“oooohh, meno lana quishe....”

Stitch mumbled the defeated refrain to himself twice in quick succession like a chant to admonish his own stupid self, rolling about on the cold stone floor in disbelief and despair. He was trapped. His spaceship destroyed, no chance of retrieval from Jumba and the almost certainty that sooner or later the United Galactic Federation would hunt him down and have him destroyed. The very thought of which set the deep gnawing in Stitch’s gut alight with its incessant rumble. 
That and the fact that he was hungry. Stitch hadn’t had much to eat in the preceding days except for a quick chewing of some dead earth thing festering in the forest, and that had only made his angry stomach cry louder. How selfish! didn’t his belly realise how much danger they were in? 
Grumbling again to himself Stitch sat up and looked around the small dwelling again, pondering at its primitive origins. He hadn’t charted much of a defined route in his escape and had ended up stranded here on this backwater with its primate ape settlers and their diminutive pets. His alien eyes settled on a large group of those same pets huddled in the corner, terrified of this creature mistaken for a canine but clearly more, so much more.
“Mooma! Sac lo”  Stitch shouted at them and pointed an empty pawtowards them, demanding answers as the animals cowered even further into their huddled mass. He needed to know where the nearest rocket station was and if these animals weren't going to give him the info then they could serve him another way.
A soft pink tongue emerged from the depths of the alien creature’s maw and ran across his many sharp teeth while a glint emerged in his eye, taking in the sight of the terrified dogs whimpering and  cowering away from him. Yes, if they wouldn’t serve him in one way then they could serve him another: as lunch. 
When only the whimpers greeted him Stitch finally lost his patience and stomped forward towards the smallest of the animals, eye settling on a little Pomeranian pushed to the front of the mass by her brethren. A fitting sacrifice to their new leader.
“helllllooo?” 
Stitch stopped with four arms flared and a drooling maw ready to pounce on the heavy source of stinking meat in front him and pricked his ears up. The language sounded like one of the dumb apes that owned this primitive rock but this one’s language emerged in a sweeter, softer tone than he had ever heard before. 
“Is there any animals in here?” the voice called out and Stitch cocked his head to hear it better, he didn’t understand what this creature was saying but he could tell that the tone was curious, cautious but friendly. The alien’s belly rumbled and he held his growling organ, it wanted her badly, it wanted him to devour this native and have her reward her new master with every single good nutrient in her young body. But a strange part of Stitch felt a pang of guilt at this thought, she seemed so young and innocent.
But he just couldn’t himself, the blue furred alien crawling away from the relieved dogs and peering around to feast his eyes upon this creature. She had her back to him, young and tender with jet black hair flowing down to the crux of her shoulder. Around the round, plump body was a red dress adorned with a white flower design and upon those small feet were two open sandals with the toes exposed, clicking as the girl stalked forward cautiously. Pondering where all of the dogs and cats had gone.  
She seemed delicous, Stitch thought with a lick of his lips, lifting his snout to sniff at the air. And she smelled just as good as she looked, the thickly sweet smell of little girl with a hint of the ocean stuck to her skin skipped past his sensitive alien nose. Like a pink mist it wafted towards Stitch and tickled his grumbling belly, telling him that this girl was the perfect snack for him to knock over and devour. That he shouldn’t feel guilty for doing such a thing because, after all, she was only food to a superior bing like himself.
And wasn’t this what he was born to do? He was experiment 626, created by the mad scientist Jumba using the DNA of six of the deadliest predators in the galaxy. Destruction, predation, domination, it was all in his blood. 
Lilo still had her back turned and was completely unaware of the blue alien smelling her, contemplating the aroma she carried and running his eyes across her delicious looking form. That same alien looking back at the dogs and,  after pondering his own body, began to pull in his extra arms and the antennae on his head with a grunt and an uncomfortable flick of his teeth. If he was going to do this he’d need to blend in, a screaming human girl would certainly attract bad attention so if he didn’t want to find the entirety of the United Galactic Federation on his back he’d need to be careful.
