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This story is a duology of My Fury and My Fire.
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Story one: My Fury
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I am named Todd as I identified recording this story. My original birth last name was Todman. I dropped that last name from certain circumstances happening in my life required me to take another naming identity. I admit I’ve been journaling onto the laptop into the wordy program anything of my life like thoughts and situations as they happened. I start this story by explaining that my birthday was December third, I had along with my fraternal twin brother Sawyer Todman who was born the next day on the fourth. My birth was five minutes to midnight on the third followed by ten minutes later Sawyer was born five minutes after midnight the next day on the fourth. 

Our birthdays separated got Sawyer habitually raging complaints said to me “We’re twins with different birthdays!”

I was born first as the oldest twin with tall six foot after our dad Theodore Todman being that height. Sawyer was born after me, inherited five foot four inches from our petite mother Sandra Sawyer Todman. Sawyer spent years focused on the physical looks of brute strength while I focused on the mind’s smarts with slight physical activity. Sawyer in high school was an all-around star athlete competing per season in sports. I primarily focused on the physical combative art sport of wrestling whenever the seasonal time of the year arrived. I wasn’t at the capability as Sawyer to win high school titles despite I came close winning third and fourth place finishes each four years I competed in tournaments. 

In senior year I saw a new transfer student said, “I’m named Namina Nalini.”

I saw Namina in homeroom class for the first time talking to the teacher to register. Her appearance of a vampire hybrid by the small almond shaped eyes with gold shades I could get lost in with her silky black hair and fanged teeth protruding from her mouth. Her looks were making me feel hard like sexually active along with a happy feeling seeing her. Namina sat next to me in the back of the only available seat that she could sit. I kept glancing at her out of interest despite resisting the urge to arrange myself in my jeans that felt confined. Once the bell rang Namina and I stood up I saw she was six foot tall compared to my height identical to her. I felt like she was at the ideal height for me to think of dating her.

Once in the hallway I introduced myself to Namina by saying “I’m Todd Todman a senior in this high school class. You must be Namina Nalini the new transfer student.”

Namina just looked at me with disdain and gave up “HUMPH!”

I felt like I said the wrong thing to not impress Namina who walked away without a word. I tried to keep my eyes onto her for hopes of meeting her in the hallways for talks. Her classes were all separated from mine, including a different lunch period. The only class we both had together was homeroom math class. I tried to do encounters with Namina to pursue her into dating me.

Such as saying, “You want to go out for a date with me?”

Namina refused like always saying “I don’t date humans. I date vampires.”

Namina was a vampire as that humanoid species was referred to having a drinking blood liquid diet. Her eyes were a golden shade that made her a hybrid of vampire that didn’t focus on primary blood as her liquid diet but drinks of lemonade in flavors of plain, blueberry and strawberry. I admit that all humanoid species anywhere worldwide had historically up to the present day looked at vampire hybrids with discrimination attitudes of considering them as trash. 

I tried my best to tell Namina “I’ll treat you right if you let me date you.”

Namina refused like always till she told me off “Leave me alone with that idiotic thing hanging between your legs.”

I gave up pursuing her and just admired her from afar out of liking my reaction towards her presence. Namina always made me feel happiness and sexing feelings whenever she was around me. 
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Namina typed “I did feel a similar reaction towards you when I first laid eyes on you in homeroom’s math class sitting next to me. Unfortunately, I reacted poorly to the feeling from thinking you were a typical human hoping for a sex conquest. I had that happen as a fifteen-year-old with an eighteen-year-old male student at a previous high school. Sex conquests continued with multiple male students were hoping to do what that senior student did to me. That’s one reason why my mother had me transferred out of Henryville my original hometown across the country to Braxton’s high school to avoid this sexing attitude those male students were repeatedly doing to me.”

*
[image: ]


I admit Sawyer at the beginning of senior year developed a reputation as a womanizer targeting female students for dating with intention of doing sex conquests of breaking their moons then dumping them afterwards. He targeted one female student Corina Carson with his sex conquest attitude. I saw her crying in math class when we both attended together Monday after Sawyer succeeded in doing his sex conquest onto her on Saturday the previous weekend. I saw Corina blubbering onto another student a male identified as a vampire hybrid. I couldn’t get his name right at the time either cook or McCook despite his last name as Polar. I saw during lunch period Polar proceeded to drink Sawyer unconscious then once done stated that my brother paid a price. The security guards managed to get Polar arrested and taken out of the cafeteria. The emergency personnel arrived five minutes after the bell rang. 

