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=====================

The Forbidden Mountain…

=====================


Through the dark, dreary halls of the sinister palace, a lone figure walked.  Her dark robes, black as night with hints of dark violet, flowed about her slender frame as she stalked about, planning her evil plans.  The horns of her black cowl shimmered in the moonlight, giving the pale-skinned sorceress a demonic appearance, the dark green jewel on her scepter glowing with evil power.  


She was Maleficent.  And not for nothing was she called the Mistress Of All Evil.  


Her last few plans had been derailed, for sure, but she wasn’t about to let that daunt her.  She would defeat the boy Sora, taking his keyblade from him, and while she was at it, make the three good fairies suffer by tormenting Princess Aurora some more.  


Such a delight evil could be sometimes.  


She went to her throne room to think and scheme, her demonic pale green eyes closing as she became lost in thought, her raven, Diablo, perching on her staff and taking a nap.  After a few moments, though, a pig-faced imp nervously stuck his head in the door.  


“Um… My lady?”  the imp grunted.  


Maleficent’s eyes opened slowly, glaring directly at the terrified imp, who looked to be on the verge of soiling himself.  


“What is it?” Maleficent said, her voice even but clearly annoyed.  


“There’s someone here to see you,” the imp said, “He says he’s a fan.”  


Maleficent twitched.  “A fan… Tell me, is he like the… creatures… that have menaced Organization XIII for so long, or the ones that have tormented poor Sephiroth into near insanity?”  


The imp shook his piggish head.  “No ma’am.  He hasn’t drooled once, carries no yaoi or yuri art, and is actually wearing a suit.”  


Maleficent quirked a slender eyebrow.  “Really now…” she said, still wary, “Show him in.”  


The imp nodded and ducked out of the throne room.  A few minutes later, he came back in, leading a tall, heavyset man with pale-white skin and hair, clad in a blue business suit with silver shirt and tie.  He grinned childishly up at Maleficent, a look of pure adoration in his glowing white eyes.  


Maleficent frowned at him.  “What business do you have with the Mistress of All Evil?” she demanded.


“My lady,” he said, his voice soft and gentle with a slight Southern accent to it, “I wish only to express my adoration and admiration for you.  Of the many villainesses I admire, you are among the greatest.”  


Maleficent smirked despite herself, enjoying the praise.  She grinned even wider when the man got on his knees before her.  


“It is my wish,” the man continued, “To offer you a great gift.”  


Maleficent frowned.  “What is this gift you speak of?  For that matter, you have not introduced yourself yet.”  


The man blinked.  “Oh!  Forgive me, my lady.  I am a lightning efreet.  My true name is unpronounceable in human tongues, and the closest translation is too silly.  I have been called both FF and Jonathan, my lady.”  


Maleficent blinked.  “FF, you say… Which do you prefer?” 


The man grinned.  “Either is fine, my lady.  I will trust your superior judgement.”  


Maleficent nodded.  “Then I will refer to you as Jonathan.  The other is too bizarre for my taste.  Now state your business.  What is this gift you intend to give me?” she snapped.


FF nodded.  “A grand feast, my lady.  Grand enough to feed an entire army.  And all for you, my queen, as well as a romantic encounter that will give you great pleasure.”  


Maleficent quirked an eyebrow.  “You wish me to consume enough to feed an entire army?  And ‘make love’ to me afterwards?” she said, almost spitting the word love.  


FF nodded, smiling with sheer adoration.  


Maleficent rubbed her temples.  “Get out,” she said, gesturing dismissively.  


FF blinked.  “My lady?”  


Maleficent stood up, green fire flaring around her.  “GET OUT!” she snarled, “I will not be mocked by the likes of you!”


FF blinked.  “My intentions are honorable.  And I truly can provide the feast for you, my lady.”  


Maleficent snarled.  “Foolish creature.  You’re no better than the dregs that hunt Organization XIII.  They removed the physical entryways to their castle not to keep Sora out, but to keep miserable creatures like YOU away!!  Now GET OUT!!” 


