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The first story is titled The Love Story of Hawk and Lyta. The second story following is titled The Love Story of Gabriel and Angelina. The stories are an aftermath to the story The Love Story of Gregore and Aaliyah. 
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The Love Story of Hawk and Lyta.

The storyteller spoke “Global warming causes polar icecaps to melt, flooding the planet that causes mass extinctions of the land animals and humanoids leaving some humans as survivors going into the ocean to evolve into Aquarians. It takes thirty months later to make the planet’s islands lands with peekaboo mountain tops with receding with ideal temperatures. The drying resumes and started land to get dry enough to resume forming continent islands of both Brittany and Brianna with land islands of Evangelina along with having animal life that survives resumes living on the lands. One of the humans survived, named Watercarrier as named by Aquarians which the Sea King takes his name and human name of Jason. Five males and five females of humans the original species of the planet as the planet’s land life survives the flooding that are scattered planet side. Living underwater is the newly evolved humanoid Aquarians that haven’t come out of the ocean to live on land yet.”

I sensed the storyteller paused, sensing the audience and I was enraptured in his tale.

He continued “Historically according to tales there’s one legend said of a human named Jason given the titled Watercarrier as dubbed by us Aquarians saying that story passed down. He is the human who got us Aquarians out of the water to become land humanoids. The story said Watercarrier was in a canoe on a boat traveling over the ocean that capsized in a typhoon fury to cause him to swim in the water. The Goddess Merra the Seawoman, which her name comes from a mysterious deity Goddess talking to the Aquarians underwater that noticed the Watercarrier in distress.

She said to the Aquarians “I’m urging you to save him and help him to reach land in safety.”

The Aquarian named Jason as named by Watercarrier was the one who led the Aquarians to believe in Goddess Merra’s talk. 

“Let’s believe in this deity Goddess Merra’s talk to save this living being’s life.” He spoke.

Jason towed the unconscious Watercarrier to land who breathed to survive again. The Aquarians with Jason’s leadership with Watercarrier landed on land. The legend points to a beach on Chana Island Parkland in the sacred island of Marchand located on Evangelina’s natural border of the mountain chain region where Aquarians landed as originated from. Evangelina was the primary five large islands forming a circular pattern of the letter C. The islands of their size could have been declared continents but weren’t from land mass’s not large enough to get the declaration. The islands were surrounded in the sea by a circular mountain chain of both habitual and hostile islands that acted as a natural border bordering Evangelina. Only six of the mountain chain’s islands were declared habitual for civilization while the rest were declared too hostile for humanoid life to live and survive on. The Aquarians found the shining sun combined with the island land’s summer heat instantly warming them up from always freezing cold in the water. The instant heat caused the Aquarians to seek the land as land humanoids than focused on living underwater. The sea’s life dangerous towards humanoids in oceanic waters ignore the Aquarians survive recognizing them all as animalistic wild like them. The Watercarrier himself wound up in love with Jason’s sister Jamika who gave birth to his twins a boy named Jason, and a girl named Andalasia. The island of Marchand is usually used for where sea living Aquarians go to shore to live civilized on land. The Aquarians used to live like Wildman aka bushman living off nature evolving both humans and Aquarians to interbreed together forming another humanoid species. Their dubbed vampires that have a liquid diet of blood drinking off living beings that have the substance within them. The planet’s land once dried enough from the receding ocean water had managed resumed continents’ statuses with inner island atolls with rivers’ waterways and lakes from stormy weather of rain filling them in that washed away the ocean’s salty like substance.”
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The speaker paused then continued the tale I heard “You all’s mother’s name is Alyona as her name. Officially as the Sea King’s wife she’s referred to as Andalasia as her title by the Sea King and his people. The Sea King is always an Aquarian man with the human name Jason passed down whose original name is Watercarrier. Listen how they got together to form their relationship.”

“The Sea king is selecting his human bride. You not to be caught sneaking backstage,” said her cousin.

“Even though Alyona blended in with the backstage staff, one man noticed her immediately. He was tall, broad, and wore a fitting businessman suit of black slacks with a black jacket leaving his front of his stomach bare muscled. He stormed towards her to her shock. She casually backpedaled looking for the exit. One high heel broke when she backed up. She fell as he stepped forward and caught her.” 

Alyona said embarrassed “Thank you."

“He smelled like strawberries with her favored scent to her shock smelling that from him. His large blue human eyes were piercing like seeing into her soul.”

"Your name," he demanded with a growl.

Alyona thought “Uh oh!” 

She blurted by compulsion “I’m Alyona.”

“Her jealous aunt organized this event of women paraded in front of the Sea King to select as his bride.”

Her aunt said “I banned you coming to this event. You to stay home knitting your sweater you didn’t finish.”

“But her cousin, her aunt’s daughter, was competing for the Sea King’s hand.”

Her cousin had said in a begging way “I beg you to sneak in for moral support.”

“Alyona couldn’t say no or refuse to her cousin like always with her begging. She went to the event sneaking backstage among the women dolling themselves up in evening gowns and makeup on their faces to parade themselves in front of the Sea King.”

The man spoke “Alyona a pretty name for a pretty woman like you.”

“Alyona unnerved tried to step away, but her other high heel snapped in half. She fell into the man’s arms again that wired her with electricity of a happy feeling from his touch. Alyona felt his grips gripping her was strong in a muscled way of great strength that seemed unlimited.”

The man said, "Does a woman not know how to walk?"

She chuckled embarrassed saying "Yes, sorry I do know how to walk. I just broke the heels of my shoes."

"Ah, well, it does not matter." He leaned down like sniffing her scent to murmur “Hmm strawberries.”

“He backed her to walked out to the center of the stage to the crowd’s noises to her shock. Alyona saw two other men dressed identical like him fell in line behind him.” 

Sudden realization broke over her as thought “Oh my god!” 

“She knew exactly who he was, and that he was not throwing her out. He got her front and center on the stage with his hand holding her hand to grip into a kiss onto her knuckle. She saw him signal by gesture of a hand cutting the throat.” 

The music stopped followed by announcement said, “May I have your attention!”

There was another man holding the microphone that silent the crowd and watching people staring at Alyona and the man the obvious Sea King she realized who he was to her shock.

"The Sea King has chosen his bride!" she heard announcer say to the public’s applause and cheers “Yay!”

