this when closed, not fun!”

“Just how big are you now?”

“Don’t really know, seems I’m about P-cup maybe? Though how fast I am growing this year, maybe already Q easy by 
now!!”

“Sheesh, this isn’t a race to the end of the alphabet is it, you can slow down Seav?!”

“I hope so!! Still waiting for the endocrine doctor appointment heh”

“You mean indoctrine?”

“Ha-ha very funny Hana. Only one time I got this wrong!”

As these two friends chatted on their break, the cafe thankfully providing a quieter work day for once, Seavmey couldn’t 
help but feel somewhat worried by her rapid rate of growth…

Even though The Coffee Corner did reimburse her for this current uniform (given they did not stock 3XL when she 
outgrew her previous size; never expecting anyone to need a barista fit of this scale), it seemed like nowhere made this 
specific style above her current cramped confines… and now, she was really starting to struggle accommodating herself 
in this largest known size too!

As a result, her co-workers and manager had all noticed that this spectacularly well-endowed barista was now having to 
use safety pins loosely placed in her uniform (rather than its mere plastic buttons) or wear something underneath, while 
leaving said diner dress only partially done up for breathing room.

Out of the two choices, the former was Seavmey’s preferred workaround for the time being; given that wearing her sole 
remaining bra, shirt and uniform on top of that, led to an uncomfortable amount of cleavage sweat building up as she 
huffed and puffed across the chequered floor each shift!

The unofficial face of The Coffee Corner was seriously surpassing everyone’s expectations for just how big she was 
going to get; a precious P-cup puffin finding herself much like said birds, far too off-balance by now! Chipper and almost 
always unsteady on her feet, even with her now-forced upright posture and trusted, grippy pumps.

Struggling to reach one end of a booth, since her breasts were being uncomfortably squished into so much by the table’s
edge, Seavmey sighed before lifting these monumental mounts, heftily plopped them on top, and was now basically 
resting her entire top half on the surface with only one foot planted! Finally managing to reach the far side, and snatching
up the detritus of a past meal before heading outside to empty the bins.

With her diminutive and disproportionate nature a given, this tiny top-heavy treasure would have to hop just to throw the 
bags into this large stationary dump, and as Seavmey was just about ready, already having braced her feet, she froze in 
an instant…

“Hana? Come with me please I am hearing it again! Serious!” grabbing her friend’s hand and giving her no choice but to 
tag along anyway!

“Really quiet squeak somewhere but don’t know!… Not going crazy I know it, something is stuck out here!” as Seavmey 
had crouched down to try and scan around the cafe’s back area.



Carefully planting a hand and foot on the ground while tilting her head either side, one leg was left with no other choice 
but to indent into a mammoth-sized breast found further up – the other heaving genetic gift, left to gravity’s will within this 
outgrown red work attire. Through the posture harness really not designed to be used in this pose, her lower back was 
already warning her this was a bad idea…

Both girls were dead silent trying to listen in; trying to figure out if an animal was stuck in a crack somewhere or what, 
they didn’t know.

“Then!! hear it??”

“Yeah I do…” as Hana helped pick up her breastie from this difficult stance she’d gotten herself into.

“Seav I think its inside… I’m hearing it higher, not where you’re looking”

“Pick me up.”

“What.”

“I am serious Hana. Will get it out”

“I… Girl?! You can hardly keep balance on flat ground, how do you expect to grab it from in there?! You’re far too short to
reach!”

“Really can’t leave poor baby in there, sounds hurt!! Not. Happening. Ever!!”

“I know I know, I’ll go grab Dai he’s probably the tallest one in today right?”

“Yeah!”

After a short while, and thanks to Hana dragging the shift’s designated pot washer out with them too, the trio had 
propped the lid open as Dai looked inside; immediately spotting a light green carrier bag that looked to have something 
weakly moving inside.

“Found it?”

“Yeah girls, right side at the back. I can’t reach though.”

“Pick up me Dai, will grab if… cannot reach then.”

“Seav I’m not letting you that’s really not fair of me. I’ll do it.”

“Hana!! Please?”

“Okay fine sheesh!! Be. Careful. Dai, careful with her too okay!”

Seavmey didn’t care that she was hastily being picked up by someone that wasn’t Dana, she didn’t care if she fell in and 
they’d both have to grab her out covered in trash! All that this Khmer-Swedish sweetheart wanted, was to mount a 
rescue on whatever was trapped in the bag, come hell or high water.