FF bowed.  “I assure you, my lady, I will ask no more of you than this.  I find you to be one of the most attractive women alive, and merely wish to experience you.”  


Maleficent blushed despite herself.  “Miserable little thing…” she muttered, “You wish to bring me an epic meal?”  


FF nodded.  


“Then do so.  But I have two conditions,” Maleficent said, sneering.  


“Name them, I will meet them,” FF said, bowing again.  


Maleficent smirked.  “I will consent to your meal and your lovemaking, but only if you are capable of satisfying me…” she paused, and raised her staff.  Green fire erupted around her in an immense, demonic column, casting her in shadows that seemed to grow and swell.  When the fire faded, she had changed, becoming a massive, muscular black dragoness with indigo belly-scales and glowing green eyes.  Her webbed ears twitched in amusement, her long, deadly horns glistening in the moonlight.  She continued, adding, “…only if you are capable of satisfying me in THIS form, for both meal and sex.”  


FF nodded, grinning widely.  “I accept, milady Maleficent.”  


Maleficent blinked.  Of all the things she was expecting, utter confidence and immediate acceptance of her terms wasn’t among them.  


Seeing her confusion, FF just grinned, and held up a hand.  Lightning lanced down from the cloudless sky, surrounding him in a massive corona of power, his body dissolving into lightning and swelling, becoming even larger than Maleficent herself.  When the lightning faded, before Maleficent’s eyes was a massive, blue-scaled cobra with silver bellyscales, the serpent’s belly curving out in a great fat bulge.  And in those crystalline, diamond-colored eyes was still utter adoration.  


“I will satisfy you, my lady.  For as you can see, I specialize in big meals…” FF said.  He planted a kiss on Maleficent’s cheek and vanished, leaving the dragoness stunned.  


She reverted back to her human form, still blinking in confusion.  She sat back down on her throne, contemplating FF and trying to figure him out.  


After five minutes of trying to figure out the logic of someone who wished to feed her more food than an army could eat and then make love to her, she stopped, the headache she got too distracting.  She needed to talk to someone…


But who?  Most of her minions and allies were incompetent and would probably make fun of her.  She needed to talk to a woman… 


She scowled.  


The problem was, most of the female villains she knew weren’t exactly the type to talk about problems with.  Lady Tremaine was concerned only with her daughters and had to be intimidated into action.  Ursula had spurned her upon her second resurrection during the Organization XIII incident, and Maleficent still hadn’t quite forgiven her for that.  (To be ignored was one of the things Maleficent despised most of all.)  Shego had too much hero left in her.  (Her loyalty to that incompetent fool Drakken was proof of that.)  Lady Grimhilde, the Evil Queen that menaced Snow White, was far too self-absorbed even for a Disney villain.   Queen La was too obsessed with Tarzan and her jealousy of Jane.  The Queen of Hearts… No.  Just… no.  


She eventually decided to contact Mirage.  A catwoman and a minor goddess, she was dubbed Evil Incarnate in her world.  Maleficent adored her, as she was the only one in existence capable of greater cruelty and viciousness than the sorceress herself.  


She concentrated, greenish black flames swirling around her and floating into the air, forming into a portal.  The flames swirled, coalescing into an image of a dark, void-like realm.  Maleficent focused her concentration, heading into the only structure inside the asteroid field that comprised the realm, an Egyptian-style temple.  She focused her gaze inward, scanning for the one she sought.  


And when she found her, she was suddenly very grateful that she was sitting down.  She would have gone weak-kneed and collapsed otherwise.  


Lounging about in her throne, nude save for her crown and hairbands, was Mirage.  The sexy, dark-furred catgirl’s stomach was hugely bulging, Mirage caressing the vast oval of furry flesh lovingly.  She belched, groaning in ecstasy as she hugged her swollen midsection, the remnants of several dozen plates worth of food surrounding her.    


“M-Mirage?” Maleficent stammered, taken completely off-guard by the woman’s appearance.  


