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Humorous Indeed

“I absolutely loved this! The humor and emotional depth are quite balanced, making it such an engaging read. Zara truly feels like a small fish in a big pond, and I enjoyed every moment of it. The story is easy to follow, and I couldn’t help but smile—even when bad things kept happening to her second mother, up until her tragic death (which, admittedly, made me feel a bit like a monster). Overall, it’s a fantastic story with a fast pace that keeps you hooked from start to finish. If you’re bored and care for some crazy, wild humor, read this. And Trent should really man up.” _Victor A.O

Engaging!

“I’ve been looking for a good siren book. It’s hard for me to get into characters, but this one... hits different in the best way possible! I love how her character is evolving from a sheltered teen to a strong, independent woman. She knows what she wants and encourages her adopted family to seek change as well. But the memories in a box will stay with me forever. Can’t wait to read more.” _Serenity Mia

Room 207, with Miss Trouble

“This was a good comedy romance. Funny characters, happy ending. Good.” _Ohoney2004

[image: image]

Acknowledgement

I am deeply grateful to my father, God Almighty and His son Jesus Christ,

Mr. Augustine O. Leleji, my earthly father — their unwavering support and encouragement have been my guiding light. They believed in me even when I doubted myself, and for that, I owe them everything.

To my dearest friend, Efemwenor Gold — thank you for shaping me into the author I am today. Your friendship, inspiration, and creativity have been the pillars of my journey. I couldn’t have done this without you.

To my family, well-wishers, and readers — you are the heart of my writing. A special shoutout to:

@LunaMoonGoddess1, author of Claim You Under The Blood Moon — your talent and support mean the world.

@Abdo, author of The Secret Of The Phoenix — your encouragement has been invaluable.

Dark Cheese, author of Invasion — thank you for your belief in my work.

And to every amazing reader who has cheered me on — you are my strength and my motivation. This book exists because of your love and faith in my storytelling. Thank you for making my dreams a reality.

[image: image]

Dedication

And to my readers who actually laugh out loud while reading—because let’s face it, your chuckles are what make this chaos worth it.

Xoxo,

A fellow Clara.
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Prologue
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Location: Yopa East

“Faster, Zara!” Miss Lola panted as she pulled teenage Zara, running deep into the woods. Why were they running? Here’s your answer: Miss Lola loved the ocean. She was obsessed with water. One day, she accidentally met a mermaid, and they became friends, promising to keep each other’s secrets.

Years later, the mermaids were hunted by humans, and Lola’s mermaid friend, Melissa, knew she and her clan wouldn’t be able to keep running. The humans would never stop hunting them.

Melissa had a baby, and it was time for the baby to come to Earth. In nakedness, pain, and blood dripping down her legs, Melissa ran to Lola’s house at midnight. Lola put Melissa in her bathtub as she laboured in pain.

The baby came out successfully, and then Lola was handed the baby to nurture.

Melissa said she’d come back for her baby but didn’t promise—she didn’t know if she would escape the hunters. And that’s how Lola took Melissa’s baby as her own. She loved her and taught her the ways of the surface, letting her enjoy her tail, but she kept warning her never to reveal she was a mermaid. She named her Zara.

Miss Lola was a scientist. She worked for a huge laboratory, popularly known as Bentley Lab. Somehow, her boss, the scientist and owner of the lab, was obsessed with mermaids. He had a son named Trent, and Trent and Zara were very close friends, as were Mr. Bentley and Miss Lola.

As time went on, Zara and Trent’s relationship moved from best friends to lovers. She revealed she was a mermaid to him, and that was when everything changed overnight.

Zara and Miss Lola’s peaceful life crumbled after Trent Bentley, a sixteen-year-old teen, spilled to his father that Zara was a mermaid. He never expected his father to hunt them. They were all so close.

Trent was heartbroken. He refused to meet or talk to Zara. Meanwhile, Mr. Bentley threatened Miss Lola to hand over Zara to the lab so he could prove to the world that mermaids still existed. He wanted Zara as his lab rat. He wanted to be rich—Zara’s tears could transform into pearls.

Miss Lola rejected his offer to give her forty percent of any income he made from Zara. Mr. Bentley got mad but gave her a day to reconsider.

That night, Miss Lola entered Zara’s room, but she wasn’t there. Then she ran to the basement, where a large tub of saltwater was stored for Zara to shift whenever she liked. When she got up to the basement, Zara was sleeping in the tub in mermaid form. She curled her tail around her body as she slept peacefully, unaware of the danger ahead.

Miss Lola smiled, then knocked on Zara’s tub, drawing her attention. She gestured for her to come out. Zara slid out and then shifted back to human legs, naked.

“Hey, pumpkin, we need to move now. It’s urgent. Mr. Bentley, somehow, knows you’re a mermaid,” she rushed, slipping a gown on Zara.

Zara, fifteen years old, gasped. “Ma, I’m so sorry. I told Trent. He promised to keep it a secret,” she muttered as they exited the basement.

