Venomous ﬁ's/'ling Tn/'o

Fislﬁing.

On the one hand; a relaxing pass time where fishermen getto kick back in the
sun, down a few cold ones and en'og the beautiful view of a calming Peacmcul
ocean all around them. Magbe thcg‘” grab afew bites, magbc theg won't.

Doesn't matter, it's a goocl time anyway.

...On the other hancl; an imcuriating nightmarc where not a single blasted fish
ever swims near the Pcrﬁcectlg woven net the c{ashing spider~taur chucked

angrilg into the river...

That espcciany dashing sPidcr~taur was known ]39 himself and, pretty much
jus’c himself as Venandi SPinnerak. Venandi was a massive, exoskeletal half-
humanoid l’ualﬁspidcr with a web-silk hood atop his head with six eyes...l')ahc of
which were twitc]ﬁing murderouslg. «...Get in the damn net, you miserable little

whelps...” Venandi hissed througl': clenched Fangs.

After a sudden craving for salmon, Venandi oPtccl to weave himself a rather
large, spider—silk net. It extended bg well over a dozen feet and had a Pseudo~
silk rope attached to it, a”owing Venandi to chuck and retrieve his net, as well as
clam[:) it shut with a firm 9an1<. After a“, he was a gant spider, and sl:)i&ers did
rﬁtclo well with swimming,..

,..Umcortunatelgj theg didnt seem to be doing esPccially well with ﬁshing either.
Venandi had been out and about for a solid hour and hadn't so much as nabbed
a single fish for his rather sizable buckets, all of which he'd filled with water
moments earlier to kceP the fish alive. Venandiwasn't Particu!arly Patien’c asit

was, but factor in how hungrg he was, and it was a reciPe for disaster.

The fact that his armored stomach roared almost as imPatientlg didn't hc!P the
situation. Venanclijust grimacec] and clutched his upper stomach with one hand,

hissing venomously. “Grr...] know.../know...[know, contound it




He l’uated how mucl'\ he loved tl’]é taste of ﬁsh Theg weren't even ﬁ”ingl

Nonetheless, Venandi keP’c at it, chucking his net into the water and ganking it
ﬁrmlg angtime fish so much as swam near it. Every single grumble from his
achinglg emptg stomach and every return and release of an cmpt9 silk net
strained Venandi's very last nerves. If he wasn't certain the current would send
him adrift and tumbling down a waterfall, he'd storm his way into the river and
snatch up the fish with his bare, exoskeletal hands.

After more trial and error, Venandi Pause& for a moment, takinga few dcep,
calming (orso he'd claim) breaths. Retrieving his emPtg net, Venandi was
forced to concede that his strategy wasn't working. Thcn, something caught
his many eyes. ltwas a large, long~since toppled tree which almost acted as a
bridge to the middle of the river. The tree was quite old and quite sturdg,

having been in that Position for years.

Curious, Venandi scuttled over to the tree and cxPerimentallg scrambled on top
of it. Venandi did not do water well, but to continue exPcrimenting, he inched
further and further towards the river itself from atop the fallen tree. Tohis
shock, it was able to suPPort his weight. Sudéenlg, that frustrated sneer

turned into a s‘g grin.

“«Oh ho, Venandi, you craﬁ:gJ clevilishlg han&somc, suPremelg inte”igent, all
Powemcul and lmowing creature, you...” Venandi Praised himself in a rather
modest and not at all arrogant way, with his Iarge, silk net still at hand. His
confidence diPPed somewhat when he realized this meant lﬁaving to ac‘cua”g £0
to the ecﬂge of the fallen tree where it laid above the river itself. That was pretty
far into the deeP end for Venandi's comfort. But when his be”g growled rather
relentlesslg, he bit the bullet and hurriec”g scurried over to the deep side and

cast his net.

This time, Venandi was too on edge to be as im[:)atient and angry as he was on
land. He was going to take his time. More than that, he was goingto make sure
his haul was a big one. After a”, he didn't Put in all this egortjust to mercly
satiate his hungcr. He wanted to leave it [chond satisfied.