“Lower… please lower Dai”

Her unsure Vietnamese was just enough between the two in this odd situation, all while this busboy was quickly learning 
that with Seavmey seated on his shoulders, even his footing was shaky thanks to just how much weight was heavily 
pressing against his head and neck! The two of them were friendly with each other as co-workers, but wouldn’t really 
class themselves much past that, at least Dai didn’t stare like some of the customers…

“Ughh… Mey! You’re heavy! Hana can-”

“No calling Mey!! Nearly… Woahhh!”

Quick reflexes meant that Hana grabbed Seavmey’s leg before she fully went in, allowing this nearly-tumbling tower of 



two to regain composure, as a triumphant and upbeat shout was heard from almost inside the bin! Seavmey had braced 
herself with a hand on the inner wall during the escapade, and had in fact managed to snatch up the mystery bag, now 
unable to get herself back out without the others’ help. Also…

It. Reeked. In. Here!

Her hand on the inside felt grimy already, and being uncomfortably bent over so far meant her shoulder-length hair had 
already come into contact with some of the refuse bags; ewww!! But as Dai and Hana each grabbed a side and gently 
pulled Seavmey back to freedom, they made sure to leave enough space for her chest on the way out!

Quickly setting the bag down and looking inside… in there, was a sickly kitten.

Only a few weeks old at most, heartlessly dumped in the cafe’s communal waste area by someone unknown. Dai 
confirmed that the wet bag wasn’t there two days ago when he was last in, so this poor black and white baby had been 
left inside for over a day minimum; without any food, shelter from the rain or water – bar that which had already run 
inside. He needed help, and quickly.

Hana had never seen such a look in Seavmey’s eyes as she kept gently nudging its skinny body, tears already finding 
their way down her cheeks. Although this feline had meekly moved and cried out earlier, he was silent since she’d gotten 
him out; with Seavmey heartbroken that it was too little too late…

“Please… don’t go, I’m so-… sorry little…”

“Aww no no no, Seav…” Hana tentatively placing a warm hold on her friend’s sunken shoulders.

“Aggghhhhh!!! NO!!! Why is it o-okay that so awful people do-… always acting as terrible cruel wasting of space!!!” 
cursing in her native tongue with her words trembling that followed on.

Her heart couldn’t take it, as Hana and Dai each offered a hand up to this young woman who didn’t want to accept what 
had happened, yet as Seavmey turned to face away now silent, Dai noticed that the kitten had actually stirred back 
around for a moment; its eyes barely able to open as he hurried back indoors to help.

Through blurry vision wrought with tears and anger, Seavmey’s eyes were now ablaze that this tiny creature was still 
holding on, that it still wanted to try and pull through no matter the odds. There was now hope, a chance, and she wasn’t 
going to let it down now. Hana had already followed Dai inside to grab something to warm it up in; it looked cold, weak 
and exhausted…

Knowing full well that in this position it was so strenuous for her to get up without a hand, she didn’t care one bit; 
managing to forcefully prop herself upright while holding on to this bundle of soaked, matted fur. Having used the bin as 
a makeshift brace, she attempted to run back inside and shouted for the others that she was on her way too, with this trio
quickly setting up a temporary shelter using whatever could be found.

In a rare moment of defiance, Seavmey had already refused to come back on shift for the last part of her day, and after 
being awkwardly crouched down with her body now yelling at her, she was seated in the break room; sore, upset, 
nervously hopeful, yet determined beyond all belief – to make sure that this abandoned, tuxedo-coloured little one would 
make it.

One of the cooks had given it some meat from an order seemingly gone unclaimed, water was in a small dipping sauce 
bowl next to it, and Hana had made a bed of sorts for Seavmey to take him home in; using tea towels and whatever else 
was warm that she could return later.

Seavmey’s tired face looked over to her friend, and Hana returned a sympathetic look before sitting down next to her.

“Well… He’s dry, warmer and snug now; eating with a real appetite so I wanna be hopeful here…”

“There will be a chance, or finding whoever did this to throw them myself in the crappy garbage and closed forever.”

Seavmey was gently stroking the unkept fur of this little survivor, who now perked up, was voraciously trying to tear off 
bits of trimmed pork that even cut up for the dish not taken, were proving a bit too big for this tiny guest.

“What are you gonna do tonight then?”



“Taking him with me, then see if Sven will take to a vet tomorrow at working from home”

“If he can’t, call me and I’ll find someone okay?”

“Yeah… Thank you Hana.”

