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Sibling Tale 1 Our Story (Gaia's Siblings, #1)

I am Sheridan Walker. A while ago all my twin brother Shawn Walker, who was older than me by ten minutes, could talk about was mostly about his best friend Stoneman training with him in the military. I was unsure of who Stoneman was identified from the name mentioned by Shawn.

I tried to ask Shawn, “Who’s Stoneman your best friend?” 

Shawn put off answering my questions by saying in response “Sheridan, you to meet Stoneman. You both will like each other enough to think of furthering the relationship in a romance way besides friendship.”

That’s all Shawn kept saying to me pushing this Stoneman and I together. 
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I am Stoneman.

I remembered Shawn kept saying to me “I have a twin sister named Sheridan. You’ll like her once you meet her.”

I asked with sarcasm voice tone “What’s so special about her other than she’s a human when I’m what I am?”

Shawn said “Screw it about whatever species you are. You’ll find Sheridan is ideal for sexual chemistry in a way of pleasuring you. I know it she’ll be your ideal woman.”

I was unsure of Shawn’s insistence to talk about pairing me with his sister in a relationship that was supposedly turn sexual in nature once we both met each other. I realized later what Shawn meant for Sheridan and me to get together after there was an incident happening that cost a man’s life. 
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Sheridan: I further remember a situation involving Shawn that was tragic.

“Miss Walker I’m sorry to regret to inform you but Shawn Walker was killed by friendly fire by another soldier that accidentally shot him.” I remembered what was said by a soldier.

These words were said from a soldier dressed in a dressy uniform when I answered the door to my residence from the doorbell rang at seven o’clock in the morning. I sensed that Shawn was dead by a dream of him flashing in my mind. 

Shawn said, “I’m sorry. I can’t protect you anymore.”

Then according to the soldier messenger he was killed in action, a senseless death involving another soldier shooting him to death. This made me build a legal challenge to prosecuting Shawn’s murderer Damian Brewster as named individual.

I saw Damian in court had expression on his face that said, “I’m not sorry I committed the murder.”

I was disgusted when Damian’s lawyer said themed talk “The shooting was accidental.”

The tribunal agreed by saying “We declared the defendant not guilty.”

Damian looked my way with a smirk on his face as he made a handgun sign in my direction. That legal challenge I put for him to face justice was shot down I am being unable to gain any monetary wrongful death awards.

Damian’s lawyer managed to say to the judge “I insisted Miss Walker’s legal challenge of demanding monetary awards from my client be dismissed from her obvious attitude of declaring revenge against him for shooting her brother.”

The judge said, “I concur with the legal challenge is to end.”

I was disgusted that Damian with no remorse got away with shooting and murdering my brother and was destroying any legal chances of pursuing justice against him. I went home out of disgust with the situation. Once in the lobby I figured I would go to the mailbox to check my mail which I found only two things a note and a manilla envelope feeling paperwork from the feel including a faint outline of a keychain with keys.

A note from the postman saying, “I’ve been instructed to leave mail addressed to a Sheridan Walker to this mailbox at the post office to hold from the resident is currently moving out.”

I was shocked when I read that from not receiving any notice of eviction from the landlord an unnamed business associates lawyer group. I went to my residence taking the elevator there to find an envelope taped to the door. I yanked off and let myself inside using the keys for both locks. Inside the studio apartment I saw to my shock my personal things from the closets were piled in the middle of the floor along with bed striped of blankets and sheets piled along with them. I opened the envelope to peer finding it was an eviction notice from the landlord.

One note’s paragraph said, “Damian Brewster Senior stated you to move out immediately from you causing his son Junior an embarrassment of pressing charges against him for murdering your brother Shawn Walker when this was an accident.”

I scowled ripping up the note and then went to grab my suitcase and duffle bag from the closets still, kept inside. I took them out and packed mostly my bedding into suitcase along with my books totaling five involving the Highlander’s Fury of the Vampire series I favored from this author Cailida Cay I habitually would read repeatedly. I managed to pack my duffle bag full of my clothes and items I could stuff into it leaving my three pairs of shoes packed in the suitcase. 

Once I was packed the doorbell rang “Ring a ding!”

I scowled thinking “Obviously security here to assure I’m out of this residence asap.”

I found my hunch correct by the security guard standing outside giving me a glare. 

He jabbed a finger towards the elevator while saying rudely, “Get out!”

I obeyed to go to the elevator with that guy following me too close. He saw me outside underneath the awning with the rain thundering and storming outside. I recalled the manilla envelope to yank out the contents to do a double take when I saw a plane ticket to Henryville in Brittany, a continent island across the seas from Brianna, another continent island where I was living originally. There, included with the envelope, was a set of keys leading to a residence I was unsure of where in Henryville.

The addressed street of Mountainview made me think “That’s fake.”

I found it not the case when the addressed street revealed an apartment complex named Mountaintop. I went inside only to find a man sitting on the futon with an alcoholic can in hand waiting for me.

He said rudely “I’ve been waiting for you to arrive. Your late.”

I said “This must be a mistake. I was directed to this apartment to live in.”

The man threw the alcoholic can at me that splattered its liquid onto my sweatsuit in response.

I said, “See here sir that’s rude!”

The man said rudely “I’m named Ray O’Brien. You must be Sheridan Walker as your called with your weird name.”

I was shocked when he stated my name but clueless on how he figured out my identity. I was clueless at the time that I was sent to this residence on purpose to receive nefarious harm. Such as once I dropped my items on the floor Ray got up and went to me with his hands fisted.

He said with menace “I’m going to enjoy this.”

I found out what that meant Ray abusing me with hits onto my body. I couldn’t stop him from hitting me despite my pathetic feeble protests. 