Venandi stood tiﬁere, a bit anxious from being pretty much in the middle of the
river, but confident that he had a solid grasp on the downed tree. He waited
and waited for a iarge enougi'i school of fish to pass bg. A few swam here and
ti'iere, but tiieg were small potatoes. Venandi wanted the iaig game.

Several minutes ticked away, but Venandi remained, stanciing i)g, eager to guiP
down as many fish as he could stomach. Then, a Passing school swam i)g.
Venandi's eyes all widened and he rather eager19 griPPeci his end of the net,
reacig to 9ani< at a moments notice. He had to time itjust rigiit to grab them
before tiieg could swim away. Then, tiieg were ﬁna”g in reach, and in one fell

SWoOop, Venandi Hanked the rope’ of his net.

When he Pu”ed the net out of the water, ensnared siﬁut, to his utter giee, it was
considerai)ig iﬁeavg and loaded with fish. “Halll | caugi'it you at iast) you
miserable worms! Hahahah! Did you rea”g think you could evade my
immacuiateiy woven nets forever?! Think again, you mindless drones!!!”
Venandi was i‘igstericai as he Practica”g shouted taunting19 atabunch of
mindless, ianPing fish i)eing held up in his net. He continued Praising himself

and sneering at the fish in his grasp for a solid twenty seconds more.

He may nave tai<en a” tiie saimon rerusing to a”ow ti*iemseives to be eaten a

little Persona”ym

After set’ciing down and remembering that the fish wouldn't be able to ﬂaP
around much ionger without water, Venandi scuttled off of the fallen tree and
down onland. He had four iarge buckets of water, and careicuiig dumped all the
fish in his net into each and every bucket. Venandi grinne& down at his catch
and rubbed his grumioiing stomach with anticipation. “Ho ho, you cunning
sPicier, 3ou'” be eating like a king todag...”

Venandi was strong and iarge enougiw to carry two buckets per iianci, then made
his way back to his den cieel:) within the woocis, where no one dared venture,

lest tiieg be added to the menu. The giant sl:)icier~man settled cormcortabig
within his home. And ciesPite beinga den ciee[:) underground, it was surPrisingig
well kCPt‘



The dirt wa”s, floor and roof were all smoothed out and Peﬁcectlg comPacted,
looking rather tidg foran underground, cavernous tunnel sgstem. No Pebbles
littered the ground. In fact, there were fine, silk rugs laid ncatlg and Pemcectlg all
across the ﬂoor, woven straig]nt from Venandi's own silks. There were also quite
afew decorations assembled using silk, some bone Fragmcnts, even discarded
parts of Venandi's long~shec] exoskeletal remains. After all, Venandi, like many
sPecies of sPicler, shed his exoskeleton and grew a new one every once in a

while.

Most surPrising were the dangling strands from the ceiling he'd established
throughout the burrows. Theg were all decorated with cyan bead-like
materials, gving cvergthinga slight glistcn. It was almost like the spider~taurs‘
own set of chandeliers. Venandi grinnecl smuglg to himself while carrging his full
load of ﬁslﬁ) all of which were still swimming and ﬂoPPing around within their
buckets. “Mmmmm, Per{:ect, bri”iantlg designed home,” Venandi rumbled to
himself. The Pride racliating from his voice was angthing but subtle.

He ic”g taPPecl afew bits of décor on his way in, but didn't stop to admire
angthing. Ratlﬁer, Venandi merelg navigated through one of the cavernous
tunnel comPlexes that he himself had assemblecl, heacling deePer and deeper
into his caves. Evcntua”g, he ﬁna”g reached his destination; a sizable den with

an equa”g sizable “mattress” made entire|9 from Venandi's own silk.

Setting the buckets down, Venandigrinned and rubbed his Palms togcther,
running his thin yet Iongtongue across his upper le eagerlg. Inan equa”y
eager Fashion, he reached into the bucket and yanked a single fish out, dangling
it above his head and considerablg extendedjaws. His mandibles Parted open
at either side, twitching eagerlg for his catch. The fish ﬂoPPed and ﬂaPPed
around hclplesslg within his grasp as he Proceec}ecl tojust carelesslg clroP,
head first, into his mouth. Venandi swallowed that first fish whole, rumbling
Pleasantlg around his sizable snack, and gulping heartilg. His exoskeletal
throat exPanclecl out as the fish slid down his gu”et all at once. Those throat
muscles slicklg squelched around its catch, Pushing the fish down Pas’c his
collarbone and droPPing it right into the sPidcr~taurs' upper stomach.