“This was followed by the Sea King gripping her into a hug and bringing his lips onto her lips of ownership of claiming her as his.”

Alyona was thinking “I’ll agree to be the Sea King’s wife if he gets me away from my cruel aunt and whiny cousin her daughter.”

Speaker spoke telling the tale “This was done as ordered by the Sea King known as Jason taking Alyona as titled Andalasia as his wife and bride. The marriage solved her issues of having to face the cruel rejection of her aunt raising her as her own daughter and whining begging of her cousin for her to do something she didn’t want to do.”
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I was declared a child when I heard the tale said by the storyteller named Speaker. He always spoke tales verbally to people willing to listen. 

The four children along with me would say to Speaker “Tell us a story!”

Speaker obeyed to speak the tale which he spoke “Listen to this story as I tell you.”

The children along with me would sit enraptured listening to Speaker telling the tale starting with the creation story of our planetary world of Gaia that formed into life as it’s known today currently. Speaker ended with the tale of our parents getting together like love at first sight and marriage.

I was thinking when I heard each of Speaker’s tales “Interesting story.”

Soon enough there was a horn in our campsite signaling “Bedtime for you all!”

Speaker spoke “This can wait another night. Go to bed kids. You need your sleep.”

I obeyed going to my tent accompanied by two other children, both twins and ten-year-old boys like I’m a boy of twelve years old two years older than them to sleep inside it in sleeping bag for the night. I laid down warmed by my sleeping bag hearing the chatter of the two boys in the tent talking before they would settle down for the night. 

“This story is amusing.” Said one boy named Jaxon.

The other named Jason said, “I like to know what happened next.”

Jaxon said “Too bad the horn sounded and had for us to go to sleep. I don’t want to sleep. I want to stay up hearing Speaker speaking his tales.”

“Me too. Sleep is ridiculous.” Said Jason.

I shut my eyes content to sleep the night away and welcome the sunlight of sunrise shining in the morning signaling a new day.
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Once the horn signaled “Morning rise and shine!”

I’m out of the tent removing my tee shirt leaving my shorts on to head to the beach of the oceanic water to dunk myself in in a wading way. The other children totaled four other boys like I am joining me splashing around in enjoyment of the cool waters. 

Once again, the horn signals “Breakfast!”

I’m out of the water in anticipation of drinking my lemonade drink because I’m a vampire, a drinker of liquid diet of both lemony flavors and blood. I’m the only one who is a vampire among the children and adults at this campground. 

I found the children had attitudes seemingly saying, “Who cares of who and what this kid is as long as their friendly.”

I noticed I’m the only child that’s looking fully grown as an adult. Vampires have growth spurts that grow fast to adulthood within two years. But unfortunately, their minds are childlike, and they need schooling to think like an adult, which happens once they are ten years old eight years later. The sexual maturity of a vampire doesn’t hit them until the human age of eighteen years old. I’m currently twelve years old thinking about adulthood thoughts but still treated as a child from lack of sexual maturity. Once drinks and food are consumed, we sat around the campfire waiting for the chilly air to warm up before planning our activities in silence of sitting eyeing the fiery flames. 

I was lost in thought thinking to myself “When will I get acceptance for being a vampire?”

Speaker broke the silence by saying “You four boys came to existence soon after the Sea King and your mother’s marriage was declared. You Jason as an Aquarian as the son is the heir to the throne of the Sea King. Your name is inherited from the first Jason who ordered his name passed down among the ones who are titled Sea King ruler of the Aquarians.”

I scowled angrily at Speaker for omitting me the fifth boy, the oldest of the boys and not declared the heir to the Sea King’s throne. The other four boys are two sets of twins birthed by our parents with one of them declared the heir to the throne over me despite being the oldest of them all. 

I glare at Speaker meaning to say, “You omitted me the fifth boy!” 

Speaker ignores me glaring at him murderously instead said “Boys go play except Jad is to stay and remain. I want to talk to him alone.”

Jad was my declared name at birth to my disgust at learning that fact. I wasn’t given a regular human name like Jason, Jaxon, Jonathan, and Joseph, the names of my four brothers had themselves. Once my brothers take off heading to the beach to play splashing games and swim I glare at Speaker.

I rage at him “You omitted me the fifth son with your talk!”

Speaker raised a hand up and down signing “Calm down!”

I scowl unwillingly to calm down but force myself to be emotionally.

Speaker spoke “You as a vampire by your hair color and your eyes shape makes you omitted in family historical documents. It means your birth is registered birthdate of April fourth in the year 2004 and name of Jad with last name Seaman but anything else isn’t put down.”

I realized Speaker was correct I’m a vampire. I have the traditional looks of one with colored black hair I pulled back in a tail for growing it out to be long midback length. I had been declared a vampire by tradition that had human almond shaped small eyes but mine are colored gold. The small eyes are another tradition by the vampire species who normally have them colored blue like any humanoid species planet side in Gaia, the planetary world. I know my eyes as shaped are primarily what a vampire looks like as identified marking and no other humanoid species of either human or Aquarian have that eyed shaped look. I had another vampire’s appearance protruding two fanged teeth jutting from my mouth that identified me as that species. 

I grumble GRR and say “Humph!”

Speaker spoke “Vampires in the royal families anywhere in the world of Gaia aren’t accepted as their own family members. Instead, they are outcasts and are not given family acceptance. Your status as a vampire have me forced to not acknowledge you as one of the Sea King’s own children.”

I glared with arms folded in response out of rage hitting me. I sensed Speaker’s words as the truth towards me as a vampire. I did notice during my twelve years of existence that I was treated as an oddity by my father and his people. Except for my brothers who seemed clueless that I was their own sibling like they weren’t told this fact not shared with them from their confusion meeting me addressed as Jad a babysitter by the adults. I recalled that my brothers at meeting in this camp seemed unknowingly that I was their brother despite being a vampire. I recalled I was treated with this outcast behavior by my father and servants serving him despite my mother trying to show love towards me as her son along with my four brothers. I know my mother was trying to show love towards me in her own way, but she couldn’t give the emotional reaction to me in a caring way. She was blocked by protocols of the royal family treating vampires, especially their own children as oddity outcasts not to be given emotional support.

The speaker spoke “You’ll be sent away once you are finished being in this camp.”

