The scientists were almost giddy with excitement.  They hadn't had this much funding since the sixties, and the SyFy channel was an incredible source of inspiration, no more need for LSD.

A few of the old timers were skeptical.  In this era of Wiki-leaks and cellphone cameras, creating a half-man, half-shark creature would be much more dangerous. Two teams were assigned to the project.  One team's output was unremarkable.  The other scientists misunderstood, and created a half-women, half-shark combination.  It was a marked improvement.

Unlike the Squid People, the Bird-Man, the Transvesti-cat, Shark-Girl wasn't a complete and total failure.  She showed aptitude in all areas, marksmanship, stealth, intelligence, bomb disposal, and laboratory escape.  Therefore, she was the obvious choice to be submitted to the CIA's annual M.A.D (Mostly Animal Department) Hybrid of the Year award.  In just a few hours, the inspectors would arrive, and they wanted their baby to be in peak condition.

Of course, Jennifer (as the lonely intern named her) wasn't aware of this.  In her tank, she floated listlessly, wondering how much pressure it took to snap a human neck (37.8 pounds, or 168 newtons).  She had the overall shape of a human body, albeit with a back fin and tail, but it was closer up that the differences became more apparent.  She was covered in thick grey skin, with a lighter, almost white on her belly.  Her face had a semi-human appearance, with a thick, snout like nose and gills along her neck.  The only hair on her body was almost comically placed on her head, it's long, luscious brown locks rather out of place on the shark-girl.  

But she didn't care, she was currently comparing her maximum jumping height to the nearest jugular vein, and while the numbers came out positive, there was a vexsome piece of glass in between.

Outside the tank, there was a minor scientific dispute.

“I don't fucking care if the fridge is poorly stocked, they aren't going to ask if we have a fucking beer!” shouted Eric, the head scientist.  In his mid-thirties, he found much of his time spent managing the younger staff than actual science.

“Well, what if they do?  Everyone knows the prize is all politics, if we don't give them a good show, they'll give it to those assholes at A.C.R.O.N.Y.M again.  This year I heard they're doing Spider-Man, and they even got it to look like Tobey Maguire!  Aside from the mandibles, obviously.” replied Dana, the only woman in the lab.  While normally she would have been considered only mildly attractive, if you're the only girl on an experimental research laboratory in the middle of the ocean staffed entirely by lonely nerds, you get a lot of attention.  

She let the constant flirting go to her head, and despite being lower-ranked than Eric, she repeatedly defied him and ignored his orders, knowing the others would take her side.  Dana was head of the Beakers and Foaming Liquid departments, and graduated first in her class.  The university, attempting to be humorous, made all the students wear cylindrical costumes so as to be “graduated cylinders”.  The cylinders were poorly ventilated, and almost a dozen students died of heat-stroke, including the actual valedictorian, who had a .001 percent higher average than Dana.  Instead of giving out a posthumous award, Dana received it instead.  

“What's going on now?” asked Robert, wandering in.  Robert was the oldest among them, at anywhere between 54 and 97 (the lowest and highest numbers currently in the pool).  He was a remnant of the division's LSD days, and he often had trouble remembering things, frequently forgetting what was going on, or being generally disoriented. 

Eric sighed as he turned to explain for the fifth time “Some people are here from the M.A.D Department, to see if Jennifer is worthy of an award.”

Dana sighed.  “For the fifth time, Eric, Department is in the acronym, you don't need to say it.” 

Eric wrinkled his nose, and replied in a high-pitched nasally voice, “For the fifth time, Dana, it's an initialism.”

“Oh god, not this argument again...” said Steven, the last scientist.  He had come running when he heard shouting, only to slow down when he recognized the voices, Eric and Dana argued constantly.

Steven was the youngest scientist, fresh out of college.  The others teased him constantly, despite Dana being only a year older.  

“Alright, every-body, lets head to the conference room.  I want to run through the script yet again.” Eric said, ushering them down the hallway.

The others all groaned.  Eric had prepared an extremely wooden script for them to memorize and recite for the judges, including skits, songs, and an interpretive dance.  For the last few weeks they had been practicing, and it seemed like every rehearsal had another horrible new revision.  