Venandi smacked his clﬁoPs then grinned contentlg. He rested his Palm against
his hardened stomach, Feeiing his prey ﬂoP around within his gut. But théﬂ,
after a moment of this, he frowned. “Hmm, delicious as ever...but...not
Particularlg satis%ing for some reason...” He drummed his slender, armored
ﬁngers atop his midsection in thought while the fish continued ﬂoPPing around

within his stomach.

Then, when his stomach emitted another hungrg, borderline imPatient groan, he
recoiled slightlyJ gripping his gut tightlg and hissing milc”g to himself. His many
eyes darted down from the bucket he'd reached into and his stomach. An&, as
ifa |ightbu|b had clicked within his arachnid brain, he grinncd once more.

« .Well, 1 am rather Parched...” Venandi admitted to himselF, smacking his clﬁoPs
tl'iirstilg.

SurPrisinng, rather than reach for another fish within the bucket, Venandi
grabbecl the first bucket itself with both his hands, and Procceclecl to heave the
considerable object high above his maw. Then, Venandi openeci iwisjaw as wide
as it could extend, so much so that his lowerjaw sPli‘c down the middle, once
again causing, his mandibles to part at the sides, twitching with anticipation. The
gant sPicler-rnan Proceecied to pour the entire contents of the bucket straight
down his gaping maw. Gallons of water went rushing down Venandi's throat
along with all the fish that were swimming, around within the bucket itself.
Venandi swallowed it a”, water and fish alike with one raPid, considerable gulp
after the other. His slick, armored throat bulgeci out consiclerably with each
ample g!ug he took in, bobbing in and out rhgthmica”y and sizablg for every

single gulP.

As Venandi all but Practica”y chuggecl down that entire barrel, his lean,
exoskeletal stomach exPanclecl slowly Qet steaclilg. Gallons of water rushed
down his gu”et all at once along with several fish, all of which iqoppeci into
cramPcci yet ex[:)anc]ing be”g without ceremony. Since Venandi was slugging
down all that water all at once, rather than ﬂoP around like the first fish had
been Aoing, the fish were actua”9 still able tojust barelg swim around. Thatwas

all due to Venandi's be“g actirig as a slimier 'barrel' full O]Cjust as much water.



Eventua”g, Venandi had slugged down very last droP of water and fish within his
first barrel, then carelesslg discarded it to the side. The sPiclers‘ upper,
humanoid bc”g had swollen out bg almost three feet. However, due tojust how
largc Venandi himself was in frame, it onlg aPPearcd as though the arachnid had
a considerable beer bc”g on him. Almost immecliatclg, Venandi's hands
dropped down onto his bulging be”g, then Venandi let out a huge, wet, den-
rattling belch.

“B w

RRREEEE

OORRRRPIN"~

That crass eruPtion bellowed from Venanc!i'sjaws for almost five seconds
straigl’xt. It rumbled Ioucng and wetlg out of the arachnids' maw and rumbled all
throug]ﬁout Venandi's den and the self-made caverns bcgoncl. When it enclecl,
Venandi sighecl contentlg and gave his bc”g a couple of hear‘tg pats of
satisfaction, making it slosh heartﬂg on account of the sheer volume of water

and fish Festcring within his be”g.

“Ahhh *”IC » Guh hchclﬁ not cxactlg COUt]’l but devil take me, that felt

gooc], Venandi cooed. He grnmacecl thumpecl his exoskeletal chest ﬁrml with

one ﬁst, and exPe”ed another wet, rca”g water3~sounding burP right aFter that.
When it enclecl, he smacked his choPs and looked down at the second barrel of
water, then back at his bloated bc”g sagging from his firm, armored torso.



