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Castle Wyvern...

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


I can't really blame them, Elisa Maza thought, I really can't.  Doesn't stop it from sucking, though.


Shortly after she and Goliath had finally admitted their love for each other, getting together as a couple for real, her captain, Maria Chavez, had finally made a connection between Elisa, Matt, and the gargoyles.  She had managed to plead her case for them, and even convince both her captain and the Gargoyles Task Force, as well as (albeit VERY reluctantly) District Attorney Margot Yale that the gargoyles were no threat.  


The earlier charade had fallen apart when Chavez and Margot had followed Elisa and Matt to the Eyrie Building.  Margot screwed up, blowing their cover, and Elisa and Matt reluctantly introduced them to the clan.  


The whole fiasco helped improve human-gargoyle relations greatly, partially shattering Demona's preconceived notions about humanity and costing the Quarrymen ninety percent of their membership.  


It had also cost Elisa her job.  


Oh, Xanatos was more than willing to offer her a position as head of security, which put her closer to the castle, and subsequently, to Goliath, one of the many things Xanatos had done to try and repay Goliath for saving his son from the Faerie King Oberon.  But it was a poor substitute, honestly.  She wanted to be out there, protecting people.  


She seriously considered just convincing Puck to have Alex turn her into a gargoyle.  She'd be out there protecting people, and hey, she and Goliath could actually have kids.  Or an egg.  Whichever.  


She sat at her office, monitoring the various other security ports around the building.  The only really good thing about this job is that it was interesting.  Nearly every day, there was someone trying to break in, or sneak in, or do something bad to the place. 


She took particular satisfaction in siccing the guards on any Quarrymen that tried to break in and make their way up to the castle, ordering them stripped of all but their hoods and sent on their way.  Even Xanatos and Fox appreciated that one, to say nothing of the clan.  


One day, a rare quiet day, Xanatos called her and several other security heads to his office.  The man himself sat with his back to them, Owen and Fox standing nearby.  


“I have...” Xanatos started, getting right to the point, “...a shipment coming in today.  As many of you well know, I have a passion for ancient artifacts.  In this case, I have found a rare grove of trees that are said to produce fruit that can grant special powers.”  


There was a brief murmuring from all the guards but Elisa, who was cursing inwardly.  Oh, great.  He wants access to superpowers now.  


“Before you say anything, I don't intend to use these powers for myself,” Xanatos said, as if sensing Elisa's thoughts,  “I merely intend to study these, to study and possibly replicate the magic inherent in them.”  


To Elisa's surprise, none of the other guards even flinched or smirked at the mention of magic.  Maybe they were just more accepting of things after living with the gargoyles for so long, or had assisted on other magic projects.  


Xanatos continued.  “I've managed to bargain for a shipment of this fruits.  The locals call them the Akuma no Mi, the Devil Fruit.  However, I've determined that they have no demonic essence in them whatsoever.  The locals are just overly superstitious.  They are a rare, valuable fruit that only grows once every ten generations.  As for all of you, I want you to guard this shipment and make sure it gets successfully to the fortified labs at Gen-U-Tech.  It is VERY IMPORTANT that these not fall into the wrong hands.  If a fruit is in danger of being captured, I want you to eat the fruit yourself.”  


One of the guards raised his hand.  “Sir... What if the fruit, if it does grant powers, does something like turn us into a pile of sludge or something?”  


Owen quirked an eyebrow, and activated a nearby TV screen, showing several oddly colored fruits.  “The fruits we are shipping all have individual names.  If the translations are correct, none of them will grant personally harmful abilities.”  


“Be at the docks at 10PM tonight, in full armor and weapons.  These fruits have to be protected,” Xanatos said, “We've already encountered trouble when we found the damn things.  You'll be given both overtime and hazard pay for this.  Dismissed.” 


The other guards left, only Elisa staying.  “I'm surprised you let me know this.  You've usually avoided letting me know about things too illicit, considering my relationship to the clan,” she said.


Fox sighed.  “Elisa, considering how many times someone has tried to take the current crop of Devil Fruit by force even before we showed up, we wouldn't mind the extra help from the gargoyles.”  


Elisa frowned, and nodded.  “Okay then...”  Her shift was about over anyway.  More time to go talk to the Goliath and the others.  


To her pleasant surprise, Goliath was waiting at her security station with food.  He smiled, and rumbled in that low, sexy baritone of his, “I was thinking that I would keep you company for dinner.  It's most likely been a long night.”  