I glared at the Speaker, sensing his words is accurate. Mother tried to warn me by her crying behavior and clingy grip onto me before I boarded the boat heading to the island where the camp was going to be. 
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Soon to my regret my time at the camp ends in which I’m sent on another boat that takes me to another island territory of Evangelina named Olivia. This is where the militia camp and training facilities are held for the Evans to train soldiers to become peacekeepers. 
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I’m annoyed with the cadets’ playing games with me. They managed to steal my clothes sitting on the bench while I was in the shower. I came out to dry myself and found I didn’t have any clothes to wear other than my boots left in place. I scowled and marched out of the shower facility that contained three private stalls. 

One cadet a male standing there outside said “Go this way and get Adam.”

Adam wasn’t a name but an insulting way of swearing as I figured it out. He gestured in the direction of the toilets facility that contained five private stalls along with four sinks for washing hands after use in front of one wall of mirrors. I obeyed seeing I’m surrounded by multiple cadets all males. One is standing with arms folded with a smirk on his face. Next thing I knew I felt air when the towel wrapped around my waist is yanked off baring me in full glory. I admit I have the type of man’s sensitive part that is endowed with hugeness and long in length. I see the smirking man eyed my sensitive part with eyes wide that changes to a sneer when he eyed me in the eyes. 

I glare at him in response saying “Like what you see? You got intentions to do something hmm? I’m not interested.”

The cadets snicker in response hearing my words. 

The cadet I eyed in response said, “Just give him his Adam clothes.”

I thrust my pants and top which I put on joyfully to be covered. Then next thing I knew two of the cadets grip my arms in ironclad holds. I’m unable to break out of their grips from not receiving the training. 

I scowl recalling the drillmasters said to me repeatedly during training sessions “You’re not authorized to receive the training! You to sit this out!”

I had to use my memory to practice what the cadets learned in my room on my own during periods when trainees are required to be in their rooms resting. 
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The smirking cadet pulled something metallic and put it on his hand of his right hand that looks like it settles on his knuckles. I’m sure of what he’s up to with that metallic thing. Next thing I knew he landed his metallic knuckled fist into my stomach punching me away like I’m a punching bag for his repeated fisting. I’m struggling to keep down my breakfast from his punching, but I lose the battle and throw up in front of him. 

The cadets give up “EW!”

The puncher in response gives up punching me and with a gesture the cadets take me to a toilet stall. I’m forced to kneel as another pushes my head nearly into the toilet. I gratefully threw up the remainder of the contents of my stomach into the toilet. 

I thought I heard a voice yell “What’s the meaning of this?!”

“Nothing but he’s sick again.” I heard from a cadet.

I admit my hearing is sharp enough to hear sounds that a normal human can’t hear. 

“Get out of here! Go to the fields and train!” I continue to hear.

There’s a sound of feet thudding of boots running away from the toilet room. I realized I left my boots sitting in the shower facility room. I’m too sick to bother to retrieve them for I continue to throw up the contents of my stomach. Once I’m done unloading my stomach, I’m feeling ravenous enough to want blood, but I won’t be getting that substance not until dinnertime. 

“Get out of there! You’re done!” I hear.

I obeyed to face Sensei Wang the human man that trains cadets in physical activity of self-defense and combative art. 

I got thrust my boots by Sensei Wang who orders “Put them on.”

I obey despite glancing at his pulsing neck itching to attack him for sucking his blood. I’m craving blood badly to drink from Sensei Wang, but I won’t. 

Once the boots are on Sensei Wang said, “Come with me.”

I obeyed finding he led me to the mess hall down the stairs leading to the lobby where there’s a gift shop for cadets to purchase items from their monetary allowances. Sensei Wang bypasses this and enters the mess hall heading to the kitchen I follow gratefully from needing to have something to drink badly. Once in the kitchen the female cook is looking at me with a glare.

Sensei Wang spoke “Give him a drink of blueberry lemonade if you have that. I caught him throwing up his breakfast again.”

I scowl angrily thinking to myself “That was from the cadets using me as punching bag.”

I can’t verbalize that to Sensei Wang who won’t hear complaints from cadets whining of receiving poor treatment from others. The cook poured me a cup of blueberry lemonade that’s blue color. I meant to gulp down the cup, but Sensei Wang slams a hand over the lid.

I glare at him as he said “Drink that slow. No gulping. You’ll aggravate your sensitive stomach again.”

I obeyed his order after he removed his hand. I sip the cup’s contents as in bringing it to my lips to take a swallow and lowering the thing down for me to gulp down what’s in my mouth. 

Once the cup is emptied out Sensei Wang said, “Hand that to her she’ll handle washing the cup.”

I see the Cook nod in agreement who said, “Do something. This is turning into an annoying habit.”

I scowl at her words meant I’m habitually in the kitchen with a drillmaster getting my drinks. The drillmasters either Sensei Wang or someone else kept catching me throwing up in the bathroom’s toilet and having to bring me to the kitchen to get drinks to restore my system. Sensei Wang gestures me to follow which I obeyed finding he leads through the lobby passed the gift shop to outside the front entrance. I’m confused about where he’s taking me. We walk in silence down the dirt driveway. I figured he’s leading me to the gymnasium an indoor gym building where cadets habitually train if the weather is too much for training outdoors. I found my hunch correct for once inside the gym room Sensei Wang glances at the black tinted windows above in the wall near the ceiling. I instantly sense there’s someone there watching us by senses going off. 

Sensei Wang spoke “Follow my movements.”

I obey finding he’s leading me on doing the drills of feet and hands in karate as those movements are called. I’m finding I’m limber like Sensei Wang is enough to kick a foot high above my head. I thank my lucky stars for having the sense to keep up the years of stretching to keep myself limber enough to kick my foot high as it could be kicked. Then Sensei Wang halts drilling by glancing at the window wall.

Sensei Wang seemed to be thinking “What do I do next for this cadet as ordered?”

I glance in time to see the door to the stairwell that leads to the windowed walled room open followed by three men walking out. 

The men are uniformed that makes Sensei Wang shout “Stand fast cadet at arms!”

I realized the men are the top military commanders of the militia group that have cadets train to become soldiers. I adjusted my form straightened to stand with legs spread to clasp my hands behind my back as Sensei Wang does the same.