The spider grippec] his underbe”g and gaveita |ightjostle. His gut sloshed
about heavilg and worked up a s}‘narP hiccup in the process which left Venandi
grunting to himself. Then, after some mu”ing it over, the !arge sPider threw up
his hands. “Ohh, what the hell! You did good toclag, Venandi Spinnerak! You
deserve to in&ulge every once inan hour, you handsome, cunning, brilliant Aevil,

3ou!”

He could've gone on Praising himself for several more minutes and likelg would
have were he not so unaPologetica“g greedg. However, rather than do tha’c,
Venandi grabbed the second barrel loaded with water and fish and heaved it
high, He brought it up to his mouth, tilted the whole thing forward and
Proceeded to extend hisjaws and grcedilg chug its contents down.

Like the first barrel, Venandi's throat bobbed in and out with esPeciaug large,
rhythmic and esPecially wct~sounding, Mgulps. Every single mouthful he
sluggecl down was a good dozen or so Pounc]s of water and fish rushing down
his gu”et all at once and ﬁ”ing his alreaclg engorge& upper stomach even
further. Venandi's be”g continued cxpancling, rouncling out even further and
further the more the spicler chuggecl that second barrel away.

The fish all Pilecl atop each other within Venandi's Putrid gut, barelg able to
even swim even with all of that water ﬁ”ing him up all at once. Itwasn't going to
be long before his second stomach would need to getto work on all these fish.
But until then, that upper bc”g continued to grow more and more massive. That
immensely rounded stomach exPanded from a mere beer be”y into an immenselg
swollen, almost boulder-like, exoskeletal dome which l'aung heavilg from

Venandi's otherwise lean, armored torso.

Evcntua”g, that second barrel had been drained of its contents. Tossing it
aside, Venandi huffed breathlesslg to himself, letting his tongue hang and
salivate from hisjaws. Venandi had a rather grogey look on his face while he
groanecl and rested both of his hands atop his massive, warbling dome of a gut.

“Urrf.. . #HIC! * Ourgh, okag...l...urrghJ m-may have overduh-*H.IL P!*~
done it...” Venandi croaked as he rubbed his achinglg Fu”, immensely largc bc”g
all over. Slﬁortly after, it lurched suddenlg) and Venandi'sjaws flew open...



ELCHIIN”



An absolutelg thunderous, den~sl’1al<ing belch eruPted out of Venandi's maw for
several seconds straigi‘i’c. His many eyes widened as several flicks of saliva and

residual water that was still in his mouth flew out. When it ended, Venandi sigiwed
with relief, iooking almost dazed while his long, slick tongue hung out of his maw.

“Ai’]lﬁl’], *”IgCUL ?!* Oof, that hit the spot, » Venandi cooed,
hiccuPing suddenig and grunting to himself. He contentlg gave his be”g a

coupie of pats of satisfaction, causing the immenselg engorged surface to
warble as the ga”ons of water and fish Festering in his be”g sloshed intenselg.
This clislocigeci another sharP i‘iiccup which left Venandi iiwcﬁ'ng and thumping
his exoskeletal chest ﬁrmlg.

The massive spider careiu”g cased himself down onto his immense, web-
formulated 'nook'. Venandi eased his lower, spider-bodg down into the
'cushioning,‘ ictting his many |egs twitch and adjust until he was comfortable.
T]"ICH, Venandi eased his humanoid upper bodg backwards against the webs like
one woul&, Ieaning against a couch. His incredibig round bc”g i‘nung i‘neaviig,
getting a little bottom l’ieavg Fromjust how much water Venandi ci'iugged down
all at once. The slightest movements caused Venandi's bloated stomach to

sway an&jos‘cle intenselg.

All the while, Venandi's be”g burbled intcnselg and incessantlg. His gut
sounded like a vat of liquicis under a burner, bubbiing and gurgling away. Since
SO many fish were Packeci away, cramPeci togetiier and constantlg ﬂoPPirig and
swaying within the water—Packcci innards of the s[:)icier, Venandi's be”g was

constantlgjostiing and swaying even when the spidcr wasn't even moving.