Elisa grinned.  “I appreciate it, big guy.  I need to talk to you anyway.”  


As they ate, Elisa filled him in on what Xanatos had told her.  Goliath frowned, the massive lavender gargoyle rumbling thoughtfully.  “I will take Brooklyn, Angela, Katana, and Coldfire and meet you there.”  


Elisa nodded.  “I'm sure Xanatos will appreciate the extra security... I just have a really weird feeling about tonight...”  


Goliath frowned, and hugged her.  “Do not fear, my love.  I will not let you come to harm,” he said.


Elisa smiled.  He knew she could take care of herself, and she knew he knew that.  But it was nice to have someone be so protective of her.  

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

The docks...

Later that evening...

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


Elisa, in full body armor and with a plasma rifle, stood with the rest of her team, watching for intruders as the boat with the shipment of Devil Fruit made its way inward.  The guards on the ship looked extremely nervous, keeping their guns trained on the guards on the docks until Elisa gave them the appropriate password.


The shipment was lowered off of the boat, the Devil Fruits in a single box.  Elisa briefly glanced up to a nearby roof, where several pairs of glowing eyes watched intently.  She then turned her attention back to the shipment.  


“So far so good,” said one of the guards. 


“Don't say that,” muttered another guard, idly fiddling with his rifle.  “You say that, you'll jinx it, and something bad will happen.”  


“He's right, you know,” Hyena said, appearing out of nowhere.


Everyone stared at her in shock, Hyena grinning and holding up the cloaking device she used to sneak over to them.


The superstitious guard turned to the first guard her spoke, pointed at Hyena, and said, “See?”


Hyena promptly decked him.  “Let's go, brother!” the cyborg called out.  From underneath the assembled guards, Jackal burst out, cackling and firing his lasers.


“Surround them!” Elisa shouted.  “Stay in formation, keep them from taking to the air!” 



“HAH!  Lookit this, Jackal!” Hyena cackled, recognizing Elisa's voice.  “The big guy's girlfriend ended up working for Xanatos!” 


“At least my boyfriend doesn't need batteries to get it up,” Elisa snarked, referring to Hyena's fondness for the Coyote robots.  


Jackal snickered.  “He's got you there, sis,” he teased.


Hyena snarled.  “And I'm about to get her!” she shouted, preparing to lunge.


A roar of fury echoed through the night.


“And of course the big guy is here,” Hyena muttered moments before Goliath tackled her and Jackal through the pier, the three of them splashing into the water.  


“SO glad those things are on our side now,” one of Elisa's guards said.  


“Stay alert,” Elisa ordered.  “We still don't know who else is coming!”


“With us and the gargoyles here, what could go wrong?” said the guard who had jinxed it earlier.


“Quarrymen attack!  DESTROY THE BEASTS AND THOSE THAT SERVE THEM!  CLAIM THOSE FRUIT FOR OUR HOLY CAUSE!” shouted the zealots as they charged onto the docks, breaking down the guard rails.  


The guards glared at the one who spoke.  He shook his head furiously.  “Coincidence!” he insisted.  “It can't get any worse than this!” 


The rooftop where the remaining members of the clan were standing suddenly exploded in a blast of magical lightning.  With a roar, the clan spread to attack the figure that cast the spell, Demona grinning viciously as she prepared to attack again.


Elisa glared at the jinx guard.


“I'm just... gonna shut up now...” he muttered.


How could so much go so wrong so quickly? Elisa thought.  “If we live, you're fired,” she  snapped.  “Protect the fruit!” 


The resultant battle could best be described as a fiasco.  Gargoyles fought with Quarrymen while fending off Demona, guards fought with homicidal cyborgs while fending off Quarrymen.  It eventually came to a standoff, everyone facing each other down.  The gargoyles and Xanatos's guards crowded around the crate.  The twenty Quarrymen, all wielding electrified hammers, stood directly in front of them, with Hyena and Jackal off to one side and Demona on the others.  


“It occurs to me...” Brooklyn said after a moment, “That we are guarding a box full of superpowers...” 


Katana blinked.  “Have the guards eat the fruit?” the Ishimuran gargoyle said, keeping her namesake sword pointed at Demona.  


“It would give us an advantage, and keep the fruit out of their hands,” one guard muttered.  