The catwoman looked up, and smirked.  Her stomach gurgled, and she caressed it lovingly.  “Maleficent, darling.  Good to see you.  *URP*”


“Mirage…” Maleficent said, one eye twitching, “What in blazes happened to you?”  


Mirage chuckled.  “Oh, I’m still recovering from a visit with this delightful lightning elemental a week ago.  DELIGHTFUL cook.  Not that bad a lover either, although I’ve had much better.”  


Maleficent blinked.  “…You mean, he promised you a feast as well?”  


Mirage purred, grinning.  “Oh Maleficent, he’s come to visit you as well?  WONDERFUL!  I’ve always thought you were kind of skinny, and needed filling out more.”  


Maleficent fumed, deciding to ignore the crack on her figure.  “I challenged him to feed me and satisfy me as a dragon.”  


Mirage giggled.  “Then you’ve already lost, Maleficent.  The thunderling is more than capable of providing a belly-stretching immobilizing meal that a villainess can enjoy.”  


“You actually ENJOY being so ridiculously bloated?!” Maleficent shouted.  “And… And what of your figure!  You’re certainly going to become ridiculously fat once that all digests!” 


Mirage purred softly, running a hand across one of her soft-furred breasts.  “I don’t care.  It’ll make my tops tight for a while and I’ll have to wear extra large dresses until I work it off, but this was truly a grand encounter.”  


Maleficent shook her head.  “What in the world did he feed you?”  


Mirage grinned.  “Maybe it’s best if I just showed you…” she said, gesturing.  A swirl of green flame appeared in Maleficent’s window, showing two youngsters of Arab descent.  FF confronted them and fired magic at them, energy swirling around them.  Their clothes dissolved, their skin turning into scales, their legs turning into tails.  Both youngsters became serpentine nagas, the princess turning into a cobra naga.  


But instead of attacking them further, FF offered them food, apologizing for the attack and saying that his food could only properly enjoyed by serpent people, promising to change them back later.  The two ate heartily, their stomachs growing so much that they began rounding out.  Maleficent could almost see the moment when the cursed food took over their minds, making them too hungry to notice what they were eating.  When Jasmine had her father and her pet tiger placed in front of her, she swallowed them down easily, without even a thought.  Once the food was gone, Jasmine, in her desperation to eat, attacked Aladdin.  Before Maleficent’s shocked eyes Jasmine devoured Aladdin, sucking him down whole, each great, gulping swallow pulling in swollen blue-scaled snakeman down into her ravenous gullet.


In a flash, the heavily glutted Jasmine, the naga’s body so bloated it had become spherical, was brought before Mirage, the catwoman cackling delightedly at the plight of her foes.  As Maleficent watched, Mirage was layed back on a luxurious bed, FF hefting up Jasmine’s massively bloated body.  Before the shocked eyes of the sorceress, FF, after writing a rune on Mirage’s cheek, then began to push the fattened beyond belief naga down Mirage’s throat, the catwoman’s jaws opening much wider than normal.  Mirage’s top tore to shreds as her chest and throat expanded to ridiculous proportions, the greenish bulge of Jasmine’s scaly, serpentine form sliding down into her gullet.  


With long, powerful gulps, Jasmine slid down into Mirage’s belly, the catwoman’s gut swelling out to immensity.  Mirage groaned, rubbing her immense gut as she lay back on the bed, licking her lips and belching thunderously, shaking the rafters of her temple.  Jasmine’s bulge visibly wriggled about in Mirage’s gut.  


“Oooogh…” Mirage moaned, belching again, “I have NEVER been so full before…” 


FF smiled hesitantly.  “Did… Did you like the meal, my lady?” 


Mirage purred, gently stroking the elemental’s cheek.  “Heh.  It feels wonderful to be this full.  I should try indulging Gluttony more often.”  


FF grinned, blushing.  “It can be a fine sin to indulge.”  


Mirage grinned.  “Also, I can imagine you’d like to indulge another sin…” 


FF smiled warmly.  “If it’s all right,” he said.


Mirage purred.  “You have given me a fine meal and eliminated my nemeses in one full swoop.  I am offering myself to you freely now and whenever you visit me in the future.”  