“Of course, don’t let it get to you Seavmey okay? Tonight just look after him and yourself please”

“Chhout.”

“Hmm?”

“Meaning ‘suit’ in Khmer heh…”

“Awww, he is really a cute one”

The two friends hugged as Hana let Seavmey bury her face tightly against and release all these pent up emotions. The 
bustier of the two women was already known to wear her heart on her sleeve, and today had been difficult by anyone’s 
standards. Before leaving, Dai had also asked for updates and wished well that this rescued furball would recover, and 
Seavmey appreciated everything he’d done today.

Cleaning Chhout up the best she could and ready to go as well, Seavmey headed home carrying this unwanted produce 
box with her new friend carefully kept inside. After letting her pet him and the distress of today already faced, Seavmey 
had already become really quite attached; hence the name given.

She didn’t even know the Vietnamese term for a kitten until now, but every time she heard him quietly try to meow and 
his confused gray eyes seeing nothing of note above, Seavmey would caringly check how he was doing; the city’s 
evening glow unable to make it past the natural shelf of her chest on the way home – owing to this being the only way 
she could safely carry the box, her back appreciating the rest too.

Sven and Sakon had already been told what she was going to do tonight, even though pets were not officially allowed in 
the Masteri Thao Dien complex this family lived in. Both of them knew that Seavmey would not take “no” for an answer 
no matter who told her – less they wanted their younger daughter refusing to forgive them for weeks on end.

Plus, once she’d finally gotten home, drained both physically and mentally, this secret new member of the Lundqvist and 
Min household was too adorable and needing for anyone to refute his stay, even if it would only amount to a temporary 
measure.

---------

“Suosteiii~, I’m back! How did taking Chhout go??”

“Hey Seav I hope work was good. You’ll be happy though it went well overall. He’s about seven weeks old and a boy, 
had some treatment and has to go back next week to check up.” Sven stated. “You were lucky finding him when you did, 
the vet said had you not warmed him up it would have been a worse story…”

“So he’s going to be okay?”

“Not right away since he is sick still, but there’s medicine to also give each time he eats, and over a few weeks if all goes 
well then he could fully recover.”

“Thank you!!!!!!” tightly hugging her father before taking the box back off of him, with a cranky Chhout residing inside.

Sven had been happy to also pick up a small cat bed, toys, litter tray and food, after getting this somewhat-feisty feline 
checked out between working from home; Seavmey had already said that she’d pay for this stuff anyway.

Setting up everything in a now-washing free corner of her room, Seavmey’s phone had eleven tabs open about cat care 
and more, showing how committed she was about all of this! Having grown up in Cambodia, even its capital had nothing 
of a pet culture when she was younger; until very recently in Phnom Penh, animals stayed outdoors, and people indoors.



As a result, although this busty and buxom darling loved (almost) every animal she’d encountered so far in life, Seavmey
had never really had any pets to call her own.

“Now Seav… I know this is going to be hard to hear, but-” as Sven joined her in sitting on the bedroom floor.

“We might not be able to keep him… I know… If we really can’t no matter what, when Dana comes over later I’ll ask him, 
or anyone he knows about wanting Chhout, I’ll ask everyone I know to find him a caring home! But… I really want him to 
stay already…”

To Sven, it was clear where her heart lay in this moment.

---------

“Teuk Trei and Oreo, this is Chhout! You three all now have to get along for a bit so- Chhout! Stop biting Teuk Trei, he’s 
already so flattened because of my boobs! Really doesn’t need teeth marks now too” carefully crouching to pick up the 
kitten who was out-scaled by the two stuffed animals towering either side.

Now having playfully warned her plushie cat to get along with the real one now residing here too, when Dana did come to
visit his girlfriend a few days later, Seavmey was awkwardly lying on the floor, sans posture belt, and gently playing with 
Chhout via a colourful string toy dangled in front of the cute kitten.

Her free time outside of waitressing had taken a hit since finding herself as a sudden pet parent, and the week without 
being able to swim meant that when Dana arrived, Seavmey was already feeling the effects; she couldn’t actually get 
herself back up!

“Hiya gorgeous, you okay down there or?- …Seav try to keep up with what you need at the same time too, there’s a 
middle ground okay sweetie?”

“Hey baby!!! And I knowww… but… scared not watching Chhout will explore and get stuck somewhere, really cannot fit 
into tiny spaces to help out then…” as Dana oh so gently propped her upright, and could tell her stressed back was 
starting to ache already.