Unfortunately, the cyborgs overheard them.  “Oh no you don't...” Jackal snarled.  


“We only need one,” Hyena added, the two of them taking aim at the crate of Devil Fruit.  Before anyone else could react, the cyborgs fired.  Elisa, Brooklyn, Angela, and two guards had to dodge out of the way, the laser bolts hitting the crate and detonating it.  Most of the Devil Fruit exploded in a pile of sludge, a single fruit flying away and rolling into a warehouse.  


“GET IT!” shouted one of the Quarrymen.  


Everyone charged after the single surviving fruit.  Demona, Jackal, and Hyena took out most of the Quarrymen and all of Elisa's guards, not taking the time to kill them in their desperation to get the fruit.  Goliath and the others grappled with them, Elisa dashing ahead to grab the Devil Fruit and running into a warehouse, pulling out her radio to call for backup.  


And then she realized her radio was broken.  


“Oh shit...” she muttered.


Demona snarled, and cast another lightning spell, stunning the clan.  She turned to the last two conscious Quarrymen, Jackal, and Hyena, and said, “Let's get the Devil Fruit away from that accursed detective first!  Then we can worry about killing each other.”  


“...Fine,” muttered the larger of the two Quarrymen.  


“Works for me,” Jackal said, stomping on Goliath's head as he tried to get up again.


“Let's move!” Hyena said, firing her jetpack and following Elisa's trail.


Elisa, for her part, was scared out of her mind.  She was no coward, but even she knew her limits.  And facing down an immortal gargoyle sorceress who had repeatedly gone out of her way to kill her in the past, two psychopathic cyborgs, and gargoyle-hating zealots by herself was not something she could do.  She looked down at the fruit, a bright pink thing shaped like a cluster of grapes, and then back at the entrance.  


Hell with it... I'll just get superpowers out of eating it, so it won't be that bad, she thought.  She took a bite out of it and almost immediately threw up.  The taste of the fruit was rancid, like spoiled buttermilk.  She forced herself to swallow the piece, the taste blocking out the odd tingling sensation that suffused her as the Devil Fruit imbued its powers on her.  She kept eating, not sure of how many bites she needed to take, when Jackal and Hyena burst in, having got ahead of the others. 


“Damn it!” Jackal snarled.  “She's already eaten it!” 


“Then we'll just have to rip the bits out of her!” Hyena cackled, lunging in and thrusting with her right arm's claws.  Elisa opened her mouth to scream, but instead she found herself leaning forward, her jaws opening wider than normal.  


To both Elisa and Hyena's shock, the cyborg's arm went completely down Elisa's throat, her belly distending slightly but not ripping open from Hyena's claws.  Demona, Jackal, and the two Quarrymen stared, not sure of what to make of this, while Hyena found herself at a complete loss for words.  


Elisa, for her part, was mildly confused.  She was aware that there was a mechanical arm in her mouth, currently attached to a homicidal cyborg, but... to her surprise, she found it tasty.  The smooth texture of the metal, the iron-y flavor... it was surprisingly appealing to her.  Was this an effect of her new powers?  


Hyena, staring at Elisa nervously, tried to tug her arm out of the former policewoman's throat.  Not wanting Hyena to retrieve her weapon, Elisa reacted instinctively.  She bit down, her teeth tearing through the metal of the cybernetic arm with surprising ease.  Hyena yelped, clutching the sparking, severed stump and backing away as Elisa thoughtfully chewed the metal in her mouth and swallowed it, her stomach bulging out as the arm was forced inside it.  


“Oh my God...” one of the Quarrymen moaned, fleeing.  


Elisa burped softly, licking her lips and patting her bulging stomach.  “Surprisingly tasty,” she said.  She paused, her stomach gurgling as it shrank down, digesting the cybernetic limb.  And to her surprise and growing amusement, her arm shapeshifted into the devoured one.  


“WHAT!?” Hyena almost shrieked, confused beyond measure.


Elisa flexed the cybernetic talons.  She could feel the wires and gears as if they were her real arm.  She could feel the arm cannon in it.  She looked over at the stunned villains and smirked.  


“Well well,” she said.  “Looks like I get an advantage every time I get a piece of you.”  She pointed her new arm cannon at Jackal. “Let's get another one.”  She fired, the energy blast knocking off Jackal's left arm.  The cyborg fell back, clutching his sparking stump as Elisa calmly picked up his arm and began to eat it, taking bites out of it as if it were a candy bar.  Her stomach bulged out again as the hard lump of metal was added to it.  