Norma”g, Venandi had a very sensitive stomach. He would alwags make it a
Point to choml:) into his iarger prey and irject his venom into whatever he
devoured so theg'd be too Paralgzeci to squirm and uPset his stomach. l:isiﬁ, on
the other i‘iand, were very weak creatures, and even when there was a whole
bunch of them stowed away within his be”g at once, their constant motion and
swaying with all that liquici didn't cause the sPicier—taur any ciegree of
indigestion. His stomach was burbling quite louc”g, but otherwise, Venandi was

savoring every second, basking in absolute, blissful, contented semi-fullness.



As Venandi lounged within the webbed ‘cus]’uioning,‘ he glanced down at his
immensely engorgecﬂ gut and contentlg rested his Palms atop it. Ginger]y, he
stroked his be”g up and down with his exoskeletal ﬁ'ngers, Fecling it gurgle as he
graspcc] his sagging unclerbc”g and heaved his be”g quarcls. “Mmmm, all
mine,” Venandi Practica”g Purrecl as he felt his gut slosh trcmcnclouslg from the
influx of water and fish. Then, Venandi released his grip, causing his massive,
heavg be”y to clroP back down into Place, bouncing and sloshing heavilg and
dislodginga big, watery belch in the process.

The arachnid clicked contentlg and smacked his cho[:)s. Then, he resumed
rubbing his Prominent middle Fondlg. His ﬁngers dug into the sides of his
armored be”g, Practica”g Feeling his prey {:es’cering around within him.

“Hmph, PerhaPs I could have sPaced out devouring these delectable little
guppies throughout the clag, but tlﬂey‘re harc”g the most ﬁ”ing meal in the
world,” Venandi remarked. His face tightenecl with discomfort for a moment.

But thcn he thumped his chest ﬁrm| and expe”ed another wet, gurgle;g burP,
followed bg another ri ht after that “B WAAARRRRUUUPI[
WRRRRLLLWLPI[” Guh goodness Venandi remarked

w:th a rmlc”g hoarse tone.

He shook his hea&, as if not satisﬁed, and then smacked his Palm against the
side of his be”g ﬁrmlgj making itjostlc and slosh immenselg, which caused

Venandi to CXPCI a mUC/? louder an& |onger bClCh.

“BRR

COOOUU
UUUR)RJNRAAAA
UUUURRRRPIIN”




As that burP raged out of Venandi's maw with a gurgling edge to it, more water
driPs and strands of saliva flew out of his maw. When it ended, Venandi sighed
with relief, looking much more at bliss then gave his be”g a couple of pats of

satistaction.

“Graaah, much better,” he cooed. Then, as if nothing happenec}, he resumed
rubbinghis be”g all over. Alow Clicking sound emitted from his mandibles, a
sound which indicated Pleasure for the sPic{er, and horror for any
arachnophobes that may have been within earshot. “Mmmm, even if I've hard
much larger meals, these succulent little cretins get thejob done, and dear
sweet me, do theg taste good...” Venandi Purred, once again running his tongue
across his upper I!P Then, he hiccupcd again, snorted and slaPPed his gutin

a Possessive manner, making i’cjostle in’censelg beneath his Palm. “And rea”5~

*”ICCUQL P»’ 1% Woof, and rca”g, it's what | deserve. Itisn't easy being

SO cunning, handsome, strong, handsome, deathlg intc”igent and handsome.

To say nothing of my clevilishly charming
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l:ittinglg, as soon as Venandi finished talking about his charming Pcrsonalitg, his
be”g lurched and 9ct another big, waterg burp Punctuatecl the completion of
his self—aggranclizing.

..Which he then Proceeded to resume as soon as he had finished clearing his

tlﬁroat ancl contcntcdlg ran "ﬁs tonguc across his Fangs.

“'”MPh’ indeed, these mindless fish should consider themselves ]uckg to
become one with such a magniﬁcent, handsome creature with a Pemcectlg
shimmcring exoskeleton. 1'd say I envy thcm, bu’c, we”, then I wouldn't getto be
me...” Venandi continued boasting, but even he grew tired of hearing about how
Per‘Fect he was. Not annogecl, but |itcra”g exhausted, the Praise and semi-
fullness got the better of him, and before long, Venandi was snoozing,
Peacmcuug within his nook. Indeed, around these woods, no Preclator was more

feared...and full of himself (and ﬁsh) than Venandi SPinnerak...

The End