Comfortable that he blended in well enough Stitch began to scurry forward toward the human, standing still in the middle of the pound and very confused. Lilo just couldn’t understand where all of the animals were, perhaps they’d escaped but there didn’t seem to be anywhere for them to pull off such a feat. Lilo hummed curiously to herself before turning around and laying eyes upon a small, blue canine.
The dog stopped and looked at her, flicking his head to the side, Lilo leaning in with an ecstatic grin. “There you are” She exclaimed and reached out a hand for him to sniff, the dog staring at it and then back at her, bemused. “You’re a little cranky are you?” She continued with her grin still plastered high upon her face “but you’re so cute!”
Stitch stared ahead still bemused, expecting this creature to run and hide the moment it laid eyes upon her but instead it stood staring and talking along in its high pitched, excitable tone. Did she not realise that she was to be his dinner? Even the young on Stitch’s planet would catch on to the thick drool hanging out of his maw and the deep intent on his eyes and see what he really intended to do to them. The residents of this planet really were dumb.
Nonetheless he leaned in closer, the thick smell of the young, plump and soft little girl wafting past his nose, making his stomach beg for her. Such finely layered and tender meat, and so easy to catch. He glanced down as her hand rose up, trembling slightly with excitement, and scratched at his fuzzy blue cheek. No claws, or teeth, nothing to protect her when this galactic terror machine struck.
Resisting the urge to pounce now Stitch reached his own hand up and placed Lilo’s palm in his, tugging at her to follow him away from the middle of the dog dog pound and to somewhere more secluded. 
Lilo hesitated slightly, realising that this was very odd behaviour for a dog, but children are so fatally adaptable, so innocently accepting of strange situations. So with a quick glance at the door she had entered, where Nani was still waiting for her to return and starting to get a little anxious, Lilo looked back at Stitch and followed dutifully behind him.  “Do you have something you wanna show me?” the young Hawaiian asked, dress swishing as she follow him to her almost certain doom.
Stitch grinned, but didn’t answer. 
---- 
The first thing Lilo noticed was how cold this part of the dog pound was, shivering a little as the furry paw of the dog detached itself from her own human hand motioned her into the small holding area. It was in the far end of the wider building and seemed more suited to long term residents of the pound, a pink and slightly chewed up dog bed in the corner, the thick scent of wet canine hanging in the air. But there was no dog in here now, just Lilo and her strange new companion.
She turned and watched him crawl away from her on all fours now and slide the heavy wooden shut. He was an absolutely bizarre animal and stranger than any canine that Lilo had met before. Yes he had the four limbs, the slight mannerisms, the furred coat and drool filled muzzle of a typical stray but his intelligence seemed to beyond even a human. Lilo simply couldn’t wait to introduce him to Nani, once he was finished showing her what he wanted her to see, of course.
But Nani and Lilo would never see each other again, at least not in the same for the little girl inhabited now. If they ever crossed paths it would be as a fully grown Hawaiian and a much smaller pile of picked bones, a half digested dress and some alien faeces. For that would be all that remained of Lilo on this earth when Stitch’s alien digestive system was done with her.
“I have to get home soon” Lilo finally replied after a moment of the little blue alien staring at her, sizing up her small and fat little body again “so if you wanna show me something you’re gonna have to do it quick.” 
Stitch complied, moving closer to the girl and sniffing at her face again, to which she recoiled slightly sensing a more sinister demeanour surrounding Stitch now. Her smell wafted around his sensory organ once more, thick and sweet and filled with the smell of the sea, deliciously layered. Tantalisingly cultured in this sunny, island nation.
“Um, what are yo-” The word began again but died in Lilo’s gullet, instead replaced by a lengthy and thick alien tongue that coiled out and licked at her face, starting at the base of her neck and crawling up past her chubby cheek, flicking a lock of her black hair before finally breaking off. 
Cringing, nose tightening, Lilo pulled back and looked around the room. There was nothing in this room, it was completely bare except for the bed, a small window letting in some light and the dark grey of the concrete below. This creature hadn’t wanted to show her anything, he’d just wanted her to follow him so he could do this without interference.
