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Chapter One

Fastly Furious
101

 


Splash!
A deluge of fluid cascaded over his unsuspecting
body. His back was dripping wet and he turned around to see what
had splashed him, only to be immediately splashed by another
impressive gush to the face.

Nape spat out a mouthful of the unwelcomed
liquid. He was completely soaked and saw the cause of his drenching
as it was coming back for another go. He attempted to shield his
face from another blast but only managed to allow the wave access
to the only dry areas left on his person: his vulnerable
underarms.

That silver car, or moon rover, or spaceship
on wheels, or whatever it actually was (Nape wasn’t much of a
vehicle buff) sped down the street towards C.U.M. (the College of
United Monsters). The sound of laughter echoed down the street.

Nape wiped the humiliation from his face and
flicked it from his hands in disgust. True, walking past a gushing,
broken fire hydrant had been a poor life choice. Especially when
you were only a block away from your college, and walking on the
same street that everyone driving to your college uses. Even more
especially when your assigned rival class was Automobile Theory
& Repair and you knew that every single one of them owned a car
and drove down this street every day at this time and always
heckled you at this exact intersection.

A loud sigh escaped his lips. Yes, the rival
classes were required to torment each other or they would lose
grades in Unnecessary Conflict Class but that didn’t mean that he
should have left himself be so vulnerable. He knew better, but damn
if their fast actions didn’t make him furious. He was completely
soaked, his first class started in five minutes, and home was a
twenty minute walk away. Luckily, he had taken his mandatory gym
class outfit home yesterday to wash so he would have something to
wear. Even if it wasn’t the most professional thing to wear to
class, at least it would be clean, dry, folded, and on his bed
because he didn’t have gym class today and had left it at home.

“Fuck,” Nape whispered
under his breath. He was drenched and the only thing resembling
clothing in his possession was a backpack. He also had those socks
that he didn’t recognize that had been left in his locker by the
last student who used it. Nape couldn’t bear to throw them away in
case the owner came back to get them because they were some damn
nice mysterious locker socks, but he didn’t really want to wear
them. Maybe there was something else in his locker, he had to check
and so he quickly dripped down the hallway to his
locker.

“Someone got you with that
dirty fire hydrant trick, huh?” a familiar voice sympathetically
said behind Nape as he looked through his locker for anything to
wear.

“Yeah,” Nape replied with a
sigh.

“That makes twenty-four
students, best as I can count, and one professor.”

Nape felt a little better if twenty-four
other students had fallen for that rotten trick, as well as one
professor. One professor? Did that mean? Nape turned around to the
familiar voice of Professor Herrin and needed to stifle a
laugh.

The coolest professor in the school, as far
as Nape was concerned, was dressed in a terrible holiday reindeer
sweater, flip-flops, and purple parachute pants.

“Say nothing,” Prof. Herrin
cautioned.

Nape nodded in reply.

Prof. Herrin straightened out his detachable
Velcro wreath and made a motion towards the classroom.

“Get changed into your gym
gear, Mr. MacGuffin, and bring me your wet clothes so that I can
hang them to dry with the rest.”

The first bell rang, as they do in colleges.
Everyone knows colleges have attendance bells.

“Um…” Nape stuttered, “I
forgot that at home.”

“Oh dear.” Prof. Herrin
paused and gestured at his amazing fashion display. “There might be
something still left in the lost-and-found, but no
guarantees.”

“Anything is better than
being soaked!” Nape said confidently.

 


• • •

 


“Being soaked would be
better than wearing this!” Nape said unconfidently as he put down
the worst outfit in the box, a bright green mankini that would be
held up thanks to the help of the wearer’s shoulders (or possibly
black magic).

“It will only be until your
regular clothes are dry,” Prof. Herrin said sympathetically. “We do
have a magical kiln so it shouldn’t take too long. Just try
something on and see how it fits.”

“Thanks, Professor Herrin.”
Nape gave him an unenthusiastic smile.

“No, no. Just because I’m
wearing parachute pants right now and not my trademark scarf, don’t
forget that I am that one cool professor that acts super chill and
lets students call me by my first name because I have a desperate
need to be validated because I didn’t get that myself when I went
to college. This goes double since I am also the only human
professor in this school, so I also feel ostracised by my peer
group and therefore have an even greater desire to fit in,
especially to other humans such as yourself.”

“Right, sorry …
Redford.”

“Please,” Redford scoffed,
“Redford isn’t a name that is too cool for school, call me
Red.”

“Red” left to begin class
and abandoned Nape to his lost-and-found fate.

These clothes couldn’t be that bad.

 


• • •

 


These clothes could be that bad!

Nape had never imagined
that the bright green mankini he had described earlier would have
been one of the choices in the lost-and-found with the
most fabric. Who in the
heck would lose this kind of stuff? There was hardly anything to
lose unless you were getting completely naked for some reason, like
to have — Nape stopped thinking about why these items had been
lost. He didn’t want to know anymore, instead focusing on the
outfit he had settled on.

They had to have belonged to a short, yet
bootylicious monster. They would had been quite revealing on them
(Nape was guessing that it was a female monster but didn’t want to
assume). On a normal height human male though, these were beyond
revealing. A teeny purple T-shirt with a graphic of a happy kitty
on it (and the phrase “Pleased Pussy”) and pink micro shorts that
had the word JUICY written across the butt.

Nape didn’t even bother putting on the
silver glitter platform heels he had found in the box; he would
make do with the mysterious locker socks. Kudos to whoever had lost
this outfit in the first place because they were rocking it at
life, but Nape was slightly less secure in his bootylicious
quotient. He had a booty, but it wasn’t a booty that was doing
these shorts the justice they deserved.

Tip-toeing on the quietest of sneaky steps,
Nape snuck into his classroom, placed his wet clothes in the kiln,
and made it to his desk. He wasn’t sure if he had done all of that
unnoticed, or if the entire class (except for Yeren the yeti who
was the only student in the class who owned a car and had escaped
the class’s fate) dressed in gym clothes or haphazard
lost-and-found outfits were sympathetic to his predicament. Never
had Nape ever guessed that in a room full of students, the ones in
their gym shorts would be the ones wearing more fabric.

Red started his lecture about ancient
history, as told through ancient Greek vases in an open discussion
with the class, as was his style. It turned out there was a lot of
interesting things you could learn about history, mythology, and
sociology by exclusively studying old pottery. The most interesting
part to learn by far was the ancient techniques used to make
historical pottery and turning them into your own unique
pieces.

Historical Pottery Studies had been a bit of
an ignored subject in the school before Red had taken over half-way
through last semester, but now with his guidance it had become one
of the most popular subjects to get your masters in. So popular, in
fact, that the pottery and glazing lecture hall was always packed
with students. Unlike the Automobile Theory & Repair program
with barely any students and one of the biggest square footage of
all the programs around (second only to Trans-Dimensional
Latin).

The glaze work on Nape’s latest piece was
going to come out fantastic, or at least that was what he was
hoping. It was a real authentic Greek-inspired pot that included an
epic story about making s’mores in a fire pit. Even if it didn’t
quite fit the historical period, Nape still thought that it was a
good piece since it reflected his inner turmoil as found in his
dreams (and it had s’mores, what was not to like?).
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