With her current rate of sailing past cup sizes since about M, it was clear that swimming alongside wearing her posture 
support belt were both certainly needed by now; to keep Seavmey’s body comfortable during her daily life and work 
activities.

“If that happens, just try to stay calm and you can call me for support if you want anytime, or family might be home 
already if its late remember, you've got this!”

“Yeah…”

“Don’t worry Seavmey, you’re doing great so far” leaning forward to propose a kiss which she happily accepted, 
interlocking her hands with his at the same time.

“Thank you. Really think so Dana?”

“I really do, all the photos and updates you’re sending me haha. Our texts are nothing but Chhout pics and hearts, and 
you’re really putting effort in to look after him! Wouldn’t expect any less”

Cocking his head at this undecided new guest or intruder, Chhout was looking up to this unfamiliar face before cautiously
coming closer. Like most kittens around this age he was eager to wander around everything that the environment 
offered, and Sven had already found him in his home office space once or twice!

Getting him to take the prescribed tablet each day Seavmey had found to be a real ordeal too; cats could just tell?! 
Exasperated, she’d resorted to crushing it up inside his food, since leaving it whole had lead to her first attempt – a futile 
battle of trickery against this seriously reluctant feline!

But despite all this, between the gentle bath to remove any dirt, brushing his fur clean, medication for what turned out to 
be an eye infection, all wrapped up with tender loving care from every family member, no-one could deny the leap 
forward in progress Chhout had made. Each day he seemed a little more active, a little more energetic and a little more 
playful within the apartment.



Sakon, Sven, Kravann and especially Seavmey, were all so glad to see this transformation in such a short period of time.
He still wasn’t quite there yet, but currently trying to bite Seavmey’s elastic shoelaces was yet another adorable, albeit 
mischievous sign of progress.

Herself dressed in a rather ill-fitting beige tank-top, its Sisyphean straps were being made to endure far more than one 
basic, 150k VND wardrobe filler was ever designed to handle; as there was both squishing and indentation into all of this 
immense, growing roundness, all while being stretched taut from her shoulders, down to the colossal slope of this 
mountain range that made up her unmistakeable, P-cup projection.

Seavmey’s ballooning bust measurement meant that she wasn’t really fitting into any of her four remaining bras 
anymore, yet the biggest one was still used out of necessity more than anything else; mostly saved for the days 
whenever this sunny shortstack was on shift. Even her forgiving sports bra just couldn’t stretch an inch further no matter 
how much she pleaded, providing a healthy amount of underboob on display whenever worn now!

Ideally (and to wring her money’s worth out of them), her two new purchases needed to arrive by yesterday at the latest; 
so they could offer enough support and comfort to this excessively expanding enormity she called her boobs, or 
Seavmey was soon going to find herself too large even for these to fit…

Her trademark grayscale button-up piece was too showing obvious signs of having been outgrown; as since popping the 
buttons not once but twice in such a short span of time, meant that she’d resorted to leaving it half undone ever since. 
This turned out to be a minor problem, as Seavmey could no longer use its tightness as a creative extra measure – to try
and help keep such a mass braced when out in public.

Happily picking up this tuxedo-wearing friend with Dana’s help, he watched on as the former was having none of it! 
Placing his paw on Seavmey’s cheek to try and get a little bit more space from this cheerful and chest-laden cinnamon 
roll. Before Seavmey ended up lazily in Dana’s arms, his much-shorter girlfriend on her side, Chhout had decided that 
Seavmey’s cleavage served as yet another tempting crevice to try and shove himself into – for comfort and safety above 
all else.

His little wiggles and fidgeting to try and squeeze somehow further in were met with surprised laughter from Seavmey, as
unbeknownst now trapped between these two fluffy and fabric-stretching clouds of fat, meant that a human to kitten 
discussion would soon be needed to set up a consistent, fair and fun schedule for spending time completely engulfed by 
Seavmey’s boobs!

Despite even her truly enormous size possibly able to hide both parties without issue, trying to share this slice of heaven 
at the same time really wasn’t a practical option, and besides, even if it was Dana’s prized spot to lay his weary head 
after a long day serving, any attempts to remove this new tenant could result in panic and baby claws unleashed; his 
girlfriend would not be happy in the slightest if her tender cleavage was sliced to ribbons! Dana would simply have to 
wait his turn…

“That your phone going off again Seav?”

“Hmm? Think so, why so much!?”