“Heh.  No offense, but I think your sister is tastier than you are,” Elisa said.  


This broke the other remaining Quarryman's nerve.  He ran away, screaming.  


Elisa licked her lips, burping.  She felt her swollen belly, imaging the eaten limb appearing on her own arm.  Her stomach gurgled, rapidly digesting the limb, her left arm mutating into the devoured cybernetic.  


“Holy shit...” Jackal said softly.  “Holy shit...”  


Hyena and Jackal didn't know what to do.  Their instincts were telling them to flee before Elisa ate any more of their cybernetics, but their natures told them to stay and fight, to rip Elisa apart.  Plus, watching this was morbidly fascinating...


Elisa flexed her cybernetic arms, grinning widely.  “Okay.  So I have super eating powers, can bite through metal, and turn whatever I eat into a weapon for me,” she said.  “That's... really cool!”  I'm still hungry, though... 


Demona shook her head, clearing it of the shock.  “You won't find me so easy a meal, detective,” Demona snarled, her eyes glowing.  


Normally, Demona preparing to attack would have been a cause for worry for her.  But she was feeling rather confident at the moment.  And besides.  The buxom gargoyle smelled DELICIOUS.  


Demona lashed out at Elisa, wanting to tear her face off.  Later, part of her would realize that this was stupid, that she had the added strength of the cybernetic arms and wasn't as weak as she usually was.  But anger and hatred was clouding her judgment.  


Elisa caught her arm easily, the combat-trained ex-policewoman holding in her metal grasp and smirking.  Demona tried to claw at Elisa with her other arm, but that was caught as well.


Demona sneered at her.  “Do you think me helpless, detective?  Or have you forgotten that I am a sorceress as well?  And you have no more hands to cover my mouth with.”  


Elisa then did something that shocked the insane gargoyle.  She licked her.  


“Wha...” Demona stammered.


Elisa licked her lips.  “Just as delicious as I thought,” she said.  “And don't worry, I won't need my hands to cover your mouth.”  


Before Demona could say anything more, Elisa force her hands to her sides and leaned forward, her jaws opening wider than Demona would have thought possible and engulfing her head.  She froze, stunned, as Elisa's tongue slurped over her face.  Elisa moaned softly, savoring the flavor of the immortal gargoyle as she began to work her shoulders into her jaws.


“She's... eating her,” Jackal said, his eye twitching.


“Bro, I think this is our cue to leave,” Hyena said, giggling nervously.


Jackal nodded quickly, the two cyborgs firing their jetpacks and flying out through the roof, intent on getting drunk and trying to forget what they saw.  


Demona was still frozen as Elisa pushed her shoulders into her easily distending jaws.  Her mind still couldn't process what was happening to her.  She barely noticed as Elisa briefly let go of her arm to shove her wingtips into her mouth, barely noticed as Elisa's drool trailed down her body.  


She did start to notice, however, when Elisa began to slurp and gnaw on her ample breasts, her tongue pushing her top down over the fleshy globes.  She snarled, trying to wriggle free, but the ravenous policewoman was holding her off the ground, her legs and tail unable to do anything other than flail about almost comically.  


Demona screamed in outrage as Elisa teased and slurped over her ample breasts, wincing as they were forced into her jaws.  Her mind was a blur, going from outright panic to trying to figure out a way to free herself.  This can't be happening, this can't be happening...


Elisa, for her part, was greatly enjoying this.  Demona was very delicious, and her desperate squirming to get out of her throat was surprisingly thrilling.  She unzipped her flak jacket and removed it, allowing her neck and chest better chance to expand as she gulped again, taking in Demona's trim stomach.  She pushed, forcing Demona's ample hips and ass in, leaving only her legs and tail outside of her jaws, lashing at the air fearfully.  


Demona, for the first time since the night of the massacre of her clan, was terrified.  She was engulfed in the throat of her rival/nemesis, her breasts tightly compacted against her chest, making it hard to breath.  It was hot, it was wet, it was thrilling...


Wait, what?!


Elisa felt a moment's hesitation on the immortal gargoyle's part, which she quickly took advantage of.  She gulped hard, slurping up Demona's legs and tail until only her feet and tailtip were out.  Grinning around her meal, she pushed Demona's taloned feet into her widely distended jaws and swallowed, her shirt tearing open and her bra popping off as Demona was sent completely down into her belly.  