She recoiled as the creature licked its lips and then grabbed her around the waist, pulling her in closer so he could lick again. Lilo mumbled some half garbled cry and pushed, whimpering now, only able to stare ahead as the alien looked her straight in the eyes and, without another word, slid it’s jaws open revealing rows of sharp, milk white teeth. The thick breath wafting around Lilo shivering face, tears coming to her wide, terrified eyes.
“N-NAN-” She tried calling out to her sister but the little blue creature was quick, jumping forward to clamp his jaws around her delicate neck, muffling the girl’s scream into a terrified mumble. Nose twitching and drool leaking out of his mouth Stitch latched his claws around Lilo’s midriff and lifted her right up, the girl telling herself that this couldn't be right; dogs didn’t eat humans.  Lilo screamed and lifted her swinging hands to grasp at his muzzle, to push herself away from foul smelling, drooling creature that was devouring her whole and alive.
And unfortunately for Lilo, Nani was in no position to hear her cries for help. Lilo’s older sister, at the behest of the pound owner, had decided to give Lilo time to herself to enjoy the company of the many dogs in the building and was now sitting in the car with the radio up. Unaware of her little sister’s terrible fate unfolding inside. Stitch sucking her in, tongue slapping against her skin to soak up all the deliciously sweet flavours that the beefy little girl had stored away, claws sliding up to undress her as she wriggled. Slipping that orange and weight dress off of her leaving little Lilo nude, delicious, bare.
A few more gulps and Lilo was in up to her stomach, Stitch dropping onto on all fours still licking away at every part of her he could. The girl’s belly was his favourite part so far, nice and plump and tender, every lick eliciting a new wriggle from the sobbing girl inside. Lilo seemed to be taking this whole eaten alive thing difficulty, but Stitch had little regard for that. He was designed for domination, for the destruction of other things and Lilo was just one more notch in that proverbial belt. A wriggly, delightful and deliciously beefy notch at that. The alien loving her fat paunch, the slender legsy and those small feet kicking away at nothing as they descended down inside of him. Packed into tight, hot alien insides and forming a finely shaped bulge to form in his gullet and blue furred belly.  
For Lilo this was the worst experience of her life, the thick alien flesh sticking to her already wet flesh and the horrid stench of Stitch’s breath coating her wriggling body. With no dress on and her entire body up to the feet encased inside him Lilo felt every single luck, pulse of pink muscle and inch of drool that leaked off her as she was ingested. Barely able to cry out with the thick gullet massaging her down, oh how she wished Nani was here to help, she didn’t want to be eaten!
But nothing could save the girl now as her feet slipped past the back of Stitch’s maw and, with a final and oh so casual gulp, slid down to join the rest of Lilo beginning to curl up inside that tight, wet and very foul belly. The Hawaiian's final resting place, nothing but food for this monster, this devourer of humans.
She couldn’t help it, all Lilo could do was grimace at the heavy, thick slime beginning to coat her bare skin as she was balled up tight and compact, and cry at how silly she had been to follow him to her doom.
--- 
The alien fell back, massaging his swollen belly with one paw and and picking his teeth with the other, listening to the sounds of the meat gurgling away inside. Lilo had stopped wriggling relatively quickly, the alien’s weighty digestive system too much for her handle as the thick muscles swelled around her, compacting the girl up into a more easily digestible package of tender meat, softening bone and indigestible hair to be spat up later. “URRRAPPPP!” Stitch’s mouth sang, the stench of digesting girl enveloping him in a heavy air,  rattling the walls of the small dog pound he had eaten her in. If humans were this good he would certainly need to try more.
But for now....it was time to get out of here.
Nani would finally arrive a moment later, just missing the furry blueness of Stitch’s legs slip past the window, finding only the slightly torn dress her sister had slipped on today on the floor and a puddle of oddly coloured saliva to show of her sister’s contribution to the world.
And by the time the galactic federation caught wind of what was going on and sent agents in to neutralise the threat Stitch would be safely stowed away on a boat, with several more kids adding to his waistline and plenty more in his future.