Getting past her lock screen photo still from the day they started dating, Seavmey was looking at six missed calls already
as her phone buzzed yet again! It was Hoa of all people, as she accepted on attempt number seven, with Chhout still 
peeking from his new home.

“Hey Hoa!”

“SEAVMEY!! Finally there you are!!” Her lack of volume control meant this Cambodian coffee girl quickly held the phone 
further away – along with a grimaced expression thanks to being deafened!

“Too loud!! Its late heheh… how are you?”

“Good!! After about four cups I feel like I can think at a normal pace ya know? How are you!”

“Four cups?…”

“Coffee!!”



Kravann had already long-since shown concern for how Hoa seemed to react to caffeine in large quantities; wanting the 
latter to visit her doctor since that wasn’t normally how most people reacted to the world’s most popular stimulant. The 
response she’d gotten was a panicked look from this fashionista questioning if she was sick or going to die! Such an 
emotional trainwreck at times!…

“Hoa you should not be drinking so much of it!…”

“No no it really helps me Seav, actually lol, so!! Business! Or bustiness~ given you…?”

“…”

“No? Anyway! Chhout is sho fucking cute I keep seeing clips!!! Kravann told me you all can’t keep him at your place 
though?”

“…Yeah, I hate it, love him and lies on my boobs already now heheh, its really cute! So…” there was an obvious 
emotional sigh following on afterwards.

“I get it girl, it sucks really. Its not like one kitten is such an awful crime that you can’t have him with you! Kinda why I’m 
calling now too, do you trust me Seav?…”

“Huh? Yeah! Heheh you kinda are crazy Hoa, so jumpy! but really trust you as a friend”

“Hey!! I am not cra-”

“A good way y’know!”

“Hooray! I’m a friend too thanks!”

“What are you wanting to ask me?”

“Oh right yeah! Would you let me look after him for you? He’d still be your pet of course! or ours, a-and I’ll send you 
snaps and videos daily! I know I’m allowed pets here… I’ve wanted one for so so long and my roommate does too, she’s 
a vet, and its a chance for him to still be close to you which I want.”

“Awww thank you so much!! Have you look after pets then Hoa?”

“I was scared you’d say that… forget it sor-”

“No no!! Please don’t!”

“…O-okay heh, thank you, umm… I’ve been told having a pet would be good for me too, he can keep me in check all the
time when your sis isn’t around! so it seemed like a good thing to ask at first… Now, I’m nervous though eheh…”

“Do you want to come over meeting him? If this goes well really trust you to have him Hoa. You seem so focused when 
needed on cosplay and helping too”

“So… you’re saying yes?”

“Yeah!!”

Seavmey had to hold her phone further away once again, since herself and Dana could hear nothing but enthusiastic 
screams before a second voice yelled at Hoa to pipe down already! She was a top-tier word vomiter whenever excited, 
but also had an anxiously honest side that Seavmey was discovering here too – she really knew of no-one else like 
Kravann’s vibrant muse.

Hoa was one of a kind and then some!

“Sorry Lan! I know its late I’m sorry for shouting! N-no you can’t gag me to shut me up I’m not into-! …Kravann maybe 
but… anyway!!! Seav!! You still there please don’t hang up on me we’re not finished here!?!”



“I am here Hoa!! …did not need to hear some of this though!!”

“Sorry!! Lan was throwing clothes at me I maybe woke her up oopsies… she wants a cat too, so I’m still her favourite 
roommate in the whole wide-”

“Debatable!” came from the background ruckus.

“Wooowww that’s so harsh Lan, I’m not THAT bad to live with!?”

Both ends of the call went silent for a few moments in response.

“Seav can I come over in a few days? Can show you more outfits and cosplays I’m working on too! Let’s get you dressed
up and ready to give Dana a heart attack!~”

“No injuring Dana ever!!!! But sure, next Friday probably is best I think?”

“I’ll be ringing the bell nine AM sharp promise!”

“Please don’t! Ten at least?”

“Mm-hmm roger that! Lan you better say goodnight to Seav and the kitten we’re… Lan? Oww!! No don’t smack me, my 
head is too sensitive every time Kravann punish-”

The adventurous conversation was cut short there and then. Hoa’s survival through the night left up to fate as Dana, 
Seavmey and even Chhout all looked at each other; concerned and really quite confused overall! Was this over-the-top 
outfit designer really the best choice?…

---------

Annoyingly due to maintenance checks once again, the elevator hadn’t taken her all the way down, so this sweet-natured
shortstack really had to be cautious traversing the final flight of stairs thanks to how overloaded her chest had gotten. 
Seavmey couldn’t visually tell where to place her feet at all when walking, instead relying on handrails and her adaptable 
footwork to prevent any possible trips, stumbles and sprained ankles. It was dangerous if she wasn’t being patient now, 
making it to the lobby and seeing Hoa so stylish as per usual!