I stayed with Sawyer holding his hand while saying “Stay with me brother dear.”

I went to the hospital with Sawyer out of worries for him to survive. But I shouldn’t have worried about Sawyer’s survivability from future events I didn’t predict would happen that would destroy our brotherly relationship. 

“Sawyer is going to survive.” Said the doctor to my relief.

I told an awaken Sawyer “You need to lay off that womanizer sex conquest behavior of yours.” 

Sawyer looked regretful when he swore “Holey Moley.”

I said “Your portrayed as a victim by people thinking that vampire targeted you as a rival for women’s affections. That’s the news going around publicity involving his drinking you. You lay off that behavior of yours and be clean for people to keep that thinking. If you continue people will think otherwise and think you deserved this punishment.”

Sawyer obeyed my order by not targeting any female student instead kept his hands to himself. He testified at Polar’s court trial with Polar himself tried in absenteeism, being contained in prison being unable to be present in the courtroom. I saw Sawyer used an acting pleading begging way when he whined talk about being a victim from Polar’s drinking.

The tribunal agreed with Sawyer’s testimony to say, “We give the defendant a guilty verdict.”

The judge said, “Punishment is ten years in prison for the charge.”

Sawyer was defiant to me in our room as said, “Yes I got that vampire to pay for his actions of putting him in jail where he should belong.”

I said, “Your attitude is terrible!”

Sawyer said, “Who cares?”

I admit I was thinking at the time “You’re paying for that attitude mark my words.”

That was a promise I didn’t know would literally come true.
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Around two months to go before graduation Sawyer came to me whining “I’m going to be kept another year if I don’t pull my grades up to acceptable levels.”

I said, “Sit while I let you copy my homework assignments.”

I admit I had valedictorian levels of my grades to be top in the ranks of the senior class. With my help Sawyer got to pull his grades up to graduate with our senior class. I meant to go out of Braxton to a university like the University of Henryville in Brittany’s capital city on the continent island. 

Sawyer talked to me “You to join me at University of Braxton as my roommate.”

I did that out of loyalty towards Sawyer being my brother and family. I admit that incident of Polar drinking from Sawyer caused our parents such as our dominating mother to look at him unfavorably. 

Once we graduated mother said, “You’re out of here!”

Our mother succeeded in kicking us out of the house with just one suitcase and a duffle bag we each had on our person once the month of June was over. I was unsure of where to go but Sawyer got us residences in the university’s dorms in a room while signing up for classes to take as students. Only I admit I didn’t want to study at Braxton but at Henryville where my ideal university I wanted to go. Sawyer seemed to lead the charge in having us both doing anything. Such as him partying for hours drinking instead of studying for classes. His grades were subpar in his four classes while I was the one who studied hard to pass the courses. There at the university Sawyer maintained his womanizer reputation of sexing women as sex conquests. I only focused on Namina herself that was a fellow student at the university. I tried to get into her classes I tried to find out what she was taking to date her as my intention. Namina managed to keep that detail close to herself despite trying attempts that met failure. I discovered that Namina stayed in a rented room’s belonging to a disapproving man that looked at men visiting the house with suspicion. Such as a lover’s day holiday in February when I stopped by the residence ringing the doorbell while carrying a bouquet of roses.

The landlord answered the door saying rudely “What do you want?”

I said gesturing to the roses “This is for Namina Nalini I hear is a resident of the house in a rented room.”

The man shook his head and said, “There’s no Namina Nalini as a renter here.”

I described Namina’s physical appearance along with her habitual blue shaded clothes like she favored the color. 

The man laughed at me hysterically “Hah aha hah!”

“This isn’t funny!” I was raging inwardly.

The man said “Sorry to inform you but that renter is long gone. She moved out beginning last week on Sunday and left no word of where she went.”

I felt deflated getting that stated by the man. 
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Namina typed “I moved out from that man had ordered all renters to vacate the premises from being too noisy and partying for all hours. That was his accusation excuse which only one renter was doing that while the others along with me were well behaved. I went out of town to Henryville my hometown to temporary stay with my mother while I sought out a rental place to live on my own.”
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Evidence proving the man’s words was Namina was nowhere in sight on the college campus even when I checked for her. I realized that she transferred out of the university and went elsewhere away from me to my regret of being unable to see her again. I thought that was the last time I would see Namina, but I admit I was proven wrong later which I’m getting ahead of myself. Forlorn I went back to the dorm room shared with Sawyer to find he was lying in his bed with a smirk on his face I recognized. I realized he got himself laid as term sex.