Her stomach bulged and writhed about as Demona struggled to get away, the tight, warm, moist confines keeping her trapped in a fetal position.  Elisa groaned happily, bracing herself on a nearby crate, and belched loudly.  She licked her lips.


“Ooooh, that was sooo good,” Elisa moaned, rubbing her stomach with her still cybernetic hands.  “I don't know why, but you tasted absolutely WONDERFUL Demona!  Best food I've ever eaten!”  


She grinned, and looked up... only to see a visibly shocked Goliath, Angela, Brooklyn, Katana, and Coldfire in the doorway.  


“Did... did you just EAT my MOTHER?” Angela asked, her mind still not quite able to process what she had just seen.


Elisa belched again, blushing sheepishly and trying to cover herself with her tattered shirt.  “I... um... yes?” she managed after a minute.  She turned to Goliath, trying to read his increasingly bemused expression.


Demona's thrashing threw her off balance.  Elisa wished that she'd stop... and felt a familiar tingling as her stomach began to process the massive amount of gargoyle meat in it.  Gasping in pleasure, she felt her body growing larger, her muscles bulging through her sleeves and pants, her cybernetic arms changing back to flesh as her hands became talons, her feet changing to claws as well.  Wings sprouted from her back along with a tail, as her breasts doubled in size.  Fangs grew from her jaw as her forehead became a smooth bony ridge.  


As she finished absorbing Demona into her body, her belly shrinking down to nothing, she moaned softly, the sensation of her body shifting causing her to climax.  


“Oh wow...” she said softly, looking her new gargoyle body over.


“Incredible...” Coldfire said softly as she read her HUD's readout.  “Absorbing Demona's body has caused her to fully transform from human to gargoyle.”  


Angela's jaw dropped even further.


Brooklyn stroked his jaw, chuckling.  “I'm having REALLY mixed feelings, here...  Plus I don't remember 'Elisa eating Demona' in the future we went to.” 


Katana shook her head, amused.  “The future can change, Brooklyn-san.  We informed that alien on Easter Island of the invasion, remember?  His people stopped them from targeting Earth.”  


Goliath stepped towards her, frowning as he took her in her arms.  


“Are you... all right?” he asked hesitantly.


Elisa was silently grateful that he seemed more concerned than afraid.  “Yeah... I really didn't mean to digest her, I... I just wanted her to stop moving so I could stand up straight.”


Angela shook her head.  “I... I really have no idea what to think about this.” 


Elisa blushed.  “I think it's the power of the Devil Fruit I ate.  I think I can eat literally anything now and incorporate it into my body.  I ate the arms off of Jackal and Hyena and... as you can see, I ate Demona.”  She licked her lips.  “She was REALLY tasty.”  


“Oh for the Dragon's sake, Elisa!” Angela said, visibly frustrated.  


A thought occurred to Goliath.  “You said you incorporated Jackal and Hyena's arms into your body... you did so completely, correct?” he asked Elisa, hugging her.  


Elisa nodded.  “I did, why?”  


“...From your... ah...” he couldn't resist grinning as he said, “'enhanced assets,' you have obviously added Demona's physical form to your body.  But... could you have completely incorporated Demona into you?”  


Elisa blinked, blushing a little at the compliment to her enlarged breasts.  She ran a taloned hand over her body, frowning.  She closed her eyes, putting a hand to her chest, and gasped softly at the unusual sensation.  “I... oh wow, I did.  I absorbed her soul, too...”  


Angela's wings flared in surprise as Brooklyn, Katana, and Coldfire watched in interest.  


Elisa shook her head, chuckling.  “She's... wow, she's really not happy...” she said.  “I think... I think because she's a living being is why she's staying with me instead of fading like the cybernetic arms did...” 


Angela frowned, still very conflicted about all of this.  “So she's alive... but she's... inside you now?”  


Elisa nodded.  “It's a surprisingly pleasant feeling... But lemme try something...” she said.  She closed her eyes and concentrated again, focusing on her stomach.  It let out a large gurgle as it began to swell again, Elisa's gargoyle features slowly fading, her breasts shrinking down as she took the mass she absorbed from Demona and used it to reform her inside her belly, Elisa becoming human again in the process.  Once her body was reformed, Elisa took Demona's soul, absorbed into her own, and put it back in her body.  