“Yo Seav! Sust-a-dei!”

“Almost heheh, its ‘suostei’!”

“Gotcha, you didn’t have to come down your poor ligaments and boobs! I’ll meet you there next time!”

“My… hweh? Umm, good to have daily exercise for me too, only one set then elevator so I’m really fine thank you!”

“Is Chhout hiding in there now hmm? Or the usual boring at home instead”

“Hoa!?! like this, would probably be crushed between them from my size, really!…”

“I am so je-”

“and don’t say you’re being jealous!!!” Seavmey was certainly getting flustered! How did Kravann deal with her so easily, 
after all they’d been together for about a year by now…

The two women made their way to Seavmey’s higher floor before getting off the elevator, and every time Hoa saw her in 
person, she had to try and hide her crazed bewilderment at just how much breast she was witnessing in wobbly motion! 
Seavmey needed to learn to stop being so greedy as far as she was concerned, since it just wasn’t fair! Hoa dreamed 
day and night about being this busty; of waking up with a chest so much bigger than her body size would suggest…

As Kravann so eloquently put it, Hoa was Hoa was obsessed with what she didn't have!

And if recent internet meme trends were anything to go by whenever Hoa scrolled socials at work, Seavmey wasn’t just a
bouncy castle, she was the whole damn inflatable play area!



Opening the door as both girls stepped inside, Hoa quickly slipping off her shoes, Seavmey led this hair-dyed hotel 
worker towards her room as Sakon mentioned that Chhout was hiding, eventually to be found under her bed as a result 
of the malevolent vacuum cleaner being in use.

“Oh I love your new cuddly toy Seav!! Penguins are adorable!”

“Right! Dana only just got me her who is Oreo, boob-flattened long cat is Teuk Trei heheh”

“I’ve seen T.T. before, definitely evident how you use him being more squished now; he’s becoming a pancake plush!”

“Yep, Teuk Trei is the chosen plushie, having destined for the mission of supporting my boobs since he works so well on 
my lap! Oreo really not so mu-”

“Seav wait wait wait wait, Chhout is coming out!” Hoa stated in an excited whisper delivered rapidly; trying hard to 
contain her rampant cuteness aggression and more that was flooding through her mind right now.

Sure enough, a small gaze met theirs but cautiously stayed under the bed for the time being. Chhout trusted Seavmey 
the most (since only she could pick him up without a reaction), but not fully anyone else so far in this baby tuxedo’s life, 
as Hoa crouched down in a manner much easier than Seavmey found to try and approach.

With how much this girl could talk and how hyperactive so many found her at times, Seavmey included, all of a sudden 
the switch in attitude witnessed, was nothing like what these common-place descriptions had to say about Miss Dao at 
all…

She’d so carefully outstretched her hand across the floor for this unsure kitten to decide himself what to do, motionless 
and with a focused gaze not seen all too often in this airhead – who really wanted to make a good first impression on the 
little animal she could soon be calling her own. Seavmey called out to try and entice a reaction, and after a few quiet 
moments, Hoa found herself with a kitten curiously trying to bite at her false nails.

Gently scratching his chin before even managing to get him on Hoa’s lap with a minimal amount of fuss, Chhout 
seemingly had at least started to warm up to Kravann’s girlfriend throughout the afternoon, switching between her and 
Seavmey playing with the various string toys until the former had to head home.

On one side of the door after the two women had said their goodbyes, Hoa deeply exhaled before heading home; almost
as if being this quiet had physically drained her for the rest of the day, yet she’d also felt a sense of relaxation in her mind
at the same time, which was something she really struggled in achieving from day to day. Kravann was able to help her 
unwind massively with their bond and physical closeness, but by herself, it was still an anxious problem sometimes.

On the other side, Seavmey bent down in a calculated manner best suited for picking up this new fluffy friend of hers, 
and headed back into her bedroom before she’d happily call Dana once he finished work, Chhout again likely to be found
fast asleep just out of shot, if he wasn’t already doing so on her fluffy chest.

“Maybe this will all work out between you two then…” she stated, to the only other resident involved in her conversation 
right now.