One of the men said, “At ease as you were.”

I look at Sensei Wang for instructions on commanding me.

The spoken commander adds “Sensei Wang your opinion of this cadet doing the drills as taught by you? I got the impression he’s highly trained by how well he did the movements. Much better than the restless bunch.”

Sensei Wang shook his head and said “Not highly trained sir. I figured that’s from him practicing the movements alone in his room.”

I scowl sensing Sensei Wang is accurate on what he’s saying. I had been practicing the training alone in my room with the door shut partially ajar. I remembered doing the exercises without realizing the door got adjusted for someone to peer at me. I did sense someone staring, which I looked followed by the door slamming shut. I blurred to the door to yank open wide to peer into the hallway. Only Sensei Wang was in the hallway that was standing around glancing at his wristwatch. I realized now he spied on me practicing the movements and said his accurate statement. 

Sensei Wang continued “His body from the way he kicked indicated he’s got training in being a contortionist like bendable but not that bendable.”

I was sensing Sensei Wang was accurate. I was bendable able to kick high. 

I scowl thinking to myself “My high foot kicking is useless against the cadets trained to block me.”

I remembered the cadets the other night just before bed managed to target me with punching in the bathroom’s toilets facility. I kicked at the one trying to punch me, but he blocked my kicking like expertly trained by Sensei Wang. This caused the cadets to restrain me to step their foot firmly on my feet keeping them firm on the floor. I was punched and threw up and wound up alone in the toilet facility throwing up my stomach’s contents. The drillmaster ordering cadets to bed never checked on me throwing up. Instead, once I was done, I forced myself to go to my room unstopped without a drillmaster in the hallway enforcing cadets to remain in their rooms for bedtime. The cadets were in the hallway chattering among each other ignoring me walking by them to head to the end of the hallway to my room next to the fire escape door that led to an outdoor stairwell. I tried to refrain from targeting the cadets with urges to suck their blood. I was ravenous with that urge but refrained by going into my room shutting the door and lying down on my bed with the flatheaded pillow and scratchy itchy blanket covering me after removing my boots. I forced myself to tolerate my hunger by shutting my eyes, forcing myself to sleep off the hungry feelings. The sleep helped somewhat for me to get rest renewed. Unfortunately, it didn’t stop me from drinking down my breakfast of mostly plain lemonade included in an almost gulping way. Once back into the bathroom finished with my showering; I was the reception of a punching once I was dressed in my clothes. I tried to use strong strength to break out of the cadets’ grips such as trying to lift them up to slam their heads together but couldn’t. I realized by instincts that a vampire could do this to human men but not today in the present day for the cadets were taller with a bigger size and weight more that kept them firmed on the ground. I couldn’t break out of their ironclad grips no matter how I tried using self-practiced karate. The cadets had too much training time among each other to anticipate my breakout attempts and kept their holds locked on me. 
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I remembered this as I eyed Sensei Wang and the commanders waiting for both instructions and orders. 

The commander spoke “This one has the potential doesn’t he in your opinion?”

I was unsure of what the commander meant by potential when I couldn’t fight against cadets to prevent them from using me as a punching bag. 

Sensei Wang spoke “Potential yes, I agree sir. Unfortunately, the cadets are taking advantage of him not trained to target him by punching him in the stomach in their locked grips. They are doing their attacks on him in the bathroom’s toilets facility as figured out why they gathered there with him along with them. The punching of his stomach always makes him lose his stomach’s contents each time that he’s got to go to the mess hall’s kitchen to get a drink. The cook complained repeatedly about her suspicion of the cadets using him as an outlet to blow steam.”

I was bugged eyed getting that stated by Sensei Wang who seemed aware of what was going on in that toilets’ facility involving the cadets targeting me for their fists. I saw the commander formed a disgusted expression on his face hearing Sensei Wang’s words. I echoed the commander forming that expression myself.

The commander spoke “I can’t do anything to stop the attacks happening to him or have him trained in self-defense to defend himself from the cadets’ behavior. My hands are tied from the uppers commanding this to me. No training for this one but he can do the drills I’m sure that’s allowed.”

I formed a murderous glare aimed at the commander out of rage hitting me at his commanders commanding him not to have me receive training in combative arts. 

I was scowling when the commander added “Dismissed! Take this one to the fields now!”

Sensei Wang gestured me to follow which I obeyed glaring at his back in rage. I was furious that I couldn’t receive training and that the cadets’ use of me as their punching bag wasn’t going to be stopped. I got the sense from the commander and Sensei Wang that they weren’t going to discipline the cadets bringing their fists onto me once I was back in the sleeping spot. I followed Sensei Wang to the fields behind the house that led to an oceanic watery lake that emptied out into the ocean in a river way with a dock and boats. The lake was always used for cadets to swim on breaks of training while they were clad in their bathing suits. I wasn’t permitted to swim for unknown reasons given to me by the drillmasters. Instead, I was sent to my room to stay while the cadets had an hour of playtime together at the lake’s beach swimming away. 

Sensei Wang shouted once he was within earshot of the cadets “Line up for drills!”

The cadets obeyed which I stood in the back row of three of five cadets standing in a row to accommodate my height of six feet tall. I admit I was inches taller than the tallest cadet who was five-foot eleven inches. We stood by the shortest in front to the tallest in the back. I copied what Sensei Wang, and the cadets did do the drills of karate involving hands and feet. I found I was better than any cadet with the movements of kicking by how high I was able to kick my foot. None of the cadets could do what Sensei Wang and I could do with our feet kicking them high above our heads. I sensed that the other cadets hadn’t bothered to pay much attention to the status of being limber.

The cadets had attitudes sensed “Who cares about drilling?! I want to do something else!”

Once Sensei Wang finished the drilling he ordered “Cadets are to pair up except Hawk is to sit this one out!”

Hawk was my call sign as declared by Sensei Wang that took one look of me and called me by that bird’s name. I wasn’t sure of why Sensei Wang picked that name as my call sign. Cadets weren’t known by their actual names, instead had call signs. Such as the cadet that habitually punched me was named Lead Fist that was literally with his fisting me. I went to kneel underneath the shade of a tree like a habit whenever I was ordered to sit out training sessions by the drillmasters. I kneeled watching the cadets training each other with the movements. I tried to commit their exercises to memory so I would practice the training alone in my room during breaktimes. 