I said to Sawyer “Who’s the conquest this time?”

Sawyer sat up and said, “She’s the one for me.”

I said, “Do I know her?”

Sawyer said “I sexed the mayor’s sixteen-year-old daughter Yuka Hanover who went along with me doing what I was doing. She was encouraging me to continue pleasuring her as she pleasured me. I feel like she’s the one for our sexual chemistry as you call it was ideal for us to get together sexing each other.”

It didn’t occur to me that Yuka’s father would throw an angry fight to call Sawyer a rapist when she wound up pregnant. Yuka reportedly had a horrible sick-like allergic reaction to her pregnancy that hospitalized her for the entire duration of nine months that caused her to be cut off. Once the baby was born from her reportedly identified as a vampire hybrid boy with positive match to Sawyer identified as the father. 

Her father Han Hanover the mayor of Braxton threw a fit saying “This Sawyer Todman raped my daughter obviously from she won’t go along with this sexing! He left her mortally pregnant in a sick way with his son she gave birth to cutting her off ending her chances of giving me further grandchildren!”

Mayor Han apparently used his political connections to get Sawyer arrested by constables and imprisoned charged with criminal action of raping his daughter. 

Sawyer maintained as said “The sexing was agreeable between us both.”

Mayor Han managed to influence his daughter to publicity say “He raped me against my consent conceiving his son in the process. Carrying his son was the worst thing I ever experienced from being hospitalized for the whole nine months of pregnancy sick a lot. I’m not doing that pregnancy thing again for I ordered my tubes tied to prevent another conceiving if I ever get around to doing sex.”

I admit I threw a raging angry fit at Sawyer when I visited him in jail.

I shouted, “You’ve paying for this stunt for being what you are a womanizer thinking sex conquests for that thing of yours!”

Sawyer tried to pity plead himself out of our argument.

“I didn’t mean to do this to her.” he whined. 

I gave up sympathizing with him and made up my mind to speak for the prosecution at his court trial when he was tried in absenteeism, being imprisoned. 

The prosecutor said, “We call Todd Todman to the stand!”

Once at the witness stand, I stated, “For the records Sawyer is a womanizer thinking sex conquests for his thing as a sex machine.”

The prosecutor had an easier time in getting me to confess everything Sawyer did as a rapist as declared his criminal title. 

I admitted “His behavior started in senior year of high school when he started targeting female students intending to break their moons. He kept the habit until the incident of another student a vampire hybrid drank from him as punishment. I say that McCook Polar Junior as that vampire hybrid punishing Sawyer for his actions is justified.”

Then there was testimony of a fellow high school student named Corina Carson one of Sawyer’s sex conquest victims. 

Corina said as read her statement by paperwork in her hand “Sawyer charmed me into being his girlfriend then go out on a date to a restaurant on Saturday night. Instead of driving me there we went into a local reservoir’s parking lot at night while in his convertible car. He proceeded to cut and ripped my clothes a flowery dress open in the front with a penknife for his access. I tried to resist but I couldn’t stop him. He succeeded in breaking my moon in the process while doing his rape goal to achieve a sex conquest onto me and once done dumped me declaring our relationship over with. One male student I identified as McCook Polar Junior at the high school just prior to this incident tried to warn me that Sawyer would do this to me. At school on Monday after the rape incident on Saturday I broke down in front of McCook telling him that Sawyer needed to be punished. I clearly identified McCook as a vampire hybrid for records of his appearance. McCook did what I said literally acting as a vampire drinking Sawyer unconscious in punishment from what the history teacher said in class about vampires’ drinking victims to punish them. At McCook’s court trial the prosecutor was being unfair for refusal to let me testify for the defense on his behalf from being legally able to do that status. I call out that prosecutor for being unjustified towards prosecuting McCook getting a guilty verdict to have him jailed because he was a vampire hybrid considered a trashy species. McCook wound up incarcerated in jail I say was unjustified as his punishment while Sawyer got away with his sex crime he did to me.”

That’s what got the tribunal saying, “We declare the defendant guilty.”

The judge laid down a harsh punishment as said, “I give the defendant eighteen years of prison time with no parole granted.”

