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A Wildman's Tale (Terra Victoria, #2)

DISCLAIMER: There are sexual scenes of rape mentioned in the story that may be disturbing to the reader. There are references to pregnancies seen in a negative term of a baby causing a woman deadliness that readers may further be disturbed by. Readers are encouraged to kindly read this story at their own discretion.
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The planetary world named Terra Victoria is a standby alone tale in the series. For the records recorder and interviewer answering to the name of Irina Ilia Susanin acting on behalf of the Shavannah national group The Legendary Swords is the one who craft this story involving events happening to people as mentioned. The interviews and recording of this story happened by agreement with the people willing to state records of events. This is people’s opinions about the story as stated by them for readers to take into consideration when reading this.
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Spencer Evander Susanin was a Wildman with a beastly humanoid form that morphed forwards by command “Berserker forwards!”

The form he called the monster side by the name of Wildman was bulking up his upper body thickly monstrous looking. His fingernails weren’t spared, becoming claws that lengthened themselves enough to scratch the bark off the tree trunks in a peeling way. His monstrous side included his face, having his eyes a golden human shade turns a glowing eyeballed sun’s color that appeared to glow. His mouth had two large upper fanged canine teeth that jutted out in a length to touch his chin in their huge and big size in an animalistic way. His teeth were sharp enough to bite the skin of a person he remembered doing that to his raiser in his immature fits when growing up. His black midback wavy-haired head fluffy style with length long enough to run fingers through the strands had become bald with at the sides of his head of baldness were very large sticking out animalistic like jutting out curly horns. The horns were handy for whacking the side of his head onto a tree out of frustration of his instinct controlling him that made the bark crack. 

Spencer recalled told “Your horny appearance with the eyes and fangs gives people witnessing you the idea that their meeting a demonic servant of Mindbender the God of Death the Ruler of the Underworld.”

Spencer recalled that talk tried to avoid meeting people in the forest jungle of the nature parkland named Victoria Falls State Park. The term state confused him when he learned the name of the nature park. The park was his habitual territory he used for running with his Wildman’s side out letting his instincts control him brainlessly. There were encounters with people as visitors as coincidences that were beyond his control he didn’t stick around for them to view him clearly or snap a photo with their cellphone instead he ran off. 

From those encounters he was told “There were rumors of a Wildman living in the parkland that left the park rangers to leave a sign on the entrance with the map of the trials.”

The sign he read earlier before walking into the park had said “We’re giving a warning of a Wildman taken residence in the parkland. Visitors are not to go visit the parkland seeking him out. Leave him alone.”

Spencer figured that it was his family’s influence on the park rangers to post that sign there. His family relations historically up to the current day were a well-known money donator to the park’s rangers to upkeep the parkland’s picnic grounds and trails for visitors to come and sightsee. Spencer recalled that as if he was running through the forest jungle jumping from tree to tree. His acrobatic abilities were like a gymnast flying from tree branch to tree branch easily and naturally along with an annoying irritancy he ignored. Abruptly his nose smelled the scent of strawberries, a favored nourishment he liked drinking as strawberry lemonade. He halted his acrobats to sniff the scent making his insides react like itching to taste badly with mouthwatering. The scent made him urge to follow tracking it which he obeyed. He found the scent led him from behind a boulder on the ground to an unconscious human. The human was asleep lying sprawled in such a way that indicated fall and hit the head from slipping the boulder. 

Spencer mentally commanded to himself “Berserker away!”

His Wildman’s side flattened itself from the morphing showing his human form of a muscular man of six foot tall with a muscled bulk rare for his height for the body’s form were normally thin as reeds when tall as him. His fangs resumed normal human teeth shortness. His glowing eyes faded showing his human golden colored eyes with the black irises in their place. His head fluffing the black hair from skull trim growing out in a fast move covering the trim and baldness to fully shoulder length easy for fingers to run through the strands with manipulation. His stomach was in a paunch flattened after he tapped the area in a reminder to the irritant as named. The human from examination of touching the chest from the unisex sweats of black caused him to feel a bra from the breasts identifying her as a woman. He adjusted her form to lie comfortably removing her lopsided baseball cap while examining her with her strawberry blond colored hair pulled into a tail that was below waist length. Spencer took a handful of her hair and sniffed to smell the scent that wasn’t of strawberries he smelled guided him to her to help her with her injury. He saw as he touched the back of the head, she groaned but remained asleep indicating that she had fallen, slipping down the boulder knocking herself out. He examined the woman that still gave him the scent of strawberries’ fruit from his handling her. Spencer figured her scent was from her perfume and shampoo. Spencer grimaced smelling alcohol on her clothes and her mouth open breath while seeing remains of a smashed wine bottle nearby. He figured she walked the trail drinking herself drunk and got onto the boulder where she had her slip hitting her head knocking herself out unconscious. Spencer resumed her hat on her head and picked the woman up finding his strength was still there to carry her form of her height six-foot-tall same height as he was with her having a thin womanly form of skeletal like she was starving herself to be thin. He carried her to the park’s pathway ignoring people walking by that looked his way snickering. Their snickers were assuming he and the woman had a lovey dove moment of sex in the bushes overnight. Evidenced by him missing his shirt baring his muscled body as he carried the sleeping woman with his feet bare of shoes. He took her out of the forest park to his driver standing in front of the car leaning against the back to it waiting for him. The driver seeing the woman in his arms opened the car door while giving him a glare recognized as he realized. The driver was assuming he met the woman for sex who knocked herself out unconscious from his handling her.