Miss Lola was angry but asked warmly, “Didn’t I warn you to stay away from that boy?”

“I’m sorry, Ma. He... he...” Then Zara burst into tears that started transforming into pearls.

Miss Lola hugged her and whispered, “I told you not to cry, Zara. No matter what, DO NOT cry. Don’t cry for anything. This is the human world you’re in; tears don’t get people anywhere. Instead, they slow them down. The world you’re in is full of selfish people, betrayal, and many other dark things, dear. All they aim to do is hurt people—people as precious as you. If you’re hurt, Zara, never cry. Don’t let them see your weakness.”

“Okay, Ma,” Zara said firmly as she wiped her tears.

Just as they exited the house, Mr. Bentley and his men drove in. Miss Lola spotted them from afar and rushed back inside with Zara. They ran to the basement as someone broke down the front door. When they got there, Miss Lola opened a secret passage—a mirror, but behind it was an underground tunnel.

They crawled through the tunnel, which led to the edge of a forest, and they quickly ran into the woods.

“Faster, Zara,” Miss Lola panted, holding her tightly.

“Ma, where are we going?” Zara asked, gasping for air.

“I’m taking you to the ocean. And once you’re in, swim fast. Don’t stop until all the stars are gone and it’s morning.”

“What about you? You’re coming, right?” Zara asked.

“No, Zara—” Miss Lola was cut off as she fell, breaking her ankle. “Ahh!” she screamed.

“Ma, I’m so sorry. Come on, let’s go,” Zara said, leaning down to help her.

“No, Zara, you have to go. Go without me, to the ocean where you belong—”

“No! I’m not leaving without you. You said there are none of my people left in the ocean, so how do you expect me to survive? I’m not going to the ocean, Ma. I’m going where you’re going,” Zara said firmly, holding back tears as she healed her mom’s sprained ankle.

Miss Lola winced as Zara healed her. “Please, Zara, go! They’ll do awful things to you!” she said.

“Come on! Let’s go. I swear I’m not leaving you.”

Lola followed just to make sure Zara reached the ocean, but their race was cut short when they reached an empty road.

As they crossed toward the forest ahead, a bike appeared out of nowhere and hit both of them.

Zara got up and rushed to her bleeding mother. She wasn’t breathing.

“Ma! Ma! Ma! Wake up! Let’s go! Wake up, Ma. Please!” Zara shrieked.

She turned to see frozen Trent. He had hit them. It was an accident. He pulled off his helmet and froze in shock.

Zara thought he’d been sent by his father. “How could you?” she groaned.

Trent jumped off the bike, fell, got up, and ran away. First, he caused her pain. Now, he’d killed her mother. “Hey! Where are you going, Trent?! Help me, please! Please, Trent, come back! Help me!” she screamed, shaking her mom’s body.

She never knew it was an accident. All she saw was betrayal. Her heart hardened. She couldn’t cry anymore.

She left her mom there. She knew Bentley would find her. She ran to the ocean, swam until morning, then shifted back to human form and floated on top of the sea, hoping someone would find her.

She hoped for a rich couple, but a fisherman found her. A teenage girl, like Zara, was in the boat with him.

Zara cried internally as he carried her. She pretended to be unconscious, but when the fisherman tried to give her mouth-to-mouth, she jumped up, faking a cough.
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✰ Episode One ✰

[image: ]




Zara’s POV

Two years later...

I was a poor man’s child. The poor widower fisherman had a daughter six months older than me, and she never stopped rubbing it in my face. Her name was Fyre—yes, like fire. When she told me her name, I was shocked, but then she explained that the “i” was replaced with a “y.” I never understood why a father would name his daughter Fyre.

It sounds hot, but it’s weird.

Firstly, note: I never, ever imagined a poor man like John would rescue me. I even ran away and then came back when I realized I was more broke than he was. Life was too hard. Back in Lola’s house, I lived in paradise—not until Trent Bentley betrayed me. And I am so in for REVENGE.

I even have a list that I’ve been writing for two years now. My list of revenge on Trent Bentley.

Secondly, when John adopted me, I said my name was Zara, but he heard Clara, so I rolled with it, not correcting him. I never told them I was a mermaid. I needed them... no, honestly, I needed shelter, food, clothes, and many other things. I’ve never lived in the ocean before. I was scared.

What if sharks eat mermaids for lunch? Or whales swallow them for dinner? I love being human, living life like a human. It’s peaceful. But I don’t forget to let John and his daughter Fyre know how ungrateful I was.

“Pa, you’re so poor for my liking. Why did you take me in?” I asked Mr. John as I gave him a haircut. He was reading the newspaper, crossing his short legs.

He turned, pulling his eyeglasses without lenses down as he uttered, “I do remember you ran away. Then why did you come back?” He asked, wearing his glasses without lenses again. See how broke he is?

I turned his head as I trimmed his hair. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not a barber. I’m not even using clippers but razors, and I’m giving him a skin cut. Not a fashionable style, but a skin cut—a haircut that poor people get. You shave your hair until it’s as smooth as your skin.