As FF helped Mirage roll over onto her back and pulled her dress off, undressing himself and mounting the catgirl, Mirage dispelled the image.  


Maleficent shook her head, disbelieving.  “That’s incredible…” she said.


Mirage cooed.  “I know.  Oh Maleficent, you will enjoy this boy’s company.  Whatever he provides you for a meal will be exquisite.”  


Maleficent stared at Mirage for a long moment, watching the catwoman luxuriate in her fullness.  After a minute, she said, “I… I have to go, Mirage.  I need to think about this.”  


Mirage purred.  “If you insist.  Call me after you get your belly expanded to immensity.  You’ll LOVE IT.”  


Maleficent shook her head and dispelled the window, sitting back on her throne and pondering.  


Eventually, she fell asleep where she sat, bizarre dreams troubling her rest.


Upon waking, she resolved to see this through to the end, no matter what happened, however bizarre it may be.  She had never backed down from a challenge yet, and would meet this with the same confidence and force of will she met any circumstance.


Near the end of the day, FF returned to her castle, appearing in her throne room with a blinding flash of lightning and deafening crackle of thunder.   With him was a massive tray larger than his massive cobra form was.  


Maleficent frowned.  “You truly expect me to eat all that?”  


FF smiled warmly and nodded, the immense serpent hissing.  “Yes, my lady.  I have the ability to give you the ability to swallow impossibly large meals.  A simple runic spell that will permanently allow you this ability in any of your forms.”  


Maleficent frowned.  “I am not certain about this.  If nothing else, I will be left vulnerable to cursed King Stephan and Queen Marissa’s knights.  To say nothing of those wretched faeries and the Prince and his family.”  


FF grinned wickedly.  “I do not believe they will be a problem.”  


Maleficent blinked.  “You have eliminated them?  As you did for Mirage?” 


FF blinked.  “You know her?”  


Maleficent nodded.  “We are… old associates, she and I.  I contacted her shortly after you left my domicile.  She still sports an immense gut from your encounter, and spoke fondly of you.  She’s apparently eating to keep her belly large, also…”  


FF beamed, clearly pleased by this.  “She was a delightful woman.  And a fine lover as well.  I can only hope that I give you as much pleasure, my lady Maleficent.”  


Maleficent sighed.  “Jonathan…” she said, rubbing her temples, “I am severely uncertain about this…”  


FF frowned sadly.  “Please, my lady, give it a chance.  If you are not satisfied by the meal, then you may destroy me.”  


Maleficent shook her head.  If nothing else, the promise of a chance to destroy the whelp elemental should he fail would be satisfying.


“Very well,” she said.  She raised her arms, summoning the full measure of her powers.  A massive column of green and black flames erupted around her, Maleficent’s slender form reshaping itself into the elegant, powerful form of a great black dragon, her plated undersides being dark purple.  She stared with trepidation in her glowing, greenish-yellow eyes at the massive covered serving tray, unused to feeling small in this form and not liking it one little bit.  


FF smiled, and coughed nervously, a bow tie and fake-looking mustache appearing on his massive form.  “My lady,” he said, adopting a horribly stereotypical French accent, “I present to you a dish most exquisite.  Sweet in texture, ample in girth, and as delicious as you are powerful and beautiful.” 


Maleficent bit back the urge to snicker, keeping her face stone cold and emotionless.  If nothing else, the boy knows how to shovel on the sycophantic flattery.


“Dark Mistress of all things Evil, I thank you for giving me the opportunity to please you.  Please allow me to present your meal for the evening: Stuffed Stalbon.”  


Maleficent’s eyeridge quirked at the unusual name for the meal.  With a flourish and a flick of his tail, FF lifted the lid off of the platter, revealing, to Maleficent’s surprise, a large, powerful-looking red dragon with an immense, wriggling belly.  Maleficent blushed, unable to help herself, as the red was a handsome beast, one that she would consider as a mate normally, his curving horns and grand wingspan enticing, as were his eyes, which held both the coldness of wisdom and experience as well as the warm innocence of a kind heart.  


