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- Lemurs and Pokemon Do Not Mix -

(Pokemon is owned by Nintendo. Bandit is owned by me)

His name was Bandit Long-tail, and he was a Pokemon trainer. Well, sort of. Bandit was new to the whole, ‘trainer’ thing, and not very lucky. Normally, most people begin training when they hit puberty. However, Bandit did not start until just recently, and right as he was finishing college. Because of this, his parents cut him off from any money, and he had to rely on his own savings to pay for his journey.

Bandit had horrible luck when it came to catching Pokemon, and his money quickly depleted as he wasted more and more of it on pokeballs. After many wasted trials, and many odd jobs to raise money, he finally managed to catch an Electrike, which marked the beginning of his journey as a trainer. With high hopes for the future, Bandit set out on his journey with his new Pokemon, ready to battle any challenge that came his way. He was set on becoming a Pokemon Master. Or so he thought…

Bandit pushed away some brush as he trudged his way through the thick vegetation of the Darcinian forest. He had lost his way during a storm, and now he was hopelessly lost trying to find his way to Darcinian City. When, or more likely, if, he reached the city, he would have his first gym battle, and earn his first badge. At least, he hoped.

The young Lemur pushed away more brush, trying to hike along the twisting, and very narrow, dirt path. The path was incredibly hard to see, and years of little, to no, use had caused the grass to cover large portions of it in big patches. Still, Bandit was not going let a little thing like uncertainty stop him from his journey. After all, a path had to lead somewhere, and that somewhere would have either people or clearer route to people – hopefully.

Bandit plowed through another bush in his way, but a rogue branch caught his sleeve as he tried to push through, and he fell back and down, his head hit the ground with a thump. The young lemur cursed as pain surged through his skull. He picked himself off the ground and rubbed the bump on his noggin. He dusted his butt off and wiped away any dirt in his tail.

It was no trouble, just a little bruise, nothing more. He took a step forward, his foot caught on an upheaved root, and he came crashing down to the ground again. Perhaps he was being a little too hopeful.

After what felt like, and what most likely was, hours, the poor lemur finally came to the edge of the forest. He burst through the edge with great delight, and looked around at his surroundings. In front of him was a large lake, and in the distance, on the other side of the lake, he could see a large city. He figured that it was Darcinian City, and the young lemur jumped for joy the moment he saw it.

Bandit’s joyful jumping was cut short however, when all of a sudden, the water in front of him gave a tremendous splash, and a figure burst out from the lake. The resulting splash rained lake water down on Bandit, causing the young lemur’s clothes, and fur, to become soaked.

Normally, Bandit would have cursed his luck after getting soaked. However, the figure that had appeared from the lake had him stupefied to such an extent that he hardly cared about his current wetness.

What had emerged from the lake, was none other than an extremely rare, and extremely beautiful, Dragonair. The magnificent Pokemon dwarfed Bandit in height, and it’s blue scales, damp from the lake water, shined brightly as the sunlight danced off of it. The creature stared down at the young trainer, and Bandit felt humbled by its appearance.

Bandit shook his head, and slapped his face a bit to bring himself back to reality. This was a golden opportunity, and he would have to be a fool to pass it up. If he could capture that Dragonair, then even his family would be impressed, and they may even provide support for him once again.

Bandit took hold of the pokeball at his belt, and tossed it near the lake edge.

“Go, Howler!” he cried as he threw the ball.

The ball hit the grass, and opened to reveal a flash of bright light. The light twisted and contorted until it took the shape of a little green, dog-like Pokemon, with yellow markings along the tip of its tail, on its snout, and along the rim of its crest.

The little Pokemon gave a howl as it took form, and the pokeball bounced back into Bandit’s paw. The little Pokemon stared up at its opponent Pokemon. Compared to the Dragonair, the little Electrike seemed hardly a match, but Bandit knew that size did not always matter in the world of Pokemon.

“Howler, use Quick Attack,” Bandit instructed his Pokemon.

The little Electrike gave a yelp of approval, and charged at the gazing Dragonair with intense speed. Howler’s body glowed white as it charged it’s enemy, and it hit the dragon Pokemon dead on. The force from the attack knocked the Dragonair back a bit, and Howler landed safely back on the grass.

“Good work Howler, now use Charge to build up your power.”

The little pokemon began to growl, and small surges of electricity started to jump along its body. However, the Dragonair was no longer sitting idle, and it countered Howler in anger. It summoned a twisting tornado that sucked up some loose debris and lake water, and proceeded to launch it at Howler.

“Howler, dodge it!” Bandit yelled.

The dog-like Pokemon did its best, and as the twister approached, it dodged to the left, hoping to avoid the twister’s path. Although Howler managed to avoid direct contact with the twister, the loose debris pummeled the miniature Pokemon with many small rocks and pieces of dirt.