Almost immediately Demona began thrashing about again, Elisa's gut bulging so violently that Goliath had to hold her up.  


Elisa grunted, holding her heavily bulging stomach.  “Calm down, calm down, I'm letting you out,” she said.  Her stomach gurgled, and Elisa pressed on the underside of her belly.  Elisa's neck and chest bulged out as Demona was forced back up her throat.  Elisa wretched, and completely regurgitated her, the gargoyle a wet, sticky mess from being inside Elisa's gut, her hair matted down, her clothes and tiara gone, absorbed into Elisa's body.  Brooklyn and Katana stared at their redheaded nemesis warily, their hands on the hilts of their swords just in case she attacked.


Demona quickly scrambled to her feet, a terrified expression on her face and a hot blush on her cheeks.  Goliath saw the blush, realized what it meant, and smirked.  Demona didn't notice the smirk.  Her eyes darted madly around the room, and she quickly fled without another word.  


Elisa licked her lips.  “Delicious coming up as she was going down,” she said wistfully.  


“Please stop saying that,” Angela cringed.  


Elisa blushed, grinning sheepishly.  “I can't help it, Angela!  Your mother is literally the best-tasting food I've ever had in my life!” 


Angela put her face in her hands, sighing.  


Goliath stroked his chin thoughtfully, helping Elisa tie her shirt around her breasts, much easier now that they weren't doubled in size.  “I think we may be seeing Demona again soon,” he said softly.  


Angela gaped at him.  “Why?!  No offense, Elisa, but after being devoured and digested, I'd want to avoid the person who ate me like the plague!”  


Elisa didn't take offense.  She knew Angela was right.  “She does have a point, big guy,” she said.  


Goliath chuckled.  “Maybe, but I know something about Demona that you two don't,” he said.  “Yes, I truly believe we'll see her again soon, on much more peaceful terms.”  


“I'm so confused,” Angela said.  


Goliath chuckled.  “I'll tell you later, if and when my theory proves correct,” he said.  “In the meantime, I believe we should go.  Elisa, are you all right to report to Xanatos on your own?”  


Elisa nodded.  “I'll pick up the rest of the guards and head back,” she said.  


Goliath nodded, he and Elisa kissing passionately.  As Brooklyn, Coldfire, and Katana left the building and began climbing up it to get height to take off (the jetpack-equipped Coldfire didn't need to, she just felt the need to be with her clan when she took off), Angela just stared at Goliath and Elisa as they shared a long, passionate kiss.  


She smiled.  She couldn't help it.  She enjoyed seeing her father so happy and relaxed.  She shook her head and left, Goliath joining her a moment later.  


Elisa, putting her flak vest back on, went back outside and shook her head at her unconscious team.  She kicked the jinx guard from before. 


“When we get back I'm telling Xanatos he needs better minions.  Preferably non-Union...” she muttered.

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Eyrie Building...

Xanatos's office...

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


“Duly noted, Miss Maza,” Xanatos said, rubbing his temples.  “I'll see about getting you guards that aren't the love children of Star Wars Stormtroopers and Star Trek Redshirts...” 


Fox frowned.  “What about the Devil Fruit?” she asked.


“All destroyed save one, which I had to eat,” Elisa said.  “Got some interesting powers out of it, let me tell you...” 


Xanatos quirked an eyebrow.  “Please do,” he said.  


Elisa took a breath to steady herself.  “Well... I ate Hyena's right arm and Jackal's left arm, and turned them into my own arms.  I bit through metal, was a bit faster in grabbing them too.  My stomach and throat stretched without being cut, my jaw stretching too.  I digested the cybernetic arms almost instantly, but only after I willed my stomach to do so,” she said.  


Xanatos nodded.  Fox folded her arms, quirking an eyebrow as she looked Elisa over.  Owen stroked his chin thoughtfully.  This was sounding familiar.  


“And then I ate Demona,” Elisa said quite abruptly.  “She was tasty.”  


Elisa was treated to the very rare and very amusing sight of two semi-reformed evil masterminds and the ultimate stoic with shocked, startled expressions on their faces.  


“Ah...” Fox said, grinning weakly.  “You ate Demona?”  