As as they left, the intern came in.  Scott was only seventeen, taking the un-paid internship as a summer job.  He had taken it when he was fifteen, not realizing that experimental research laboratories are top secret locations.  By the time it was revealed he thought it was just a summer job, he had seen too much classified information, and was told his only options were being fed to an experiment or staying there to work indefinitely.  Since he had been reported dead, the others could do whatever they liked to him.  The current plan was to feed him to Jennifer when she was finally complete, a plan of which he had no knowledge.

Jennifer was nearing completion, all that remained was to remove her murderous instinct and hatred of humanity, all the combat functions were fully enabled.  

Scott walked up to the tank, staring longingly at Jennifer.  He had no idea why, but he wanted her, badly.  He didn't care that the scientist's hadn't seen fit to give her reproductive organs, or even a sex drive.  She was the only one here who hadn't tried to experiment on him or try and test the lethality of Kill-bots on him, and even apathy was better than sociopathy.  

Jennifer saw him staring, and released her chance for escape.  She knew everything about humans, and she recognized the way he was looking at her.  

She swam to the surface, keeping eye contact with him the whole way.  “Hey, human, let me out.  I cannot engage in reproductive activity, but I can give you genital stimulation of a most pleasing variety.”

She was lucky he couldn't hear her through the glass.  All he knew was that she was trying to communicate.  In an attempt to activate the tank's microphones, he began hitting buttons on the control panel at random, evidently not noticing the large “Activate Mic” button.

With a loud clanking noise, the tank opened.  At first, Scott panicked, but then he realized that he'd definitely be able to hear Jennifer now.  Excited, he ran to her tank.  

Mentally, Jennifer was comparing her jump height to the distance between her and Scott.  She grinned.  It came out positive.

With a single leap, Jennifer flew from the pool, tackling Scott.  Before he could react, she gulped down his head, and worked her way efficiently through the rest of his body, swallowing him up in less than a minute.

“Sorry, the small and weakest one. It was nothing personal.” Contrary to his expectations, Jennifer's voice was a low croak, accompanied by a loud whoosh as air was forced out her gills.

Scott grimaced  “But... but... I loved you...” he moaned, his voice muffled by Jennifer's gut.

“Silly human, my creators taught my only to hate, and to kill.  Rather dumb of them, if you ask me.”

Scott began to sob.

Jennifer crouched low, a hand on her swollen belly, as she stalked through the lab.  Scott may have been muffled by her skin, but he still presented an obstacle to mobility.  Jennifer did a series of brief calculations, Scott would survive for another half-an-hour, but he would pose a mobility problem for an hour, maybe more.  She tucked inside a maintenance closet to digest, gently rubbing her distended gut.

*****

It was at this point Eric, dressed in a banana costume and singing Bohemian Rhapsody, realized something.  

“Oh god, this is the worst thing ever...” he said, on the verge of tears.  Dana noticed him immediately, and ran as fast as her full suit of plate armor allowed.  Steven saw him as well, but halfway there the back of his centaur collapsed, sweeping out his legs.  

“It's okay Eric, we made an alternate script in case you figured it out...” she said, trying to reassure him.  In actuality, the alternate script was prepared for after Robert drugged him and left him naked in a closet.  The nudity was in case he woke up early, he wouldn't be tempted to try and crash the meeting.

“Wait, what?  No, I realized I can't remember the lyrics, and we're too deep for internet access!  If I don't get the song right, they won't get the symbolism of Albert's decision to become a homeless musician, and...”

Dana grimaced.  Steven sighed.  Robert coughed.  But that was because of the weed.

******

Jennifer waited, biding her time.  Scott's movements had ceased a minute ago, but he was still alive.  Once she had digested him further, she would search for a way to separate the others.  

After a few minutes had passed, Scott's body began to soften inside her.  She stroked her gut constantly, searching for his limbs and applying gentle pressure to them, in order to help digestion.  A few minutes of this, and Scott was merely an unrecognizable mass in her stomach, growing smaller and rounder by the minute.