The crowd cheered and applauded when the guilty verdict was said along with the judge giving the punishment towards Sawyer. It’s like they wanted Sawyer declared guilty and punished with incarceration. 

I visited Sawyer in prison once and told him off “Your no longer my brother for I break our family connection for now. Once your freed from prison I’ll think about resuming our brotherly way but not now.”

Sawyer just looked at me with tears filling his eyes.

He burst out saying “BOO HOO!”

I admit I felt like Sawyer wasn’t sorry from his crying fit in front of me. 

I discovered a reason for his crying fit was told Mayor Han said, “I’m getting that miserable excuse of brother of Sawyer’s charged as accessory for his crime of rape done onto my daughter.”

Mayor Han’s words proved prophetic because once I was in math class the constables arrived at the room to arrest me.

The interrogator said to me at the precinct in an interrogation room “Your charged with accessory to rape of Mayor Han’s daughter.”

I said, “I had nothing to do with this situation.”

The interrogator shook her head and said “Sorry but your testimony at your brother’s court trial proves otherwise. You knew of your brother’s behavior for a time and never said anything to the law to stop it as stated by your testimony. That’s proof your accessory to your brother’s rape of Mayor Han’s daughter.”

I was incarcerated in prison for three years let out in freedom. I was there in prison for that amount of time from the fact that my charge was less in the degree. I admit the prison I stayed in wasn’t the exact one that Sawyer stayed in that was up north on the continent island. One bad thing is the prisoners all men had a hands-on attitude of fisting and sexing each other with the wardens looking the other way. I was targeted repeatedly with fists till I figured I would fight back by going to the weightlifting room to work and build myself up to physically be combative. I bulked myself up to physical looks that got people thinking I was a moronic dumbbell from the looks of me instead thinking I was smart in mind. I even trained myself to kick a foot high above my head from limber contortionist’s stretching exercises I threw myself in I still maintained this day presently. I admit once I was freed, I tried with failure to get rentals to live and a job anywhere in Brittany.

Such as I said to the landlord manager in Henryville “I’m Todd Todman here inquiring about the rental apartment.”

The landlord said, “Get out of here before I call the constables!”

I protested saying “I need a place to live!”

The manager pulled out his cellphone saying “That’s it! I’m calling the law!”

I gave up and tried to say to another manager of a job “I’m Rod Rodney here to inquire about the job.”

The managed glared at me with recognition in his eyes saying “Todd Todman not Rod Rodney. Get out of here before I sicken the law onto you. We’re not hiring ilk like you.”

No matter where I went for a month’s time frame using alias names the managers always recognized me and accurately figured out who I was identified. I was forced to give up living anywhere in Brittany and acquiring a job from blaming Mayor Han’s publication of my identity to the Britons to not to give me anything in support. I was forced to use what was left of my savings money to pay for an overseas one-way ticket to the nation of Evangelina to her capital island of Angelina to the capital city of Hartland City to live there starting over fresh. 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. Once in Evangelina I received ignorance and nothing involving my identity as Todd Todman to my relief of needing anonymity. I was unsure of what to do with myself when I lived in Evangelina struggling to find a job to pay for living expenses such as room and board out of the hotel I was staying in. One female hotel employee barged into my room while I was sitting checking the internet by laptop computer struggling to find an ideal job for my qualifications.

I got up in a fast move saying, “Holey Moley!”

The employee a woman stripped herself of her maid dress till she was naked in front of me to my bugged eyed shock. I admit I felt myself answering a call of mating from the urge hitting my sensitive part eyeing her womanly breasts that looked large enough for me to fondle and play with along with her shaved sensitive spot’s area.

The woman spoke “Strip yourself of your clothes.”

I obeyed brainlessly getting her looking at me with an approval smirk on her face. I admit my body had filled out muscular way with muscles that were easy on the eyes along with my clean shaven looking facial appearance and eyed looks made people like me visually. 

One prisoner at the prison said, “You’re going to cause women to swoon looking at you.”