The red dragon blinked as the steam cleared.  When he noticed Maleficent, he beamed, blushing brightly.  “It’s an honor to meet you.  I’m Stalbon, and I’ll be your dinner for this evening.”  


Maleficent blinked, sitting on her haunches and looking him over, her eyes fixating on his tremendous belly, bigger even than FF, which wriggled about as if digesting a meal.  


“What… exactly… are you stuffed with?” she asked.  


Stalbon grinned wickedly.  “Aurora and her prince were easy to trick into stuffing themselves.  Especially with enchanted treats that used to be their subjects, their families, and the three faeries.  We waited until after they had eaten themselves into immobility by devouring their transformed kingdom, all turned into a delicacy, before revealing the truth to them.”  


FF smirked.  “Their broken spirits made it easy for the two of them to be devoured.  Not that they could have resisted anyway, but sometimes it’s just fun.  The rest of Stalbon’s sexy belly is a giant cobra that got uppity with me, as well as a couple pairs of mated hydras that I discovered that had developed twenty heads apiece.  Can’t remember the cobra’s name.”  


Stalbon blushed.  “Love, please…” 


FF grinned.  “Oh, pish posh.  You’re one of the sexiest and most delicious dragons alive.  You deserve to be praised as much as possible.”  


Maleficent blinked.  “You… You have eaten each other before?”  


Stalbon nodded.  “FF and I have… an interesting relationship.  Our magics allow us to resurrect ourselves after our bodies are digested.”


“When I made up my mind to visit you, I decided the honor needed to be shared, so I invited my beloved to be the meal for you,” FF continued.  


 Maleficent nodded, relaxing a little.  An unusual relationship, but she had encountered much stranger.  


Although the eating thing was still confusing to her.  


“Enough talk.  I grow hungry, efreet.  You say this admittedly handsome specimen is supposed to be my meal?  Then help me consume him,” she ordered.  


Stalbon churred throatily.  “Gorgeous,” he hissed, “So powerful, so commanding…”  


FF smiled.  “If you will allow me, my lady…” he said, slithering over to her, his hefty bulk moving with surprising grace across the floor.  He brought his tail up to her cheek.  


The black dragon frowned, moving her head away.  FF frowned.  “It’s nothing more than a harmless enchantment, my lady.  It will allow you to expand yourself enough to contain such a large meal.” 


Maleficent growled warily, but held still, allowing FF to come close to her and use his tail to write the rune on her cheek, chanting softly in a language that she couldn’t understand.  She felt a slight tingling as the rune took hold, and blinked.


FF nodded, smiling warmly.  “There we go.  Now, to your meal, beautiful one.”  


Maleficent couldn’t resist a snark.  “Tell me, efreet.  Where did you learn your toadying skill?”  


FF chuckled weakly.  “Ah… When dealing with villainesses powerful enough to destroy me, I’ve found that it’s best to be as much of a sincere suckup as possible.”  


Maleficent grinned despite herself.  “You are intelligent, at least.”  


FF blushed.  Stalbon chuckled, and gently poked FF’s bulging belly.  The massive cobra grinned, and kissed him, before pulling the immense tray up to Maleficent.  


“How would you like to enjoy me, my lady?  Head first or tail first?” Stalbon asked.  


Maleficent frowned.  “Head first, I think… It’s unnerving to have someone be willingly consumed by me…”  


Stalbon nodded.  “Very well,” he said, bowing his head to her, placing his impressive wings tight against his back.  


Maleficent stared at him for a long moment, before turning to FF with a pained look.  “How do I do this?” 


FF smiled indulgently.  “Just take his head into your mouth and swallow.  Once you get to the big part, I’ll help you get him down.”  


Maleficent frowned.  Her stomach rumbled, reminding her that she had forgotten to eat last night.  She sighed, and licked her muzzle to wet it, leaning down and opening her jaws wide.  To her surprise, the bones in her dislocated themselves with a mildly painful pop, the flesh of her maw stretching as she fit Stalbon’s slender, handsome head inside her jaws.  She swallowed, feeling the tips of his horns brushing her throat as, to her immense surprise, his head and neck easily slipped into her own maw.  