Jennifer had a very efficient digestive system, able to work through a meal quickly and completely, with no waste.  She could eat and dissolve a soldier in full body armor in a few hours with no waste, just pure energy, and none of the scientists had armor.

Scott was now digested to the point where she could easily move again, so she padded silently through the halls, looking for someplace to hide.  She knew they were all in the same room, so she'd have to bide her time, wait for them to leave.  While she was perfectly capable of killing them all at once, she preferred to take them on one at a time.

Jennifer smiled when she discovered the bathroom.  For such a large vessel, it only had one small bathroom, a perfect ambush site.

 *******

“Damn it, Robert!  What have I told you about smoking down here!”  Dana said, practically shouting.

Robert blinked.  

“Oh, don't give me the 'I'm too stoned to reply' act, it would take an entire fucking forest of pot just to get you half-baked!”

Robert nodded.  

“Just, get out of here, we can't let the officials see you.  I don't care where you go, as long as it isn't the Flammable Zone, or anywhere near Jennifer.  Who knows what would happen if you gave her drugs.”

Robert sighed and left the room.  Female was always bossing him around, even Boss wasn't half as bossy.  He grinned, that was almost a pun.  He'd have to tell Stupid that one, he was the only one who understood his jokes.  

He made his slow, plodding way to the bathroom, where he stashed enough psychedelic drugs to make a dozen Pink Floyd songs.  The others were aware he had the drugs, but only Douche knew the location, and he had his own mysterious uses for them.  Besides, Douche was back in the meeting, most likely acting all smug just because he'd never blown up the galley or sunk a civilian vessel.  Accidentally, that is.

Robert knocked on the door of the bathroom before going in.  When there was no answer, he opened the door and walked in, only to see Jennifer sitting in the middle of the room, sporting a slightly swollen stomach.

Robert gulped.  So did Jennifer.

  *********

Eric and Dana were fighting again, with the advantage in Dana's favor.  A sword and suit of armor tend to help with that.

“Ah, shit, you almost got skin with that one!” Eric squealed as Dana took of another part of his suit with a swing.

“Oh, sorry...” she grinned, chopping off another.  A second later, the suit gave up and fell apart, leaving Eric in his underpants, sporting an obvious erection.

“Uh...” he mumbled, as Dana began frantically pulling her armor off.

Steven sighed, exiting the conference room to a series of loud moans and the occasional clank.  Apparently she had given up trying to remove the armor. 

After this, he knew, Eric would do whatever Dana wanted, which in this case meant ditching the stupid skit for a power-point.  While he didn't approve of her methods, Dana made a better leader than Eric, and any way she could control him was a good thing in his book.  

The government had issued the scientists with everything but condoms, and the pairs frequent couplings and lack of romantic attachment meant he rarely had to use test-tube babies for experiments, which was very helpful, given the unpredictable nature of the ships faulty artificial womb, which gave you the wrong species have the time.

In fact, Jennifer came from the pair's first off-spring, back when the two wanted to keep them.  A little bit of shark DNA in Dana's coffee, a little bit more in her “hormone pills”, and the pair freaked out at the site of their literal flipper baby, giving him full access to any future children.  Come to think about it, it had been a few months since the last one, she'd probably have another on the way soon, if not already.

As Steven passed the bathroom, he heard a strange noise, giving him pause.  The bathroom was where Robert hid his drugs, could Scott have gotten into them?  Steven was the only one Robert liked enough to tell, which would make him feel better if Robert wasn't such an idiot.

 *********

At first, Robert had gone smoothly.  He had barely squirmed, and made next to no noise, only occasionally murmuring “trippy...” and stroking her stomach.  

It was after digestion started that things began to get... strange.  Robert was slightly buzzed, which meant he had enough drugs in his system to kill an elephant.  As he was digested, they were absorbed by Jennifer, which is why she was currently running around the room, trying to escape the dragon.

When the giant nutrient cube walked into the room, she knew she had to eat it to defeat the dragon.  It was shouting something as she swallowed it, most likely encouragement.  Giving her swollen belly a pat, she turned to face the dragon, ready for battle.