Elisa nodded.  “My jaw stretched enough to take her in completely, as did my stomach.  Once she was in me, I willed my stomach to digest her and absorbed her completely into my own body.  I became a gargoyle, I got taller, and my boobs doubled in size.  Plus, I absorbed her soul into mine.  I put her back together inside my stomach and regurgitated her.  She fled without incident, although her clothes and all the metal she wore was gone.” 


Owen chuckled softly, collecting himself and smirking.  “Definitely the Baku Baku no Mi, then,” he said.


Xanatos gave Owen a curious look. 


“Or the Munch Munch Fruit, according to a rather sloppy English translation of the records made several centuries ago,” Owen elaborated.  “Elisa now has full and total control over her digestive system, said digestive tract also being completely invincible and elastic.  Anything nonliving she eats she can incorporate into herself as a weapon, or just eat as nourishment, her jaws capable of biting through anything now.  Anything living she eats becomes a part of her until she decides to release them.  She has the option of manifesting their features on herself, or simply storing them inside her.  And if I recall the records correctly, Elisa can even consume herself to slim down, and fuse things together by consuming them.” 



Fox whistled softly as Elisa went wide-eyed.  Xanatos smirked.  “Impressive array of powers,” he said.


“Yeah...” Elisa said softly.  


“There are two weaknesses, one specific to the Baku Baku no Mi, and one specific to all Devil Fruits,” Owen said.


“What are they?” she asked.


“The specific side effect is that you are going to be constantly hungry, no matter how stuffed you are,” Owen said.  “I apologize, but you're never going to be truly full ever again.”  


“Lovely,” Elisa muttered, rolling her eyes.  


“The side effect that ALL of the Devil Fruits have is that you will never be able to swim in salt water again,” Owen said.


Elisa, Fox, and Xanatos stared at him.


Owen nodded.  “According to legend, the sea rejects all those those who consume the Devil Fruit, making their limbs lock up and causing them to sink like a stone.  Rather dramatic, I'm sure, but the more likely reason is that the Devil Fruit causes a sufficient enough change in the eater's genetics to make their bodies seize up in large amounts of salt water.”  


“And naturally, I live on an island,” Elisa muttered, shaking her head.  This was a lot to take in...


Xanatos turned to her.  “Miss Maza, if you are willing, I'd like to run a few experiments with your powers.  Nothing invasive, I assure you.  Simply some experiments to see the full measure of your powers.”  


Her stomach gurgled.  Elisa blushed, putting a hand to her stomach.  “Well, at least I'd be getting fed,” she said, shaking her head. 


“Don't worry about your food bills, Miss Maza,” Xanatos said, smirking.  Although inwardly he was already making plans, as was Fox.  


“What of Demona, though?” Owen asked.


Elisa shrugged.  “She ran for it.  Can't really blame her,” she said.  “Goliath insists, though, that she'll be back on better terms...” 

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Meanwhile...

Demona's home...

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


Demona needed to force herself NOT to rip her way into her house through the roof.  She just needed to get away from Elisa, to get away from the feelings ripping through her.  Halfway through being swallowed, old urges had begun to rise, and they horrified her.  


“Stop it,” Demona said, her hands on her head as she got into her showers.  “Just stop!  It wasn't enjoyable,  it was terrifying!  You were eaten by that filthy detective and absorbed like some foodstuff!” 


She turned on the shower to the hottest setting, grabbing the soap and scrubbing all over herself, trying to get the feel of stomach slime off of her body.  About half of which was imagined.


“It wasn't thrilling,” Demona told herself again, trying not to hyperventilate.  “It was horrifying.  You were DEVOURED.  ABSORBED COMPLETELY.”  


Unbidden, Demona had flashbacks to the first time Goliath had mated her.  The feel of being dominated by him, of feeling helpless against his far greater strength as he took her made her cum again and again, Angela conceived that very night as she submitted to his will.  Goliath had physically dominated her in a way no one else had ever since.  


Until Elisa had swallowed her.  The feeling of being utterly trapped by the detective's throat and belly, totally at her mercy, it was a greater physical domination than she had ever felt before in her life.  She imagined herself submitting to Elisa, imagined those jaws opening wide, her hot breath rushing over her...


“AAAH!” Demona came with a roaring cry, her eyes glowing red.  Panting, her breath slowing down, she weakly pulled up the bar of soap she had been masturbating with.  She stared at it, dismayed.  


Was I really fantasizing about being Elisa Maza's food?

TO BE CONTINUED...