“Are you okay Howler?” Bandit asked. Howler gave a positive yip, which relieved the young trainer. “Alright, now, hit it with Discharge!”

Howler’s body glowed with a yellow aura of electrical energy. In all directions, bolts of electricity shot from the Pokemon’s body. The force of the attack was stronger, thanks to the charging Howler had done earlier. A couple of the bolts hit the Dragonair, causing it to roar in pain. Unfortunately, the attack also hit Bandit, and the hasty trainer felt his fur singe as his Pokemon’s attack surged through him.

Bandit was left stunned, and slightly blackened, after the attack subsided. His body could barely move and he cursed his luck yet again. Unable to give his Pokemon a command, Bandit could do nothing as the Dragonair continued its reprisal on its attackers. The dragon Pokemon brought its might tail out of the water and brought it down upon Howler’s back with a slam.

The little Electrike yelped in pain as the dragon’s tail struck it to the ground. However, the dragon Pokemon was not done yet, and it took the hurt Electrike into a powerful bind with its tail. Howler barked in frustration as it struggled within the wild Dragonair’s intensive pressure.

Bandit’s body finally came out of its shocked state, and the young lemur was finally able to give a command to his captured Pokemon. However, his brain was still a little fried, and instead of ordering Howler to do something, he instead charged at the wild Dragonair with no real plan.

“Let go of him!” he shouted as he rushed to his Pokemon’s aid. He jumped onto the dragon Pokemon’s tail, and he grasped Howler the best he could. The foolish trainer then pulled with all his might against the grip of the obviously unmoved dragon.

The wild Pokemon gave the young trainer a curious stare, and moved its head closer to examine the oddity pulling at its tail. Bandit continued to try and pull his Pokemon free, but against the power of such a Pokemon, his efforts were like trying to fight a ghost Pokemon with your bare hands.

All of a sudden, Bandit felt Howler begin to slide out the Pokemon’s grip, and he grinned, thinking his efforts were finally paying off. Out of the blue, the wild Pokemon let go of the little Electrike, and Bandit flew backwards into the air, his little Pokemon clutched to his chest.

Unfortunately, the only reason the Dragonair let go, was because it had positioned its head behind the young trainer, and had let go on purpose. Bandit, with Howler clasped to his chest, flew head first into the waiting Dragonair’s open jaws. It closed it jaws around half the young trainer, leaving only his lower half outside its mouth.

The dragon Pokemon reared its head back and swallowed the young trainer, and his Pokemon, into its throat. Bandit’s head and shoulders squeezed into the dragon’s tight passage, and his body made a noticeable bulge along the wild Pokemon’s body.

The Dragonair continued to swallow, and Bandit’s body moved further into the Pokemon’s gullet. Howler, who Bandit still held against his chest, passed into the tight passage as Bandit continued to be swallowed down. The resulting bulges made along the wild dragon’s body looked like a small lump on top of a large lump.

The wild Pokemon gulped at the young lemur’s body, easily taking in his hips, thighs, and legs. The great creature closed its jaws around Bandit’s feet, and slurped up the remaining bit of tail left outside its lips.

Bandit and Howler continued to be dragged further and further into the long frame of the wild Dragonair. Eventually, they stopped moving, but the confines of the stomach were just as tight as the throat, and one would hardly have been able to tell the difference between the two.

Inside the compact sac, Bandit heard Howler begin to whimper, and he consoled his scared Pokemon as best he could. The walls around them began to feel hotter and wetter, and Bandit realized that the end was nearing. He held his dear pokemon tightly, and he was glad that at least he had someone with him as the end approached.

Inside it’s body, the bulges of the wild Dragonair’s meals began to squirm as the digestive process began. The curves of the young trainer’s shoulders, head, and legs were clearly visible, as was the crest of the little Electrike.

The wild Pokemon returned to the lake to finish its meals in peace. It left no sign that the two unfortunate souls had ever been there. Bandit’s name would never reach the fame he had so hoped to achieve. He would easily be forgotten in history, having accomplished nothing more than to feed a hungry Pokemon he so unwisely attacked.

If only he knew that the Dragonair that he attacked would one day be captured by an elite trainer, who would train and evolve it into a Dragonite, and would go on to become one of the most legendary trainers ever known. Perhaps it would have comforted him, knowing that he would be a part, if just a small part, in the history of that Pokemon, as it rose to the hall of fame.

…Probably not.

The moral of the story…Er, well… No matter how big your dreams may be… a Pokemon’s hunger is always bigger – or something like that.

No, that’s a stupid moral.

How about: Don’t let greed cloud your judgment, or you might be consumed by the gluttony of another.

Ah, screw it. Lemurs and Pokemon do not mix, period.

THE END

