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- Gone Fishing -
Bandit sat in his boat, happily preparing his fishing rod for a nice day of fishing. He glanced around, and was surprised that there was no one else was around. From what that strange guy at the bar told him, this place had some of the best fish in the country. He shrugged, and figured that it was just some sort of secret spot.

He tied the bait to his hook, and took a position south. He brought his rod back, and brought it forward in a quick whip, sending the fishing line flying out into the water. The young lemur sat back, and enjoyed the beautiful sights and quiet sounds of the lake. It was a rather large lake, and getting to it was quite a trip. The trails were unkempt, and the vegetation seemed rather unruly.

Despite the pain of getting here, Bandit was glad that he found the place. It was so relaxing, getting away from the city, and just spending his time sitting around and doing nothing. In fact, all this nothing was making him tired. He placed his rod into a securing hook, and planted his butt on the bottom of the boat. He leaned back, placed his hat over his eyes, and drifted off to sleep, the gentle waves of the lake rocking his boat side to side.

Bandit was not sure how long he had been out, but the sudden tugging of his fishing rod was enough to snap him back to reality. In a confused daze, he grabbed the shaking rod and stopped the line from lengthening any further. He pulled the rod up, and began to turn the crank that pulled the fishing line. The fish gave a hell of a battle, and it took all Bandit had not to let himself be pulled into the lake. All of a sudden, the tension on the line stopped, and Bandit wondered if he had lost the catch. Then, he realized that the line was still moving, but it was moving towards him.

Not sure what to do, the young lemur grabbed an oar from the bottom of the boat and held it like a club. He saw a shadow under the water moving at him at high speed, and he steadied himself for an impact. The shadow moved under his boat, but nothing happened. Bandit sat there, looking around and wondering why the impact never came.

Suddenly, the water to his right splashed up in a sudden burst, and Bandit almost toppled over the side of his boat. Nervously, he looked at what had emerged from the lake water, and his eyes widened at what they saw.

Before him was a humanoid creature, except this creature was far from human, or fur. Its skin was a light blue, and it had various fins along its head, arms, and along its back. The creature looked incredibly slick, as if it had some sort of membrane covering its skin. Its face resembled a cross between a fish, and a man, except it was more man than fish.

The creature looked at him with its big brown eyes, and gave him an angry expression.

“Mind getting this hook out of my dorsal fin?” it said.

It turned to show its back, and Bandit saw where his hook had become caught in the creature’s fin. Nervously, he reached down and plucked the hook from the creature’s fin, causing the fish-man to yelp as he did.

“Hey watch it. That’s a sensitive area,” it said.

Bandit finally got over his shock and spoke. “I – I’m sorry about that. I didn’t mean to hook you.”

“Oh well since you didn’t mean to, then I guess that makes it okay, huh?” the creature responded.

“Er, well, I mean, I had no idea that there was anything else here but fish,” Bandit said in his defense.

The creature gave him a curious glance. “Did you not see the signs that said to keep off the lake?”

“What signs?”

The creature pointed to the left. “Like those over there.”

Bandit looked to where the creature was pointing. There, plain as day was a sign warning people to stay off the lake.

“But I didn’t come from that way,” Bandit replied.

“There are signs all over the place. There should have been at least one on any trial you might have come from.”

Bandit thought about the unruly vegetation, and realized that the dense forest probably covered up any sign he would have seen.

“I’m really sorry,” Bandit apologized. “I had no idea this was a merman territory.”

The creature was still for a moment. It looked at him like he had said something disgusting. “What did you say?” it asked.

“I said I had no idea this was a merman territory.”

The creature did something unexpected. It grabbed the side the boat, and heaved itself up and out of the water, and into the boat. Bandit had no idea what to do.

“First you trespass, then you stick a hook in my fin, and now you insult me by calling me a merman. You just don’t know when to quit, do you?”

Bandit was extremely puzzled. What did he say that was so insulting? “You mean you aren’t a merman?”

“We are the Sura, a race of amphibious creatures who dwell in this lake. The lake empties out into the ocean, where our enemies, the Merfolk, live.” 

Bandit was starting to realize that he had made a horrible mistake. “I meant no…”

“Don’t say another word, land dweller. It’s bad enough you have to insult my people by fishing in our territory, but you also have the nerve confuse us with those vile creatures. You wouldn’t happen to have any friends around who are waiting to go fishing as well?”

Bandit replied, “No, I came by myself.”

That was a mistake.

“I see”, the Sura creature said. It turned away from him, and dived back into the water. All was silent, and Bandit wondered if the fish man had decided to leave. Unfortunately for Bandit, this was not the case. From behind the young lemur, the fish man burst out of the water, grabbed him by the shoulders, and dragged him into the lake.

Bandit struggled against his adversary’s grip, but being underwater made his movements sluggish, while the fish-man was able to move with no trouble. All of a sudden, Bandit felt something happening to his feet. It was a strange feeling, as if something really wet and sticky was making its way past his ankles. He opened his eyes and looked down. What he saw shocked him.

The fish-man had Bandit’s feet in his mouth, and he was making his way up Bandit’s legs. Bandit did his best to push the Sura off, but he did not have the strength to push the creature off of him while underwater. It was then Bandit realized that he was running out of air. Desperate to stay alive, he flailed with his arms, trying to propel himself back to the lake’s surface. He had just enough force to break the water’s surface, and he gasped for air the moment his head reached the air.

However, the Sura had not stopped his devouring, and before he realized it, Bandit was already halfway into his adversary’s throat. With all the force he could muster, Bandit tried once again to push the Sura off of him. This did not work in his favor, and his hands slipped past the fish-man’s lips, and into his eager mouth.

Bandit cursed his luck, and took one last breath as his body sank below the lake’s surface. The Sura worked his way past Bandit’s chest, and Bandit could feel the slimy insides of the fish-man’s belly with his feet. The Sura continued to gulp him in, and he soon found their lips meeting as the Sura moved past his chin.

With little hope left, Bandit let out a whimper of sorrow as the fish-man closed his slimy lips over the top of his ears. Bandit slid through the slippery throat and wound up in a clumped up position within the tight confines of the stomach.

Strange noises seemed to be coming from all around him as he sat there in the cramped sac. There were odd gurgling sounds, and sucking sounds, and Bandit could swear he heard the Sura’s heart, if it had one, beating.

The Sura, its belly round and full of land dweller, rested right on the ground underneath the boat. The Sura city was a bit of a swim off, and it would take too much effort to swim there after such a large meal. The fish-man laid back and stared up at the dancing light made by the gentle waves of the lake. His stomach gave a lurch as the meal found out that it would remain awake through the digestion process.

Sura stomachs were best at digesting aquatic food, and their membrane allowed plenty of air rich oxygen to filter through to the stomach. Unfortunately, this meant that any land dweller that happened to fall victim to their hunger would take a longer time to digest.

Of course, he hardly cared. A little more time digesting was a small price to pay for riding the lake of a pesky land dweller. The fish-man rested his head against some algae and rubbed his quivering belly. He drifted off to sleep, content and full.

As for Bandit, he found out the hard way how slow the Sura digest their food.

He wished he had not gone fishing.

The End