I smirked as I typed this from memory of that prisoner’s comment. I didn’t smirk from that memory of sexing that woman. The woman did a running jog and jumped me in a clingy grip kissing me on the lips. I felt like she was the wrong woman for me to do this sexual activity to but didn’t stop this from happening. I went along with the woman sinking down my length till my headed part got stuck partially inside her. I realized as I typed this the woman’s sensitive spot wasn’t ideal for me to achieve victory. I carried her till her seat was on the dresser and kissed her neck as she leaned back with eyes shut. I went by instincts of pleasuring the woman. I didn’t do anything involving pumping myself inside her instead just partially gripped myself in hand to cause a spillage effect inside her then I pulled out. I felt not pleased that I couldn’t get victory. I got my mouth onto her nipple of one large sized breast that felt oddly hard like surgically altered. I sucked her while snaking two fingers inside her sensitive spot to rub her brainless. 

The woman was moaning “Yes! Continue! Don’t stop!”

I got her brainless to come shrieking “Yes Tristan!”

I realized that Tristan’s name could have been her partner from noticing a gold wedding band on the left hand of her finger. Once the woman was serviced, she and I broke apart without any thanking to each other. I resumed my clothes as she resumed her uniform then left the room without a word pushing her cart out. 
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I insert here that woman I serviced wound up pregnant with my child to her delight of getting that done to her. She wasn’t married when we sexed each other. The woman went around wearing a wedding band to keep hotel customers she declared inappropriate from targeting her with sexing attitudes. I figured she was the one who targeted the customers she declared appropriate in her eyes like me with sex. 
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I resumed my work onto the laptop till I realized I needed to set up money’s bank account with Evangelina’s national bank Human One. I left the hotel room and walked to the nearest bank to do what I intended.

The bank teller was polite when she asked, “What naming identity do you wish to use for your bank account?”

I admit no fault of the bank teller she was doing her job. The bank account required a name identification for debit cards’ uses as I figured out. I debated heavily on what name to say to the bank teller.

It was off the top of my head when I said “Todd McCook.”

McCook, I figured as my last name was named after the vampire hybrid drinking from Sawyer. I figured I owed McCook an apology for what Sawyer did as his behavior that the vampire hybrid tried to punish my brother for his actions and paid by being incarcerated in jail for ten years. I had no news said of McCook’s status being in jail or achieving parole of freedom after good behavior. I wasn’t told anything of McCook’s status for I never asked or kept myself updated on him. I primarily focused on Namina as my ideal targeted person for news said on her. 

One news I discovered said “She moved out of the country overseas.”

I was clueless about where she went, like not told if she went to Brianna the continent island down south of Brittany. I had no knowledge at the time of where she went for news said on her dead ended like there was nothing said. I gave up searching for her and figured if a deity was kind we would meet again as destined for us to get together. 
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Namina typed “I was in Evangelina in Angelina’s city of Hartland City visiting my biological human father Gregore Rory Junior as pointed out by my purebred vampire mother Natalia Nalini. She managed to inform me I was a medical experiment of artificial insemination with my father’s seeding put into her that created me to existence. I went to visit my biological father in a way to get to know him. 

He stated to me “I’m reluctant in getting to know you.”

He said that from his well-known public status in Evangelina as a deceased billionaire’s adopted son with all that monetary wealth he inherited. 

I told my father “I don’t need your money. I want a family that loves and cares for me.”

My father got the message hint that I wanted him to be a family to me and screw it that he had money. I admit that my mother is the only one alone in the world besides me that has no known family members alive from tragic circumstances she won’t explain to me. Hence, she paid for creating me to existence she gave birth at the age of thirty-eight years old. Just to give her a family relation to pass down her family traditions including inherited possessions. I admit I stated this to my father about my mother being alone in the world with just me as her only family relation.

My father said, “My daughter you are I respect but you must lead your own life for your grown up enough to think adulthood problems without me parenting you.”

I got my father’s hint that I was aged enough to not need him to act like a father to me in a parenting way. Once a month after getting to know my father was up, I went home back to Brittany resuming living in Henryville with my mother while I tried to find my own residence to live by myself. 
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My research for a job and livelihood led me to a firefighting school on one of Evangelina’s bordering islands surrounding the mainland island territories. I had no qualifications to offer anyone in Evangelina other than a high school diploma for getting a job. I hadn’t gotten a degree from any college in Brittany because the prison I stayed at didn’t offer anything in classes besides high school diploma’s studying. I couldn’t get a residence or a job to pay for college classes from discrimination against me viewed as a former convict of the law while living in Brittany for a month’s time as a nomad. Once I was in Evangelina, I got to start over fresh without that discrimination against me. I threw myself into that firefighters’ school hard determined to do anything that the teachers threw me in to gain the necessary degree certification awarded to me. 