Maleficent’s eyes widened in surprise.  This red dragon, this ‘Stalbon,’ was DELICIOUS!  The strong, almost spicy flavor of his scales and lower plating washed over her tongue, the black dragon shivering in pleasure as she ran her tongue over the red’s scales for a moment, savoring him, feeling her meal giggle within her, gently nuzzling her gullet as he descended down it.  Well aware of how much she had left to eat, she swallowed again, feeling his muzzle start to press into her belly, her chest distorting oddly as she ate him.  


With some struggling, she managed to work her tightly stretched jaws over his shoulders, but even with Stalbon helping, she found herself unable to go further.  She turned her gaze to FF, who nodded and slithered over, pushing on Stalbon’s rump.  The red dragon churred happily inside Maleficent, feeling his chest engulfed by the beautiful black dragoness as more of him began to slide into her.


Maleficent, for her part, was finding this surprisingly enjoyable.  The strong, almost musky flavor of the dragon was making her drool profusely, her tongue eagerly lapping at whatever flesh was available as she felt her body expand and distort in impressive ways.  Her upper jaws passed easily over Stalbon’s wings, FF having to exert himself tremendously to push Stalbon’s massive belly into the dragoness.  


Maleficent struggled to get in the heavily bloated belly of Stalbon.  She felt herself being pushed back against the wall as FF worked to get the massive meal down her throat.  She groaned softly, her mind lost in a combination of sheer pleasure from the dragon’s flavor and pain from her absurdly stretched jaws.  Her belly was starting to bulge out to a spherical shape as more and more of Stalbon’s bulk made its way inside her, the black dragon gulping frantically to keep up with the delicious red dragon being added to her bulk.  


With a slurping groan, Maleficent’s jaws crested the tip of Stalbon’s tremendously bloated gut.  Now that she was past the widest point, swallowing the massive-bellied red seemed to speed up, her muzzle sliding easily over Stalbon’s gut until only his hind legs and tail were sticking out of her maw.  With a few strong gulps and some help from FF, she was able to finish swallowing Stalbon.


Groaning, the elegant black dragon lay atop her immense belly, caressing her tremendous bulk as Stalbon shifted about inside, trying to get comfortable.  She lay limply on her tremendously expanded gut, her bellyplates spread apart by her tremendously prey-bloated bulk, her tongue hanging limply out of her mouth.


FF slithered up to Maleficent and kissed her.  “Are you okay?” 


Maleficent groaned again.  She looked up at FF and smiled, starting to say something, when a massive belch erupted from her throat, shaking the foundations of the castle and actually collapsing a tower.  Inside Maleficent’s belly, Stalbon shivered in delight at the vibrations of her gut the belch caused.


FF grinned.  “I take it you liked the meal, then?” 


Maleficent chuckled.  She tried to speak again, but let out another tower-collapsing belch.  After a moment, she managed to compose herself.  “Ahah… Surprisingly yes…” she said, rubbing her talons over her tremendously bloated belly, “Your comrade is delicious.  And I don’t think I’ve EVER been this full before in my life.  


FF smiled, and kissed her again.  “I am glad, my lady.  To bring pleasure to women of such beauty is a delight to me.”  


Maleficent belched again, softer this time, groaning and patting her groaning belly.  “Speaking of pleasure, could we please wait until I digest a little before you start humping me?  I can barely keep awake with all this food inside me…”  


FF chuckled, and coiled around her, gently massaging her belly.  “I can be patient, my lady.” 


Maleficent chuckled, and to the serpent’s surprise, kissed him.  “You may call me Maleficent.  I can tell that you are of a Good alignment.  But there is a streak of darkness in you that I find fascinating.  I wish to get to know you better, to see if that darkness can be… cultivated…” she said, grinning wickedly, and fluttering her wings. 


FF just smirked.  “We’ll just have to see then, won’t we?” 

---The End---

