Whereas Wally had always been more ambivalent, if not dismissive towards the supernatural, Artemis had made sure to maintain a healthy dose of respect for the things that she didn’t understand. After all, it only made sense to approach this kind of thing carefully. What with the sorts of things that they did each and every day. Maybe it was thanks to her mother’s spiritualism sticking around even during her tenure as a retired supervillain? Maybe it was the fact that she had, like, three magical people on speed dial—and that’s discounting the talking golden helmet.
But cults? Those were a different thing entirely.
Apparently sending someone like her was the best option. Not one of the metas, or someone like Zatanna who had magical powers. To minimalize the risk of what would happen if the Team’s inside man turned Double Agent due to the cult’s brainwashing. This probably had something to do with why Dick wasn’t picked either—can you imagine what would happen if someone trained by Batman was to turn traitor? 
Not that Artemis was particularly dangerous on her own these days. Retirement had its benefits, but the easy access to exercise was something that she desperately needed. It made it easier to infiltrate this particular group…
Hungry.
“God, I hate this thing.”
The Daughters of Apokalips were supposed to worship some otherworldly foursome of Furies from a dead universe. They worshipped a Motherbox that was, ostensibly, from that same dead universe. According to the brief, the cult leaders wanted to find hosts to put said quartet of disembodied spirits into and wreak havoc across the “unspoiled” reality that was their Earth. 
Artemis wasn’t sure about any of that really, but the fact that they had stuck her with Famine was more than a little insulting.
Sure, she had gotten a little soft since she’d sidelined herself to “reserve duty” but honestly, she hadn’t gotten that—
HUNGRY.
Okay, she had gotten pretty big. There was no point in trying to deny that now that she was bonded to a disembodied voice that was nagging at her at every opportunity to give into the desires that had helped make sure that she would never squeeze into spandex ever again. Her giant, fleshy stomach sticking out from underneath from what used to be a big, snuggly sleep shirt was testament enough to that, let alone everything else that had gotten giant and fleshy since she’d stopped playing superhero.
Walking around the house was enough to leave her a little winded if she weren’t careful. She’d been sneaking snacks pretty much ever since she had retired as a way to cope with Wally’s being gone. All of that had lead to her current predicament, where she was apparently the most suitable person in the room at the time when the Motherbox had exploded and the spirits were set free.
FEED.
Nightwing and the others were still trying to figure out a way to get the new and nasty little voice in the back of her head out.
As bad as her appetite had gotten before she had decided to take a chance at reliving her glory days and investigating some weird cult based around motherboxes, now it was downright unbearable. Instead of her subconscious telling her to eat everything in sight until she felt better about the way that her life had turned out, now there was an actual demon (Fury…thing) doing it!
“I’m eating, I’m eating, gosh…”
Artemis rubbed the upper fold of her belly, right where her stomach sat. It made sense to think that Famine lived in her stomach, right? As much sense as anything else about this made. The gurgling that commenced from the lightly browned apron of adipose may as well have been an approving purr as the shrill intruder gradually lowered her voice. For now, she seemed happy. But give her long enough, and she’d be hungry again.
“Ugh, I’m gonna be a blimp by the time I get this thing out of me.” Artemis rolled her head back, creasing on the neck roll that had formed back there, as she groaned in distress, “Kill me now…”
Plopping down on the sofa with a heavy THUD, she couldn’t help but think that would have been preferrable. She was getting bigger by the day now. With how much she ate, she supposed it shouldn’t have been that shocking to know that she’d gained another twenty pounds since she’d become the unwilling host to Famine. And that was only just last week…
More.
“Are you serious?” Artemis puffed out, “I just sat down…”
Gripping the arm rests of her poor overloaded couch, Artemis oofed and hurk’d her way to a standing position where she toddled back into the kitchen for yet another snack. She settled for the shredded cheese; her chunky brown fingers ripped the top off of the bag and popped it open before her free hand plunged inside to claim a handful to raise to her mouth.
MOOOORE.
“Fur fuff a fifh.”
Artemis was compelled to force her hand back inside the bag and emerge with another fistful of shredded sharp cheddar. And then another. Her cheeks full of the stuff and one hand still primed and loaded, the bag was emptied out despite having been bought just the other day.
“Ugh, if Wally could see me now.” Artemis smacked her lips as she ate another handful, “He’d fe fiffufed.”
One hand ran along the swell of her stomach as it billowed out in front of her, too big now to be contained by the waistband of her sleep pants. She grabbed an ample handful of her spare tire and gave it a good wobble for emphasis, sending her whole shape jiggling.
“Groff.”
Waddling back to the couch and plopping back down, feeling heavier than ever, Artemis sighed with relief. Finally off of her feet again. At least this gave her an excuse to not have to worry about her diet for a little while. She could just explain to her mother that she was being invaded by an interdimensional being from another universe.
Feed.
Artemis could only sigh as she pulled up one of the many delivery apps on her phone. No matter what Dick Grayson tells you, you’re never really out of this stupid Cape and Cowl life…