One teacher commented “Your determined, aren’t you?”

I said, “Yes I’m determined to be the best I can be as a firefighter.”

That determination landed me back to Angelina Island into a skyscraper building’s two-room rental apartment in Hartland City with no assigned assignment location to go take my learnings into practice.

The teacher handing out graduation assignments said to me “You’re going to this location is where you’re staying.”

I was given my assigned location I realized was a stunt to keep me out of the firefighters’ profession. Once I checked my bank account after accessing my laptop back in my possession, I discovered a severance payment of one hundred thousand dollars deposited. I checked online for further information on how I could continue being a firefighter. I was annoyed from the information I found that indicated the payment deposited into my bank account was for people to not persist in the career of being a firefighter to my disgust. I felt frustrated that the six weeks’ time frame at the firefighters’ school was for nothing with all I had to show was a severance payment to not continue a career in firefighting. 

Even worse I receive a notice from immigration in the envelope taped to the door “Your being deported within a week’s time from your Brittany criminal history. Your history as a lawbreaker is what disqualifies you from achieving citizenship with Evangelina’s government. Your being sent back to Brittany as a natural born citizen.”

I swore “Holey Moley!”

I hated that I had that jailed criminal lawbreaking status on my record that prevented me from achieving any goals I wanted. Such as prevented me from acquiring citizenship in Evangelina despite that criminal record continued its hold onto me keeping me from starting over in a new country. 
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On the appointed date when I was to be deported, I had managed to pack up my worldly possessions collected into a red suitcase and a red duffle bag. I admit I favored red colors for years enough to have personal items in that coloring. But I balked wearing red as my primary color for my clothes like one colored matching pants and top like type of clothing. Instead, I was all over the place in the colors of the rainbow with clothes. Once I was packed, I was escorted to a van to be driven straight to the airport where I was expected to take the overseas’ airplane ride back to Brittany to New City as the location where I was to gain entry in the continent island territory. Once I was in the airport terminal, I was unsure of where to go from sure that there’ll be discrimination against me by people recognizing me as Todd Todman the criminal. I didn’t account that my time away from Brittany altered my appearance in such a way that I was unrecognizable as Todd Todman. Such as I grew out my brown reddish highlighted hair to midback length pulled into a braided tail. I even developed a muscular bulked size that filled me out too well. This altered my body’s original shape of being willowy thin as a tall pole to thickly muscled in a bodybuilder’s way. I went to the only apartment complex residence where I could think of asking for a rented apartment from lack of knowledge located anywhere in Henryville bordering the route leading to New City, the airport’s city location. I hadn’t gotten internet access on my laptop when I checked after getting my bags from the baggage claim. I went straight to that residence Mountaintop as dubbed name after dropped off by taxicab to go to the manager’s office.

The manager was rude when he answered the door saying, “What do you want?”

Luckily for me he didn’t recognize me to say, “Todd Todman get out of here or I’ll call the law!”

That was the habitual saying reaction I got from anyone I asked for rentals or a job just prior to my immigration to Evangelina. I didn’t get this reaction this time when I resumed living in Brittany from realizing my appearance was altered.

I said politely “An apartment for rent?”

The manager said, “Hold on a minute.”

He left the door which I smelled cooking pasta food that made my stomach rumble in hunger. I admit my airplane ride of multiple too long hours left me unable to eat much food. The stewardess only offered passengers drinks and no food. Once in the airport I wasn’t too hungry for food despite the hour of noon from tiredness hitting me. I regret not eating a meal because I was starving from the smell of the manager’s kitchen cooking food. The manager came back thrusting me three keys on a keychain I took.

The manager spoke “Apartment’s numbered twenty-one. Good luck finding it. I’m not helping.”

Saying this he backed up and slammed the door in my face. I went to hunt for the apartment I found was on a second level across the parking lot above another residence accessed by indoor stairwell. 

I said verbalized once I was inside the apartment “Hello Eden!”

Eden the artificial computer minded voice sounded “Recalibrating!”