“Ring a ding!” sounded the siren which was speak for “Breaktime for mealtime!”

I followed the cadets inside the house up the porch stairs to the lobby room and up the stairs leading to the upper floor that led to the back entrance where the gift shop and mess hall was. Once in line I felt frustrated when cadets kept cutting in front of me repeatedly.

I tried to tell them off “Wait in line for your turn!”

The cadets ignored me and kept their line cutting till I was last to receive my nourishment of blueberry lemonade handed by the cook in a cup. The cook looked at me with a pity look of sympathy I sensed from her. I scowled and went to a lone chair in the corner of the room to sit while drinking. None of the cadets let me sit with them at their tables they gathered around the room.

Instead, whenever I went to sit with them, I got told “Bug off! Go sit elsewhere!”

I was forced to grab a lone chair from a table, not sat by a cadet to sit in the corner. The cadets at the table let me take that chair to sit in the corner drinking my drink alone. I felt frustrated that I as a vampire was still treated with outcast attitudes by the cadets both human and Aquarian species. I saw both humans and Aquarians sit together ignoring that they were different humanoid species by getting along in a talking peaceful way. They both refused to give peaceful feelings towards me as a vampire. Once my drink was consumed, I got up and put the cup among the dishes. I noticed during time in the mess hall one cadet would take my chair and place his feet onto it while sitting at a table leaning back in relaxation. This happened repeatedly after I had gotten up to put my cup among the dirty dishes in the dish bin for the cook and assistances to wash and clean. I was forced to stand for the remainder of the time being in the mess hall which was thirty minutes till siren sounded for cadets to leave. I recalled the schedule after getting up was breakfast then exercises then an hour of breaktime for showers and relaxing. This was when the cadets habitually targeted me with their attack in the toilet facility. They kept up their attack onto me in the midafternoon three o’clock for a two-hour breaktime till five o’clock dinnertime. This left me ravenous to gulp down my drink of blood when I was handed the cup by the cook. 

I was hearing “Attention at ten huts!”

The cadets stood up at attention as I stood with hands clasped behind my back. I saw who said that comment was Sensei Wang accompanied by the commander and two commanding officers. 

The commander said loudly “It’s come to my notice stated complaints to me that cadets are doing misbehavior actions against one of their own.”

I heard loudly “I’m the complainer!”

I noticed the cook had come out of the kitchen to make her comment.

She added “I keep catching this cadet entering the kitchen looking worse for wear asking for medical aid and food from throwing up their meal. He didn’t explain why he was sick and refused to answer my questions. I have brothers in my family that are hands on with each other as figured out why this cadet was sick with his appearance looking punched by fists. The cadets rudely were using him for their fisting as an outlet to blow steam. My brothers were the type to do that to each other blowing steam with their punching.”

I sensed the cook’s statements were partially the truth and partially exaggerated. Just to explain her words spoken out loud to the commander with eavesdropping cadets to hear. I admit I have an ability to detect lies spoken to me like a truth detector. 

Once someone spoke a lie to me, I would hear mentally in my mind “Liar!”
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That ability happened when I was two years old fully in an adult body. I heard that word spoken to me mentally that confused me at first. It was when I was a five-year-old eavesdropping a conversation between two of father’s residential servants talking when I slightly figured out what that spoken mental word meant. 

One servant a man was saying “You kissed my wife didn’t you with your leering behavior? I heard her mention your name when I was kissing her like she was amused to receive your attention. Admit this you Adam.”

The other servant was saying “I’m not the one that did that to her. I’m not interested.”

I heard the word liar spoken in my mind making I realized later the servant denying being a wife’s sexual object was lying. Evidence when I caught him and this woman having a go at each other in the hallway making motions of sexing. This was the first time I saw sex happening in front of me. I didn’t think of anything involving that situation till that woman’s husband at a meeting of staff threw divorce in her face without any money awarded to her for her upcoming babies twins she was pregnant with. 

The wife tried to beg, “Please don’t do this to our children!”

The husband said “I’m cut off unable to give you a child you’re obviously carrying another man’s babies. You cheated on me you whore with that servant lying to me that he targeted you with sex on his mind.”

The husband pointed a finger at the servant man who seemed defiant that he did what he did. The servant went to the wife to kiss her on the lips and rub her belly where a child was inside her.

The servant said loudly “At least your mine like you should be.”

I later discovered that divorce was done granted followed by that servant marrying the woman as his wife once the ink was barely dry on her divorce’s paperwork. Their marriage is still going strong to her relief of being loved by a man treating her in such a way she wanted with another pregnancy of twins turning out to be boys born to her that happened soon after giving birth to twin daughters. 
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I focused on the commander and the cook’s conversation. The cadets were glaring in my direction with murderous glares.

One identified as Lead Fist mouthed “You’re paying for this.”

The other cadets refused to say anything towards me in a mouthing lip-reading gesture instead just glared at me murderously. They accurately pinpointed me as the cadet that the cook was talking about.

The commander spoke “This cadet you to talks more of his injuries?”

The cook answered “He looked like he was punched reception of fisting into his stomach that made him lose his previous meal. He was asking for a meal from me when he came to the kitchen for medical aided attention.”

The commander spoke firmly “See me in the kitchen for a private talk.”

I watched as the cook and the commander entered the kitchen with double doors swinging. Her two assistants walked out minutes later to stand watching the doors waiting for them to get back inside the kitchen. I was unsure of what the cook was talking about to the commander other than confessing my identity to him in the kitchen. The commander, minus the cook, came out with a murderous glare aimed at the cadets. Her assistants went back into the kitchen without a backwards glance.

The commander spoke “Dismissed all except Lead Fist and Hawk!”

Sensei Wang shouted, “To the fields now!”

The cadets glared my way obeyed the orders of the commander and Sensei Wang. Sensei Wang left the room following the cadets out. This left me alone with Lead Fist, the commander and his two escorts. The commander gestured to me out of the corner along with gesturing Lead Fist glaring at me murderously to come to him. We both obeyed standing facing the commander. I caught Lead Fist’s expression remained murderously in a glare like he was defiant caught being my puncher. 

The commander spoke “It’s come to my attention that you Lead Fist have a dispute against Hawk.”

I groaned hearing as I noticed Lead Fist look at my direction with a glare then resumed facing the commander while remaining silent.

