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 For Vanessa,
who has dedicated so many books to me it was only fair to do the
same!
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Chapter One

Beginners’ Story Set-Up
101

 


Splash!
The half-full cooler of Crocassist® was dumped over Scott’s
body. The blue raspberry liquid ran down his tight-fitting football
jersey and caused it to cling even more to his muscular torso than
the hard-earned sweat had done already. Each wonderful muscle was
perfectly outlined by the succulent sport drink and if someone
looked carefully, they could even make out the forms of rock hard
abdominals. Scott laughed and tossed his luscious curls to and fro
to spray some of the delightful drink across the happy faces of his
victorious comrades.

Scott, the quarterback of the team, was
doing something amazing — he was taking his jersey off. Due to the
sticky fluid and sweat, each cruel inch of the jersey clung hard,
but with a sweet release, they unleashed the perfect torso unto the
world.

A bottle was handed to Scott by the team’s
waterboy and as he lifted it to his heroic lips to guzzle back the
precious dew, the setting sun outlined his body with a perfect
glow. Every toned muscle was in perfect silhouette. A subtle hint
of cheery nipples basked in the setting sun to delight all who
viewed them. Lance Dolphini, star merman running back of the team
and all around prankster, snuck up on Scott and squeezed his bottle
hard. Gushes of liquid sprung forth and not even perfect Scott
could handle them. Dribbles of the new fluid ran down Scott’s
needful chest, then crested his desirable stomach, swirling down
his quivering flanks, and presumably onto the areas not mentioned,
hidden from the light of the idyllic sun with a thin modesty wrap.
If you looked hard enough at the silhouette of the muscular centaur
god, you could almost make out a shape under there, thanks to the
glimmering sunlight, and it had to be aching for much-needed
release. The shadows certainly showed the sexual needs of Scott and
whispered of his true purpose in life. How he could mount the most
needful of participants and plow into them with his hu—

A hand interrupted the lustful moment by
reaching over and closing Hugh’s mouth shut.

“Now I see why you suddenly
developed an interest in sports.”

Hugh replied with some broken word
fragments, but his eyes were still locked hard on the centaur of
his attention. All attempts at resuscitation were ignored until
finally a barrage of finger snaps in front of his face almost broke
Hugh out of his multiple-paragraph-long wet-centaur fantasy.

“Hubble gurp?” was all that
the still cross-eyed Hugh could say until a shoulder shake finally
brought him fully back from the brink of a permanent erotic
comatose state.

“I said,” the voice
repeated, “that I think I figured out why you were so enthusiastic
about coming to the football game for the first time
ever.”

“What? No.” Hugh managed to
get out a few real words this time, but his eyes were still crossed
with the hopes of seeing double vision dicks.

“Oh, yes,” the voice
replied with a matter-of-fact tone, “I know for a fact that you
have a bit of a crush on the most popular centaur in the entire
school.”

“Who told you I liked Scott
Retariat?” Hugh demanded of Yeren, who was finally revealed right
now through the exposition in this paragraph to not only be a seven
and a half foot tall yeti with shockingly white hair, but also his
lifelong friend, and even his sister. Considering Hugh wasn’t a
yeti, a sasquatch, or even a bigfoot (he had size 8½ loafers on
right now and the most yeti-like thing about him was his unusually
pale hair) and was what most would call “a human”, it was evident
that one of them was adopted by a wonderful exploring couple after
being found alone and shivering right near the tree line of the
most dangerous expanse of Mount Everest when they were still but a
baby. It was Hugh. He was adopted.

“Actually, despite the fact
that it isn’t much of a secret, you just did,” Yeren replied with a
grin that was almost wider than her favourite size 26-Wide flirty
boots.

Hugh replied by turning crimson and stuffing
his face with the gummy worms he had bought at the concession.
Yeren only grinned harder and patted her brother on the back,
causing him to spew out a full rainbow of squiggling worms.

“Now that you’ve had your
fill of both eye and mouth candy we should probably get going, we
don’t want to be late.”

“Right!” Hugh said,
slapping his forehead, “I forgot it was Friday!”

Yeren laughed. “You definitely got it bad if
you forgot about C&C!”

 


• • •

 


Hugh couldn’t help but whistle. The goblin
sisters, Plink and Plonk, had really outdone themselves for this
session. Set up on the dining room table of the shared house, that
no one ever used to dine on, was a handcrafted scale model of their
entire College of United Monsters, minus the roof. Everything was
here, the school grounds, the dormitories, the Library of Forbidden
Tomes, the Library of Bidden Tomes, the football field, the
Headmistress’s mountain office, and even the entire underwater wing
was crafted in perfect detail. Looking at it objectively from up
here, it was all so impressive. The goblins had managed to do so
much construction in so little space. It was tight, compact, and
really was a testament to their high grades in their World Building
Classes. This session was going to be tight!

“Whoa!” Yeren said, taken
aback by the sheer majesty of it all, “This is amazing! I can’t
wait to see what this is all for!”

“Yeah,” Plink
replied.

“Us either!” Plonk
followed.

Hugh only shook his head. While he could
believe for every moment that Plink and Plonk would spend weeks
making a model of the College without even asking what it was for,
because he knew them quite well, he knew that anyone watching in on
this particular moment of their lives would have a much harder time
believing something so preposterous.

A large bag of various snack products was
deposited on the extra chair that no one ever used, known as the
snack chair, by Yeren. Plink and Plonk dove into the mass of
unhealthy junk before them to pull out their favourite sugary
treats. Hugh reached into his bag and pulled out a Cheery Cherry
Soda for Plink, a Luscious Lemon Soda for Plonk, a Discount
Pinkimonade for Yeren, and a Chocolate Coffee Milk Beverage for
himself. He tossed them all with a skill finely honed by years of
being in charge of drinks. If there was one thing Hugh excelled at,
it was drink tossing. He tossed the rest of his giant stash into
the mini fridge that lived under the snack chair and grabbed a few
bags of Red Licorice Chips (nine is still a few) to share with
Yeren.

Having a family-owned chain of yuan stores
(and dollar stores in North America) set up all around the globe by
your adventurous, world-exploring parents did have its perks. Not
only could Yeren and Hugh easily earn some spare cash by working
pick-up-shifts, they could also score as many
just-past-the-sell-date snacks as they wanted. Sure, they may have
been off brand and slightly stale, but they were free snacks! Free
food was the only way their parents could possibly afford to feed
the appetites of one growing yeti girl, and Hugh. It was way better
than anyone else’s parents could score them, except perhaps for
Plink and Plonk whose banker parents scored them all a 0.8% higher
than base interest rate on no-fee savings accounts.
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