But then the dragon paused, glancing at her belly.  “You like that, don't you?” it asked, it's voice radiating purple and chocolate.  

Jennifer tried to reply, but her mouth was glued shut.  She pulled the thoughts out of her head and tossed them to the dragon, who seemed to understand.  

“I can show you where to get more.” he answered, his words dancing an intricate ballet across her stomach, before stumbling and falling to the floor, which was also lava.  It was the most reasonable thing she'd ever heard.

 ********

Eric was fast asleep.  Dana knew he'd be out for a few hours, which gave her plenty of time to set up the power-point.  By the time he'd wake up, it'd be too late for the skit, and he'd be grateful that she prepared an “emergency” presentation and saved the day.

Still in her armor, Dana clanked her way to the computer.  She sighed as she spent a few minutes closing out of all the strange programs Roger had installed to it the last time they had internet access.  Bless his heart, he believed people when they said they said they could make the computer faster just by using their software.  At this point, their computer had more Trojans than a condom factory.

That's when Dana discovered that Steven had tried to “fix” it again, leaving it covered in audio clips, videos, crazy transitions and clashing colors.  She sighed, for someone so smart he knew nothing about design.  She wished he could be in charge, or even herself.  Either of them would be better than stupid Eric, and she wouldn't have to get pregnant all the time.  She would anyway, but she wouldn't have to.

After she spent a few minutes fixing it, Dana was bored.  She clanked her way about the room, waiting for something to happen.  She still wasn't sure why the armor was on board, but she so rarely fit in it she relished the chance to wear it.  

Even the armor soon lost it's appeal.  Dana sat around, waiting for something to happen.

And then it did.  

Jennifer burst into the room, sporting a distended, squirming stomach.  Her eyes locked onto Dana's, and it almost seemed like she smiled.  

“I'm gonna get you, you environmentalist cunt!” the shark-girl shrieked, before charging.  Dana was confused, naturally.  When Steven started shouting from inside Jennifer's belly, it became even more puzzling.

“Dana, you have to run!  She ate Robert and the intern, and I think she's high, somehow!  She was talking about Captain Planet earlier, I think she's thinks that's who you are!”

Somehow, that wasn't exactly helpful.  Dana ran as fast as she could in a hundred pounds of plate-mail: not at all.  When she tumbled to the ground, her legs accidentally swept Jennifer off her feet.

“I see you've grown in power since we last met,  Captain Planet!  But even the planeteers can't save you now...” Jennifer said, patting her stomach.  

Eric was still half asleep, and Steven was in Jennifer's belly.  That meant it was up to Dana.

She swung a mailed fist into Jennifer's face, shattering her jaw and knocking out a row of teeth.  The shark-girl merely used some of the resources she had gained from digesting her previous meals to repair it.  She grinned “I'm gonna take YOU down to zero, you giant blue dick!”  Despite herself, Dana giggled at being called a giant blue dick.  

Jennifer pinned Dana's arms to her sides, then trapping them under the suit.  Carefully, she cut the scientist out with her claws.  “You were right, the power is mine...” she said, before devouring Dana whole.

Inside her gut, Dana and Steven were pressed uncomfortably close together.  “I think her body is getting exposed to different drugs as more of Robert is absorbed.  At first, there was something about dragons, now this...” Dana put a finger to his lips.

“Steven, we're going to die in here, most like.  We might as well get rid of some... unfinished business...”

Steven gulped.  “But what about Eric?  He'll be joining us...”  

Dana gave him a strange look.  “So?  He can always join in...”

Steven grinned.  “Kinky...” he said, reaching for his pants.

“Kinky? The hell are you talking about?  I was talking about telling each other secrets.”

“Jesus, what are you in fourth grade?  Do you want to play spin the bottle next?” Steven said, disgusted.

“Whose the stupid one now, we don't even have a bottle.” Dana said, sticking her tongue out.  Steven couldn't believe someone this dumb was capable of producing children.

Before they could argue further, Eric joined them, still groggy.  

“Hi Eric, we're playing a game of telling-each-other-secrets!” Dana said, excited.

“Ooh, can I play!” Eric said, clapping his hands.  Steven sighed.  “Okay, you go first!” Eric said, pointing to Dana. 