The commander added “Lead Fist you to state your side of this dispute now!”

Lead Fist formed a pity begging expression saying in a whiny voice “He threatened to target me with drinking my blood.”

“Liar!” sounded my truth detector.

The commander eyed me saying “Hawk you state your side.”

I spoke “My threats are related to him using me as an outlet to blow steam. He’s been roping at cadets to grab me using the training to get me in human hands’ restraints to punch me in the stomach. I stated threats to him if he didn’t lay off his behavior of needing an outlet for blowing off steam.”

The commander looked at Lead Fist by saying “Is that so? Any truth in what Hawk is saying hmm?”

Lead Fist had a begging expression on his face who shook his head negatively.

The commander spoke “I figured you and Hawk had a little tiff about something that blew up into this dispute. Such as Hawk forced to threaten you with his vampire side. You retaliated by your actions of punching him in your defense. Hawk got his sickness from your retaliation that the cook noticed and informed me of this situation. She clearly stated who was having this dispute. She recognized that the tiff of you cutting in line in front of Hawk who yelled at you to get to the back of line. Hawk later threatened you and whoever cut in line in front of him in the mess hall with his vampire side. You took offense to his threat and retaliated against him.”

I was scowling at what the commander was saying partially the truth and partially a lie. Lead Fist never cut in front of me in the back of the line instead he cut nearer the front to get his food as one of the first of the cadets. He led the charge in having cadets refuse to let me sit next to him and his friends at a table. The others followed his example. I admit I never once threatened a cadet with my vampire side as said by commander each time, they cut in front of me in line or later as retaliation. The commander was appearing to try to pacify Lead Fist’s murderous attitude as sensed towards me. 

The commander asked, “Am I right with my theory of this dispute happening?”

Lead Fist formed a glare and said firmly “Accurate thinking sir.”

I wanted to say, “This theory isn’t true!”

But I held my silence from the commander giving me a parental glare of remaining quiet.

The commander added “Lead Fist your dismissed! Hawk you stay!”

I caught Lead Fist’s sneer aimed at me as he walked out of the room with a swagger. His walk indicated he wasn’t going to be punished like I thought evidenced by the commander glaring at me murderously.

The commander spoke “Lay off targeting the cadets with threats of your vampire side.”

I meant to protest “I’m not doing this!”

The commander from his attitude made me keep my silence unable to verbalize a protest or defend myself in my defense of this dispute against Lead Fist.

The commander added “Never again I’m to hear of this from you or anyone else. If I hear of this talk again, you’re expelled out of this school to another school that’s worser for you to be.”

I groaned sensing that the commander was firmly pointing fingers at me as the cause of the dispute between Lead Fist and me. Lead Fist appearing to be a human was getting away with his bad behavior towards me. I as a vampire was blamed for causing this dispute in the first place.

The commander added “Dismissed Hawk!”

I said a parting shot “I hope this doesn’t come back to bite you in the seat.”

The commander snarled pointing a finger at the doorway “Out!”

I walked out but didn’t go outside to the field instead I went to my room slamming the door firmly shut. I was determined to remain in my room until dinnertime was called for cadets to go to. I didn’t want to face the cadets training outside acting violently in their gestures towards me in support of Lead Fist training along with them. I went to my bed to sit only to feel the shape of a book underneath my blanket. I got up and yanked the blanket up to scowl finding the book was a journal from the looks of it. I remembered one cadet in the room across from me was going around asking the cadets questions.

Such as “Did you take my journal from my room?”

I grabbed the journal and went to open the door and marched out into that cadet’s room that contained two other beds. I placed the journal sitting on the dresser in the room in plain sight then walked out. I resumed my room slamming the door. A hunch told me to examine the contents of my room for hidden stolen objects that cadets would steal from another place in my room. I found nothing involving anything hidden such as that cadet’s journal I placed back in his room. My personal items weren’t much besides my own black sweatpants and sweatshirt along with slip on white sneakers. I found nothing other than Highlander’s Fury of the Vampire a fictionalized book focused on a historical Brittany national vampire male in a romantic hero way according to the book jacket when scanned. I had bought that book from the gift shop I read entirely to the enjoyment of wanting to keep that thing. That book was missing like a cadet stole it out of my room to read. I had knowledge that cadets were stealing reading material out of each other’s rooms to read for their own enjoyment. 

This brought the cadet having book stolen to throw accusation talk “You took that from my room without my permission! Give the book back or else!”

I wasn’t spared by that accusation talk, including the cadet going into my room to tear apart the room’s contents to look for that desired book that wasn’t found among my things. 

The cadet once nothing was found swore “Jump in a lake! You threw that book in the trash you Adam!”

I would state “I did no such thing!”

One of the cadets would come by holding the desired book saying, “I found this in the trash can.”

The cadet would snatch the book out of hand and say to me “You’re paying for this stunt!”

The payment was Lead Fist having that cadet joyfully punched me in the stomach in the toilets’ facility of the bathroom. This left me throwing up heavily of whatever liquid nourishment I ate. I found that the cadets’ accusations of me stealing their books and personal items continued as the days passed. This resulted in me repeatedly receiving punching in the stomach by my accuser egged on by Lead Fist encouraging them to do the fisting. 
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Once my room was cleared of everything suspicious, I stood in the middle of the room and began to practice karate drills of feet and hands. Then I tried from memory to do self-defense training with an air opponent. I think I did poorly despite my memory being fussy with remembering everything as witnessed by the cadets doing the exercises in front of me. Once I was finished, I laid in bed staring at the ceiling waiting for the intercom to come on announcing mealtime for dinner. I got the door banging open followed by cadets rushing inside the room grabbing me with roughhouse hands despite my resistance. They got me standing restraining me by hands on my arms along with foot on my feet. I roared angrily when I saw a smirking Lead Fist in the room having metal on his knuckle. He proceeded to punch me in my front not just my stomach but including my face and sensitive part. I was groaning from the pains of his punching but luckily my stomach wasn’t punched much. This left my stomach’s contents down to my relief of not having to throw up. Once Lead Fist finished punching me from, I guess exhaustion overtook him, he gestured to another cadet to have his turn.

The cadet ranted “You thief stole my journal from my room!”

I tried to say, “I’m not a thief!”