“Because you begged me, and I pitied you. You should be honored to have a girl like me in your hut,” I smirked, winking at him.

“No one begged you, Clara! We woke up one morning to find you in our house, roaming about, unpacking your bags!” Fyre barked from the kitchen. Actually, the entire kitchen was on the floor.

“No one called you into this conversation, Fyre! I am being honest with Pa!” I yelled back.

Okay, let me describe my so-called sister. Fyre is a super boxer. She taught me how to box. She’s beautiful but not that pretty-pretty. I’m the pretty-pretty one, with dark curly hair, chocolate skin, green eyes...

Wait, Zara, you were supposed to describe Fyre, not yourself!

Okay, fine. Fyre has a very light, bright complexion despite her father’s poor life.

Come on, Zara.

What? I’m describing Fyre! Please don’t interrupt. Like I was saying before my conscious thought interrupted, Fyre is a pretty, short boxer with boxing skills, blonde hair like Mr. John, blue eyes like Mr. John, short like Mr. John, a pointing nose like Mr. John, big lips like Mr. John... fat but not that fat-fat... only because she has a poor dad like Mr. John, broke like Mr. John—

“What are you thinking about, Clara?” Mr. John asked, looking at me.

I shook my head. “Nothing, Pa. I wasn’t describing Fyre at all, I swear! I wasn’t describing her as a short, fat, broke girl like you.” I cupped my mouth, realizing I just indirectly confessed.

He glared at me and then started, “Where are you even from? What kind of girl are you? See, if you want to live rich like you said you did in your past life, please, you can leave...”

I knew he was serious, but I didn’t mean it.

“...Clara, we are okay the way we are. If you don’t want to live a low life, you can leave. You’re seventeen now. Go out in the world and see how easy it is to make money. You complain every day—you’re tired of seafood, you’re tired of sleeping on a mat, you’re tired of living a poor life! Then go—”

I cut him off, muttering, “Pa, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to say that. No matter how poor you are...” He frowned. “...you’re still my father, and I love you and Fyre a lot. I was just joking, as always.” I hugged him from behind. His expression softened.

“It’s okay. I love you too. You’re funny, hardworking, but you hardly adapt, and that’s annoying. No one wishes to be low-class, Clara. No one wants to be poor. It’s just life.” He said, caressing my hand on his shoulder. Then, he pointed to a spot near his ear. “Look, there’s still hair at the back of my ear.”

***
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I enjoyed poverty—until Mr. John wasn’t able to pay our school fees.

No, that’s it, I thought, as I walked up to him with my school bag.

I suggested, “I know where to get pearls. I’ll go into the ocean and gather pearls from oysters. Once I gather enough, I’ll sell them, and we’ll become rich—even rich enough to go to college. We can make jewelry with the pearls! What do you think?”

I expected him to jump at the suggestion, but he refused, saying it was too dangerous and adding that I didn’t know how to swim. He didn’t want to lose me—blah blah blah.

Actually, I wasn’t going to the ocean. I’d just cry out pearls for him secretly.

Since he disagreed to agree, I decided to disagreed with his disagreement—because I’m super smart and I love school. So, I started selling pearls, and then Fyre helped me design jewelry with them.

It hurt me not to tell the two souls I loved the most that I was a mermaid, but I wasn’t willing to face another heartbreak. Even though I knew they were good people, what if they spilled it mistakenly to bad people?

As time went on, I moved both of them out of that hut. Mr. John refused at first, complaining that the hut had a lot of memories. So, I decided to carry the memories along. Guess what I did? I scattered the entire hut and packed all the pieces, arranging them in a box.

“What’s with the box, Clara?” Mr. John asked, looking puzzled as he opened the door for me to enter our new home.

“Your memories,” I said through clenched teeth.

As I handed him the box, he fell on the floor with the box settling on his crotch.

“Clara!!!!”

Everyone thought I was psycho after that day, but I did what I did out of love. He said the hut held memories, and I couldn’t take the hut along because it wasn’t movable, so I made it movable. And after the love I showed him, he still went on to book sessions in a therapy class—with my money!

He forced me to go to the class after school twice a week.

It helped me, though.
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✰ Episode Two ✰
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Location: Northern Sassa

Three years later...

[Trent’s POV]

This is where it all began.

There was a fat girl walking beside her, eyes glued to her phone, but my attention was drawn to the chocolate-skinned girl. First, what caught my eye was her boots, then her chocolate-colored tights, followed by her jean shorts. Next was her exposed belly button, her tank top, and then her open jacket that revealed her midriff. Her dark curly hair bounced on her shoulders, and the next thing I noticed was a choker necklace. Then came her lips, her cheeks, her nose—before she flicked her forest-green eyes shut, immersed in the music she was listening to with her cat-ear headset.

She looked beautiful, and when her full figure appeared in my view, I gasped as I scanned her like a machine. Still gazing at her, I froze as, with closed eyes, she bumped into me.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
e msTRﬂ%BLE

NERTTA. .LELEJIN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





