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Chapter One

Beginners’ Suspension of
Disbelief 101

 


Splash! A salty spray of warm liquid covered Cliff’s face. A little
got in his mouth, and he savoured the tang for just a second before
it dribbled out. He wiped it from his face and picked his chin up
off the floor.

Another svelte
merman swung past Cliff, using the roof-mounted monkey bars that
hung from the ceiling of the hallway. Cliff watched as a flirty
flick of long green hair, a flash of a wide, goatee-framed smile,
and a flexing chest with stylish seashell shoulder-pads, vaulted
from the low-hanging bars. With an eyebrow wiggle mid-dive, the
merman splashed into the open water at the end of the hallway. This
time Cliff had enough sense to cover his mouth to prevent
swallowing another glass of seawater.

All the
splashing would explain why Cliff’s backup schedule was printed on
waxed parchment, but it didn’t explain why this hallway ended at
room UW-104. His first class after transferring to the College of
United Monsters in order to save a lot of money on his tuition
fees, started in five minutes in room UW-108. He had looked down
every other hallway in this wing and they all went nowhere, so this
had to be the right one.

Cliff was
never one to back down from a challenge, and this was one of those
times. He would ask for directions. A busty mermaid, who barely fit
into her sea cups, gave Cliff a come-hither finger motion before
jumping into the pool of seawater. Cliff swallowed a lump in his
throat (and a little bit of merfolk splash this time) as it dawned
on him. Room UW-108 of the Underwater Wing was underwater!
Remembering the first sentence of this paragraph caused Cliff to
swallow again. He was never one to back down from a challenge, and
this was another one of those times.

Cliff took a
big breath of oxygen and dove into the foamy depths of the hallway.
Bioluminescent strands of seaweed lit the hallway in patterns that
were both hauntingly beautiful and reminiscent of the regular
fluorescent lighting of the previous section of hallway. The
underwater bell rung through the ocean, clear as any overwater one.
Cliff was officially late to his very first class, but if he
searched quickly he might be okay.

It took Cliff
only a few minutes of swimming to find UW-108. He might be a bit
late, but he would make it to his first class: Beginners’
Suspension of Disbelief 101. He swam through the door and found
that roll-call had already begun. Lucky for him, his last name was
Waters, so he hadn’t been called yet.

“Arie Neptune?”

The
instructor, who appeared to be some sort of scaled fish creature
with a great choice in haircut, checked off the list when the busty
come-hither-finger-waving-mermaid from earlier waved her hand.

“Leith McWhalen?”

Cliff’s eyes
widened when the super-sexy merman that had splashed him with foam
before the story began raised his beefy hand to give the instructor
a wink and a finger-bang. Long, yellow hair flowed over muscular
shoulders, tickled over bulging pecs, and teased around a tapered
waist. This merman was a total slice-of-alright cake with a
generous helping of abs on top. When Leith caught the — ill-dressed
for underwater adventures — human staring and gave him a personal
finger-bang, Cliff gasped (or he would have had he not been
underwater). Cliff exhaled out all of his precious air and was
forced to dart to the top of the class where some stale pockets
lingered.

It took him
several moments to compose himself and straighten out his hair. A
wave of fear suddenly came over Cliff (as well as real waves).
Those two previous names had not been in alphabetical order! All
bets were off. He needed to get down there! Now that he was finally
satisfied with breathing oxygen again, he would need to stop. Cliff
took in a deep breath and rejoined the class.

“—aken?”

Cliff had
rejoined mid name-call. His gasping fit had attracted attention. A
lot of attention. Every pair of eyes in the class were watching him
flounder, but every mermaid and merman in the class was now staring
at him with more than mirth. While the other species of monster
didn’t really seem to care about Cliff more than to get a cheap
laugh, the merfolk of the room were making up for it. They were
noticing him with more than their eyes. A warm blush crept over
Cliff. Most of the merfolk in the room were feeling themselves up
while looking at him. Arie had her hand down her sea cups, the
never-to-be-named green-haired mermaid from before was happily
licking his lips, and Leith was feeling up the slit that Cliff was
relatively certain contained his McWhalen.

They all had
such great, impossible hair colors; they really put Cliff’s average
brown to shame.

The shrill
voice of the instructor pierced through the moment with a
cough.

“Humboldt?”

A startled
hand in the back of the class rose up and a voice stuttered,
speaking through the feathery purple hair that covered his
face.

“H-here! S-s-sorry, I got dis-s-stracted by h-him.”

Hoots and
hollers erupted from the class. Many were happy to admit that they
were also distracted.

A yardstick
slapped hard across a desk. The instructor had attempted to regain
some level of calm in the class, but had only managed to startle
Cliff into breathing in more seawater in shock and starting the
breathing fit all over again.

Order was
eventually regained, but it was not an easy fight. A stern look
caused all giggling and fondling to stop. The instructor gave a
curt nod to the class and continued.

“Cliff Waters?”

“Here!” Cliff burbled cheerfully before taking in a deep breath
of water and falling into a coughing fit. The class erupted once
more.

The instructor only sighed. “Can somebody please give this
fool a Merfolk Kiss already so we can get on with the class?”
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