But I couldn’t get the words out in my defense from the cadet kept punching my throat and sensitive part. Once exhaustion overtook that cadet I was rudely dumped to the floor.

Lead Fist said “I’ll see that your expelled out of this school. You don’t belong here vampire.”

That’s when I realized why Lead Fist was targeting me with his nastiness behavior. He saw me as a vampire not worth being to this school that should have been kicked out asap. Once the cadets left with one slamming the door behind the group I roared angrily nonsense noises in a growling way. I hated that I was a vampire treated with nastiness behavior of rejection’s out casting all over the place. Once I calmed down from my roaring rage but still furious, I got up and stood ignoring my pains and began doing drills in karate of foot and hands. I had anger hitting me that I needed an outlet to blow steam that I proceeded to do my karate exercises. Something of a headache hit me during me doing exercises that persisted. I didn’t know what pain was involved that turned out to be an improvement to me granted a rare gift given to me by a deity of a mental ability of being telekinetic. Once I was done exercising with the headache too much for me, I collapsed on my bed and took a nap woken up by the intercom announcing dinnertime. The headache had gone from me without realizing what the ability was. I discovered by instincts when my shoes boots in the other side of the room flew into my hands by my come gesture. I held the boots out of widened eyed shock hitting me. I set them down out of denial hitting me that I had a deity given ability granted to me of me being telekinetically about to manipulate physical objects. I raised and lowered my boots by hand gesture proving I was telekinetically able to do this by hands’ gestures. Once that was done, I resumed my boots and walked out without saying anything to go to the mess hall. Once again, the cadets cut in front of me in line with Lead Fist cutting nearer the front of the line. I out of a hunch eyeing Lead Fist walking away carrying his tray made a hand sliding chop gesture eyeing his legs. Lead Fist fell to the floor on a trip with his tray crashing alongside him. The cadets except me burst into guffaws. 

The commander came into view to gasps of cadets saying, “Oh no!”

The commander spoke once Lead Fist stood up “You’re staying after mealtime is over to swab the floors of your mess and cleaning the dishes once cadets is finished as your punishment for this mess.”

Lead Fist looked like he wanted to whine “I didn’t do anything!”

The commander’s murderous glare kept Lead Fist and us cadets silent, unable to protest a word in support of for or against him.

The commander addressed the cook “Give this cadet a replacement of his food and drink.”

This was obeyed by Lead Fist grumbling angrily GRR noises to sit at the table with two of the cadets that considered his escorts. I got my drink and sat in celebration smirking that I got Lead Fist paying a punishment price. I didn’t think Lead Fist would retaliate against me as an outlet for blowing his anger of being humiliated. Once I was in the hallway Lead Fist’s escorts cadets grabbed my arms in ironclad holds as Lead Fist with metal on his knuckles walked into view.

“I’m going to enjoy this.” He said, smiling.

I retaliated by telekinetically pushing him backwards that landed a foot away onto his seat with a grunt. I wound up getting the two escorting cadets thrown off me to hit the walls both sides of me with grunts. I stood with hands up palms ready to push the cadets away from me. 

Lead Fist got up glaring murder said, “So you did trip me.”

He and his two escorts charged me with hands fisted. I reacted by telekinetically pushing them away from me. Such as making them hit the wall with their backs and pushing a foot away to land onto their seats. I didn’t like those three cadets didn’t realize that the commander along with Sensei Wang and his two escorts had snuck unnoticed to stand in the hallway’s entrance watching the scene. The battle seemed to be a stalemate till there was a sound of a loud whistle sounded. I looked from behind at the commander with escorts and Sensei Wang spitting out a whistle to my widened eyed shock along with the three other cadets. We all halted our battling to stand in line backs to the wall at attention in response to seeing the commander’s murderous glare aimed at us four. The commander in silence walked up to us four standing at attention in a line.

The commander spoke firmly “You four are to pack your bags. You’re out of here expelled immediately.”

I groaned hearing as the cadets echoed me groaning “Oh!”

The commander poked Lead Fist in the chest with a finger point.

“You’re going to another school along with two others with you.” He spoke.

The commander poked two other cadets saying, “You and you are going with Lead Fist.”

“Oh!” I heard the three groans.

The commander got to me with a poke onto my chest. I grimaced, receiving from my body was still a bit sore from the punching earlier.

The commander spoke “As for you I have something in mind for you with that telekinetic mind movements you’re displaying as demonstrated onto those cadets. Don’t deny this I saw what I saw from that battling you four were doing to each other.”

The commander added “Dismissed by going to your room to pack immediately. You’re leaving asap within five minutes.”

I obeyed running to my room to pack my royal blue duffle bag of my regular clothes and shoes. I discovered sitting inside the bag was my missing book. I was unsure if I should take the book but figured I would keep it with me for reading material to wherever I was going to end up at. Once packed I darted out, finding the commander with escorts was still in the hallway waiting for us cadets to come meet him with our bags. I stood in the hallway waiting for the other three to arrive. The commander checked his wristwatch. Soon the three other cadets arrived with navy blue duffle bags in hand and stood waiting for the commander to give orders. 

The commander spoke “Follow me!”

We four obeyed to silently follow the commander on a route outside to the dirt driveway where there was an all-terrain van parked waiting for us to enter and be driven away.

Once aboard the van Lead Fist snarled “This isn’t over!”

I said in response, “Your right this isn’t over. I’ll be what I am a vampire next time we meet.”

Lead Fist just stared at me with widen blue eyes of fear sensed from him. I shifted to look out the window ignoring Lead Fist and the two cadets sitting in silence. The van driver had an escorting passenger sitting in the front seat that directed us four where to get off. The driver drove to another school that looked like a brick building surrounded by a wired high overhead fence bordering the area with sign I realized meant jail to the groaning of three cadets.

The passenger addressed us “Lead Fist and you two are out now!”

There was a uniformed officer with escorts waiting for Lead Fist and his two escorts to leave the van. Lead Fist and his escorts with groaning obeyed to leave the van shutting the doors with a slam behind them. The driver drove away, which I refused to look behind at Lead Fist and his escorts entering the jail school as new students. The driver drove to the airport to my curiosity. 

The passenger directed me “You out now!”