Ray would threaten “I’ll see you deported back to Brianna to that Daniel Brewster to murder you like he murdered that miserable excuse of your brother to death. No kidding. He murdered that man to death to get rid of him for an insult he pulled onto him.”

I was forced to stay with Ray in that miserable apartment from having nowhere to go in Brittany and the same nowhere in Brianna, my home country. 

I got the sense from Ray’s threat that Brianna had no place for me to live there “Brewster is a politician’s supporter always giving money for their campaigns to succeed. He’ll see that your dead if you return to Brianna.”

Every article of clothing along with my bedding and almost all, of the books I had with me were shredded to pieces cut up by Ray’s scissors and knife. He left me wearing a strapped black minidress as coverage without underwear underneath. I wasn’t allowed to leave the apartment without his expressed permission. 

If I said, “I have cabin fever I want to take a walk around the driveway.”

Ray said “Too bad! Open a window and get fresh air! You’re not leaving here!”

One bright spot from Ray’s abuse is that he was a heavy morning sleeper starting at two o’clock and passed out till eight o’clock in the morning hours later when he woke up. I dreaded his wake up because he would wake up cranky and grumpy to rain fists onto my front no matter what I did to help him wake up. Such as handing him a cup of blah to wake up he drank a swallow then poured the rest over my head. The liquid was scalding, burning my scalp and made my hair wreck up so that I chopped the length to a chin length bob to spite him.

If I said, “I need to take a shower to wash this off.”

“No, you’re not!” Ray roared at me.

I pleaded “I need to shower to wash off this gunk!”

Ray shook his head and punched me into the stomach while roaring “No you’re not using the shower facilities to waste the water with that bill I received!”

I hadn’t been showering in the bathroom since Ray refused to let me use the facilities. The only washing I could do was use a wet washcloth to scrub my body for five minutes alone in the bathroom to relieve myself but that was it. Ray was hogging the shower facility for his showers he took for thirty minutes. He forced me to sit on the toilet where he could keep an eye on me as he showered watching me. I saw Ray did something rude in front of me while he was in the shower facility. Such as taking himself in hand while leering at me with a smirk. One time in bed he managed to penetrate me with his meaty finger to rub me to feel sexualized. I didn’t feel anything from his handy work, instead felt a sense of wrongness like he was doing the ritual wrongly. He managed to adjust his pants and rammed himself inside me ramming away. I admit I had my tubes tied to prevent a pregnancy from unwillingness to be a mother.

The ramming made me think “Ouch!”

He finished his ramming, took himself in hand and sprayed my dress with his gunk.

Ray said sneering once he was done “I know you’re enjoying this.”

I said, “No I’m not!”

This was followed by Ray landing a meaty fist into my stomach giving me pain.

He roared “Your lying! You’re enjoying this!”

I said begging “Then don’t do this to me again.”

Ray said “Fine!”

I admit Ray never bothered to touch me in a sexualized way again. I did during periods of lying in bed shared with Ray think of escaping him to take my chances with the street. One morning around seven o’clock I took the opportunity to leave. I got up and cladded myself in Ray’s red raincoat that reached my knees from the length. I got my feet clad barefoot in my sneakers and took my purple backpack containing my wallet and one remaining book of Cailida’s that Ray didn’t destroy and quietly left the apartment walking outside. I was nervous, unsure of where to go but figured I would wing it by walking in a direction where I could get help for myself. I crossed the street jaywalking mindful of traffic to go to the plaza there intending to lose myself among the stores’ retail businesses. I happened upon a restaurant and barroom I went inside figuring I would get a meal. Ray starved me partially during the time refusing to let me eat much food. The only times I could eat my fill of food was when he was passed out in bed asleep to help myself with anything in the kitchen satisfying my stomach. 

Once in the barroom I ordered to the bartender “The pancakes breakfast special along with the drink of chocolate milk in your largest cup.”

The bartender obeyed which I happily ate the food and drank. 
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Stoneman: I was lucky when I spotted a womanly shaped figure wearing a red raincoat despite the sunlight shining overhead with blue skies entering the restaurant. I was compelled to follow her inside by instincts screaming at me. I saw her eating the food, the special breakfast pancakes and drinking chocolate milk in a fast move like she was horribly starving. I sat next to her from instincts compelled me to keep an eye on her.

The bartender asked me, “What do you want?”

I replied, “A drink of blueberry lemonade in large cup for respects sir.”

The bartender did obey to hand me the drink as a part of my liquid diet’s needs. I survived drinking blood besides plain, blueberry and strawberry flavored lemonades drinks. I paid for the bill by tablet that only cost me two dollars deducted against my bank account. I saw the woman with raggedy chin bobbed dirty colored brown hair had finished her eating and drinking.
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Sheridan: Once the bartender handed me a tablet saying, “Pay the bill ma’am.”

I programmed the food tab bill for a total of fifteen dollars to go to Ray at his residence. I shouldn’t have done that because Ray, seemingly alerted, arrived at the barroom with a murderous glaring look on his face. When I saw Ray step into the barroom looking for me, I grabbed the closest man to hide behind with my back to the wall blocking Ray’s point of view of seeing me. I pulled this man’s face down to mine for a kiss ignoring that he had fanged teeth of a vampire. The man instinctively held me close in his strong, protective embrace, and he kissed me back.

“You’re safe.” My thoughts ran when I spotted Ray leaving the barroom.

I had broken up the kiss but got caged by the man with both hands besides me keeping me back on the wall. I stared at the man I’d used as to hide from Ray registering his features This guy was big trouble for me from his smirk of viewing me as an attractive woman from his attitude of us kissing each other.

“Sorry, that wasn’t really a kiss. That was to keep my ex-boyfriend from seeing me in this barroom. Thanks again for following
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