Dana smiled.  “Alright, how about we each reveal two?” Eric nodded, Steven grunted.  “Okay, Eric.  I believe you're an incompetent leader, and I only ever had sex with you to bend you to my will.” Eric let out a small, pathetic gasp.  

He replied in a quiet voice.  “W-what's your other one?”  

Dana looked conspiratorially at the others.  “Whenever I go to a restaurant, I pretend it's my birthday, just for the reduced price.”

Eric gasped.  “Me too!” he said, excited.  The pair high-fived.  Steven rolled his eyes.

“Okay, me next!” Eric said, excited.  “Okay, here's my first.  Back in college, we had to do this thesis on something or other.  I didn't really care, I was out drinking most of the time, but my room-mate put a shitload of effort into his, he worked on it all the time and it was super amazing.  Long story short, I didn't want to fail the class, so I took him out drinking one night, and got the little fucker so wasted he died.  Another friend of mine was a law student, he said that legally I owned all the kid's stuff now.  He was really good, I still don't know why he flunked.  Anyway, I turned in the thesis, and the professor said it was the best he'd ever read.  I wish I remembered that kid's name... the lawyer, not the nerd.  He was weird.”

Dana grinned excitedly.  “What's your other one?” she asked, as Steven looked on in horror.

“Okay, this is from way back in high-school.  A new girl showed up, and the very first day I was banging her, it was her little way to reward me for helping her open her locker.  So anyway, my mom tells me that my aunt and uncle have that we haven't seen in forever just moved here, and once they get settled in in a few weeks, we'll go see them.  

“So,  a few weeks pass, and right before we go see them, this girl calls to say she's pregnant, and that it's mine.  So I'm kinda distracted when we're talking to my aunt and uncle, they're talking about how their daughter is sick or something, gaining weight and throwing up.  My dad made a crack about her being pregnant, but no one laughed.

“So anyway, they call her down from her room, and in walks the girl!  I was about to ask her where my cousin was, when it hit me.  We played it cool during the visit, but we had a long discussion at school the next day.  She said she wanted to keep it but break up, and I said that we should make a compromise and if she wanted to keep it she'd have to keep fucking me till it was born, because you can't get any more pregnant.  She looked disgusted and broke up with me, and started dating a football guy.  Once she started showing, she told him it was his, and he couldn't do math so he believed her.

“I couldn't stand this, so I got her to drink some herbal tea I made up, telling her it was for the baby.  It was for the baby, but it was to kill it.  I gave her the wrong dose or something, and she died too.  The football player was so sad, he tried to kill himself.  Didn't work, but the rope cut through his vocal cords, so he still can't talk.  It's a damn shame, she was totally hot, like you wouldn't even believe.”

Steven looked on in horror.  “What a great story! Dana said, smiling. “Now it's your turn, Steven!”

“I'm gonna be sick...”  He said, turning pale.

“Aw, come on, Steve!  What's your worst?” Eric asked, grinning.

“Fuck it.  Fine, I'll tell you.  Your first kid was going to be all right, I gave you shark genes so that I wouldn't have to to raise it, because you two sure as hell wouldn't.”

Eric and Dana looked aghast.

“You... you MONSTER!” he screamed. Dana shuddered.

“I'm sorry I messed with your baby, I really shou...” Dana cut him off.

“We don't give a shit about some stupid baby, this is your fault!” she said, poking the stomach walls.

“You jerk!” Eric added.

Steven sighed.

 *****

Several hours later, the M.A.D officials arrived, with a squad of marines as protection.  They found no scientists or evidence of a struggle.  When they arrived in the conference room, finding only a shredded suit of armor, the power-point began playing.  Curious, they began watching it, leaving the marines outside as guards.

After the rather dull and uninteresting presentation, they exited the conference room, chalking it down as another loss for this group.  In the hallway, however, they found Jennifer, her stomach swollen and shifting with half a dozen marines, the other half dozen scattered about in various states of dismemberment.  Needless to say, the officials were impressed.

But it still wasn't enough to win.  Spider-Man was just too damn cool.