I obeyed finding the passenger followed me out to gesture me to come follow him. I obeyed to get aboard a small aircraft that looked like it was for overseas island hopping and not long distance elsewhere in Evangelina. I was unsure of where I was truly going as my punishment for that fight with Lead Fist and escorts. I had no inkling or warning ahead of me that my destination involved me using my instincts of a vampire and a telekinetic for an uncertain amount of time. The pilot flew over Olivia making me wave a fist in anger then landed on an airfield on a smaller island near the island’s sea area. 

The pilot rudely said, “Get off!”

I meant to say, “What am I supposed to do?”

The pilot from rudeness glared at me murderously.

He said rudely “I’m insisting on you trash get off the Adam airplane!”

I obeyed to walk away out of the airplane’s reach to see the pilot turn the aircraft around and taxied down the dirt runway and flew into the air leaving me alone. There was no one in sight to meet me to explain what I was to do with myself while I was on the island dubbed Octavia as I figured out the name. I knew that Octavia was declared hostile to human life from the venomous animals and heavy nature’s storms that hit the island occasionally on and off. Such rainstorms involved back-to-back endless days and nights of rain without stopping that flooded certain ponds for drinking. Once the pilot left out of sight in the air, I went to explore my surroundings finding a pathway in the forest jungle leading to a wooden cabin in a clearing. I wasn’t greeted by anyone when I went up to the cabin knocking on the door. 

“Hello? Greetings anyone here?” I spoke.

No one answered me which I attempted to unlock the door only to meet failure. It was instincts controlling me to use a telekinetic ability to unlock the locks of the bottom lock and deadlock. Such as palming on the locks and twisting them into motions to unlock the door’s locks. Once the door was opened wide, I entered to groan, finding no one was in sight. The cabin was only a one room shelter for me to survive fighting the weather elements like a bedroom with a mattress sitting on the floor with a sleeping bag with frayed edges and a flat pillow sitting on it included. I did find nothing involving a private attached bathroom included in the cabin or a kitchen for food. I realized that the cabin was primitive and only used for sleeping and protection from the bad weather elements outside. I would have to go outside to seek sources for gaining nourishment. Such as catching animals to drink their blood from or finding a lemons’ fruit of lemon trees and squeezing them for their juices. Once I dropped my bag, I felt too tired to remain awake. I was exhausted from the lack of sleep rest from the cadets using me as a puncher. I admit I never slept properly since the cadets started to attack me. Such an attack was during the night when I was asleep by the cadets yanking me from the bed to have Lead Fist punching me galore onto the front. I never slept properly after the cadets’ surprise waking me up to use me for their fists had happened three times already. Once I was lying on the bed with a head on the pillow with eyes shut, I was out like light.
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I was months past my fifteenth birthday when I first stayed on Octavia Island, isolated against the world without any knowledge of anyone coming to pick me up to retrieve me off. I attended that militia school since I was twelve years old for three years till, I was sent out to Octavia the island without anything to my knowledge of being sent there.

I’m told later “The pilot recognized you as a vampire. He went against orders to have you to be flown to another part of Olivia to the seaport where a boat was to take you to another island where there was a firefighters’ school there. Just for you to receive further training as a firefighter from your telekinetic abilities proven ideal for firefighting.”

That pilot kept the knowledge of the drop off without telling anyone. What further made this situation worse is the pilot met a deadly end of disaster flying in an abrupt sprung powerful windy rainstorm and crashed into the side of a volcanic lava strewn mountain in another island territory named Pele. I was presumed dead when the aircraft burst into a fireball with the lava spewing over the aircraft destroying all biological matter inside the airplane. None of the people associated with the pilot thought to check Octavia Island where the man habitually had a cabin as his sanctuary retreat against the world in isolation. I remained living on that island experiencing nature’s fury of both animals and weather elements. Luckily the cabin turned out to be strong fast in standing withstanding any kind of nature’s fury thrown against it. I used the cabin as my sanctuary for sleeping a rest and avoiding the weather elements of the rainstorms that fallen endlessly. I did lose partially of the time to my vampiric nature of finding animals to catch to suck for their blood as nourishment.
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I found a few lemon trees scattered in the forest jungle. The lemon trees were few and far in between in the forest jungle whenever I hunted for them along with animals to catch to drink their blood with my fanged teeth biting them. I would telekinetically take a lemon off the tree to get into my hands. Just to squeeze heavily for drinking the lemonade juice inside it for my nourishment. 
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I gave up counting the days I stayed on that island isolated without anyone coming to check on me. The island seemed not too large from the size of it with a field for a small aircraft to land and take off. I don’t know how but once I turned nineteen alone by myself someone got the instinct controlling them to check Octavia Island where the pilot’s cabin was.

Someone was thinking “Hmm better check that cabin.”

I was clad in my militia school’s assigned pants that survived without a top on as I sat barefoot. My shoes and other clothes were still surviving but I didn’t wear them much besides wearing primarily my militia school pants. I went around the island hunting for food nourishment wearing those pants from refusals to be naked without clothes on. I went barefoot to jump around bushes and climb trees to hunt for animals like birds sitting in them. I had habitually worn no shirt to accommodate the intense heat. The lack of shoes was from the muddy ground pooling water from the endless rains soaked my shoe-clad feet wet. I was sitting on one of the two wooden chairs on the cabin’s porch asleep a rest. The rainstorm the previous night banged on the metallic roof that sounded loud enough to keep me awake. I admit that the metallic roof of the house having rain hitting it always sounds too loud to my ears making it hard to sleep. That someone escorted by another walked the pathway and did a double take of shock.

I distantly heard two voices swearing “Underworld’s depths! Jump in a lake!”

The vulgar words sworn and voices had confused me for I hadn’t heard anyone’s voice other than my own spoken worded thoughts as I talked to myself. I opened my eyes to look at the shock, viewing the voices’ owners standing in sight staring at me with widen blue eyes. They were two males of the Aquarians’ species from the looks of white hair and large blue eyes having recognition on their faces with mouths open agape viewing me sitting on the porch alive and not dead as thought. I was instantly blurring towards them in a fast move to grip one in a tight ironclad hug of joy lifting him up dangling his feet that I was finally not isolated anymore.

The male shouted “Oy!”

His companion said “Figures!”

I was clueless about what his companion meant. Soon afterwards I was told the truth about the pilot’s deception of dumping me onto Octavia Island instead
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