Residences all over worldwide came with Edens like a planetary international law for everyone to have in their homes. I discovered the apartment was sparse of furnishing like nothing in the living room. There was only in the bedroom a large sized bedded mattress looking comfortable size for me to stretch out asleep sitting on wooden slat posts with a headboard of wooden paneling with two bare pillows and nothing else. Luckily, I packed my bedding set of a white and red blanket quilt with a red drawing of a five-pointed star on one side of the whiteness’ part along with red sheets and pillowcases I made the bed with. Anything else I didn’t have much in my personal items other than in my duffle bag was my laptop and two pairs of blue colored sweatpants and a black sweatshirt. I wore a pair of faded blue jeans as my only pants that weren’t sweats commando without the underwear on with a black sweatshirt on with my sneakers barefoot from being unable to get socks. Over that was my blue and white Braxton town high school jacket that I refused to part with from sentimental value. Luckily that jacket fits my new size snugly instead of a loose swimming way. Once I put away my items in the bedroom closet along with shoes and jacket, I went to the kitchen reached by U turn walk through the living room to get myself there. I stood with my laptop hooked up to the electrical socket from low battery. I was determined to order things to fill up the apartment as I stayed there paying the monthly leased rent of eight hundred dollars with utilities included for fifty dollars. I got furniture consisting of a black rodded padded futon couch sent to my residence to be put into the living room along with a tv screen for watching tv shows hung on the bare spot in the wall. I included a card table acting like my desk and dining table and four folded chairs as seats included with it that was also for dining in the dining room part of the apartment. I managed to order delivery of foods I needed to eat from the nationwide grocery store business. Once that was done, I gobbled up a meal nuked in the microwave from intense hunger hitting me while drinking water from a paper cup and plastic fork for the kitchen didn’t come with dishes or a dishwasher. I ignored that I was burning my tongue in the process of eating the food in a fast move. I was horribly hungry because I was willing to eat any food that was edible regardless of whether it was cooked or not. Once my stomach was satisfied, I checked the time on my laptop to find it was evening despite nightfall out of the window with the overhead ceiling lights becoming more glaring for the dated spring seasonal month. I went to sit down at the card table to check information while typing a journal entry into the wordy program. I was intending to find a job to occupy my time paying the rent and other much needed stuff I needed to survive on like food. I realized that the money I had deposited in my bank account wouldn’t last long for sooner or later I would need a way of gaining more dollars to keep up paying my living expenses. I researched information finding no leads to giving me anything of acquiring a job like computers as I thought I would work with. This is other than signing up at the University of Henryville for classes for the ideal degree to gain the work I was looking for which was working with computers as a computer technician. 

Eden at ten o’clock said “Master sleep mode!”

I decided to obey Eden’s sleep command so good night.
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Namina typed “I was living at my mother’s house for your time duration being in Evangelina struggling to find an apartment to rent that was ideal for me to live. The only rented place I thought I could afford was renting a room in a house. 

Mother said “I disapprove of that residential idea. Think of somewhere else to live.”

I gave up the idea of renting a room and bit the bullet by looking for apartments to rent while looking for a job to pay for living expenses. I admit mother never encouraged me to take classes at the local university to seek a degree to get the qualifications for an ideal job for me to work for. 

Mother gave me the attitude as thought “Education who needs it?!”

She further gave me the thinking “Your looks are going to pay your way for the job.”

I tried modeling by trying to register at a modeling agency from qualifying for the height of six foot tall. The modeling agency kept giving me excuses some lousy to avoid putting me on contract to get me as a professional model. I had to go independent on my own to get any modeling job I could get. Only one modeling job I could get independently involved posing naked in Skya a named human sex porn magazine periodical I reluctantly took. Just to gain a fortune in money for building up my savings to pay for rental apartment security deposit and first month’s rental fee. One modeling job involved me wearing a hooded facial mask hiding my hair color and vampire eyes along with my fanged teeth while wearing thong underwear to cover my ladylike parts with the seat seen partially photographed. I was posing naked with the breasts seen part as a dominator woman whipping a tied up by chains standing submissive man that posed naked with his sensitive parts seen. We both were posing in a photo pictorial spread. Another modeling job in another photo spread involved a scene of me kneeling freeing a man’s sensitive part from his pants with him standing. This followed by putting my mouth onto his sensitive part’s head as he gripped himself and hand onto the top of my head. He was only seen from the bellybutton down as photographed with me posing with my eyes and top of my head hiding my features and hair color was covered by a mask that hid partially my facial appearance as a vampire. Skya the magazine focused on humans visually seen as slavery terms with either Aquarians and vampires both purebreds and hybrids wearing disguises posing as the dominator master when doing photos in the periodical. My vampire teeth were capped with fake teeth to make me appear human when I did that blow job called sex situation of mouthing that man’s sensitive part. Those two modeling jobs paid me fifty thousand dollars each along with an additional thirty thousand dollars as a bonus when the magazine’s periodical reached the sold goaled quota numbered status. Just enough for a rental apartment’s security deposit and months of rent which turned out to be the apartment you were staying in. 

I met that manager who gave me the keys while saying “Good luck.”

He didn’t warn me of you staying there in that apartment. I went clueless to that apartment to discover someone, a human from the food in the refrigerator along with personal items in the bedroom closet and bathroom having hygiene products. This caused me to know that you had taken residence in the apartment, but I was clueless to your identity from you were out on a walking errand and not home. I found your laptop sitting on the card table and accessed the functions reading what you typed as your journal entries. I added commentary typing to what you already typed as your journal. That journal of yours is what alerted me of your identity known from our senior year together in high school which we graduated from the same class grade rank. But you were valedictorian tops of the grade’s rank while I was below in fifth position by rank.”
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I admit once I let myself inside the apartment carrying a box of twelve single-use lemonade bottled drinks I bought from the grocery store across the road in a plaza I had no clue of someone waiting for me inside. I confess that box of lemonade drinks I bought was by impulse instincts telling me to buy the nourishment. I realized that buying the drinks was a deity compulsion to get something for Namina to survive on while living at the residence with me. Once I was inside, I was bugged eyed shocked when I saw a woman with vampire eyes of gold shade with black hair pulled back in a bobbed short tail while wearing blue jeans and a purple sweatshirt sitting on my futon waiting for me inside the apartment. She triggered me to feel happiness along with a primal call of sexual nature from her looking at me with a scrutiny look. 

“Namina Nalini?” I blurted the first thing out of my mouth.

I said that once I was inside the apartment facing the woman after putting the box of lemonade bottles down on the wooden slat brown floor. I got confirmation from that woman was who I said identified Namina Nalini herself by her nod.

She spoke voice sounding musical like always “Yep that’s me.”

I blared “Unbelievable!”

Namina shook her head and said, “Not unbelievable but destiny put us together to meet again after an absence of being apart since high school.”

I had to agree with her statement. I admit I was weak in my knees getting her identity confirmed as Namina my high school crush. I kneeled relieved not to be standing while facing her. 

Once I was kneeling, I said, “Tell me where you have been.”

Namina spoke “I’ve accessed your journal on your laptop and typed commentary responses to your entries. Some of that involved what I had been doing occupying my time.”

I admit I was annoyed that she accessed my private thoughts on my laptop. Once I accessed my journal on the laptop to read what she typed I dropped my annoyance. I realized she was explanatory in her typed entries in my journal on what she was doing keeping herself busy. Such as visiting her biological father in Evangelina for a month’s stay. This included working on the side as a model for Skya a human sex porn magazine acting out sexual scenes with a male model. I felt jealousy hitting me when I read the entry, she talked about doing sexual modeling. Such as the scene of a blow job as called for mouthing a man’s sensitive part’s head while posing for the photographer to take the pictures. I literally wanted her to do that sexual ritual of doing a blow job to me just to pleasure me. I was sexually feeling like needing Namina to service me as a man needing a woman while in her presence from my sensitive part’s urges of feeling hard. 

I heard Namina say “I have my tubes tied to prevent a pregnancy if I go ahead and do the sexual deed with you.”

I was seated on the futon checking my laptop’s journal reading her entries with her sitting next to me. Namina stated her admittance when I focused on her from being finished reading what she typed.

I asked, “You had a pregnancy before?”

Namina nodded saying “Three times in a back-to-back way. Starting at fifteen years old, first a human boy is fathered by a human then a human girl by another human with a third turning out to be twins, both Aquarians of a boy and a girl fathered by an Aquarian. The doctor tied and cut my tubes after having twins declaring my time having a pregnancy done but kept the baby carrier organ inside me for keeping my system in perfect functioning order.”

I asked, “Any particular reason why you’re here with me not mothering the children you had? Excuse me for asking if that’s rude.”

Namina answered “You’re not rude. My mother legally gained custody of all four of my children as their primary parent caregiver. I was a minor at the time when I gave birth to all four children. None of the fathers expressed interest in being their parents or willing to take caregiving responsibility so my mother took that job willingly. I admit I made my mother happy when I gave her my
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