Spencer said, “We’re going to the hospital for the medics to take care of her.” 

Then the driver without a word got into the car as he settled the woman in the back seat with him next to her. Spencer placed the seatbelt around the woman’s form as he put on his. The driver without his reminder had put on his seatbelt. Spencer recalled he was nitpicky firm for people to wear seatbelts in cars since he learned by his aunt about his mother’s car accident that killed her from her not wearing a seatbelt. 

The woman groaned “Ooh!” 

Spencer gently wrapped arms around her in a hug waiting for her to wake up. The woman settled herself and remained unconscious. The driver managed to get the vehicle parked in front of the hospital’s emergency room entrance after endless driving to arrive there. Spencer during the ride managed to maneuver his long sleeve button shirt onto his form to cover his upper body without taking his seatbelt off. He slipped his feet into his croc shoe. Once the driver parked, he got himself and the woman out to carry her inside to the emergency room medics. The nurse seeing him holding the woman got her admitted lying on a bed. 

There was another nurse with a tablet said, “Anything of history of the victim?”

Spencer honestly said “I was taking a walk in Victoria Falls State Park when I came upon her lying unconscious on the ground. She’s giving me the impression that she slipped and fell from drinking herself drunk and knocked her head putting her out. There’s alcohol smell on her clothes and breath I recognized the scent from my own family history. I did see the remains of a smashed wine bottle in vicinity of where I found her. I figured she drank herself drunk and slipped her foot.”

The nurse spoke “Anything of her identity?”

Spencer shook his head saying “Sorry I didn’t see anything visually on her person that identified her other than this pinned keychain to a car outline attached to her underneath her shirt. I left that out of respect she’s a woman for I don’t have her permission to handle her for anything to identify her.”

There was another nurse that heard him went to the woman to fiddle with the woman’s chest to pull out a keychain with an electronic car device switch including an ID wallet attached. 

The nurse examined the wallet’s ID and spoke addressing the medic with tablet “This ID identifies the patient as Irina Ilia and clearly states her address where she lives.”

The nurse with the tablet spoke to him “Your identification for communication to you further for Miss Ilia’s medical care if we can’t contact her family?”

Spencer spoke “Name is Spencer Susanin.”

He recalled previously told by his aunt “Your legal name is Spencer Evander Susanin. The name Evander came from your mother, Evana as her first name. Her last name was Spencer. Your father legally got Spencer declared as your first name after the car accident that killed your mother. Your birth name was Evander, named after your mother. Your father admitted he found the name Evander as a reminder of your mother he loved dearly too painful to refer to you as that name. He ordered your name changed to Spencer out of mental hurt.”

The nurse asked, “As in Troy Susanin? The one who runs the statewide sporting designer wear fashion house Knight Armor with presidential headquarters located in this city of Miranda Marina?”

Spencer groaned, getting familiar questions from people asking him over the years whenever he stated his last name as Susanin. The Knight Armor designer clothes were declared officially created by the nationally for the nation of Shavannah, a cold northern island in the ocean of Planet Terra Victoria representing athletes to wear as their official clothing. The athletes wore Knight Armor brand clothing for walking in the opening and closing ceremonies for the worldwide international event dubbed Terranean Unity Games. They even wore the clothes as warmups suits before removal to compete in sports that went all over the world internationally in competitions. The athletes also wore the clothes when publicity going around their hometowns statewide all over the planet just to drum up support for themselves and their sport.

Spencer answered “That’s my father. I’m his son.”

The nurse, instead of looking bugged eyed shocked as a familiar reaction to his confirmation nodded her head and resumed tapping her computer tablet. He stood waiting as the nurses arrived and began stripping Irina off her hat and outerwear garments and sneakers, leaving her bra and underwear out of modesty for his relief. He was unwilling to view Irina’s naked parts as the nurses medically attended to her by getting her into a patient gown to cover her undergarments’ clothing body.

The nurse with tablet said “We have your father’s address and contact number on file for communication. So, nothing more you can do for Miss Ilia. You can come back when you communicate to visit her once she’s woken up from her head injury. We’ll be throwing her into a heavy battery of tests just to assure her head injury isn’t serious enough to cause her medical distress later. Thank you for your care towards her.”

Spencer nodded and left the hospital to find the driver had parked down the street with the man outside leaning against the vehicle waiting for him. He got inside groaning as the driver started up the vehicle with a click of seatbelt sounding a reminder for him to wear his he put on. 

Groaning Spencer thought to himself “Dad’s not going to like this.”

Evidence once at home once parked in the driveway the driver said to him “Your father texted he wants you in his office.”

He went to his father’s office to see the man with a mop of his head entirely white hair with a white goatee as his facial hair had a look of anger in his golden colored human eyes. Spencer saw as reminder his father’s eyes’ color and six-foot-tall height was the only two inheritances passed down to him from the man. His father didn’t have his muscle bulk he had on his own as developed. His father’s hair color was unnaturally white from birth as a coloring that made people assume him as senior aged old despite the young appearance on the face. The eyed look was making him grimace while sensing his father was furious with him. He sat in one of the hardbacked seats in front of his father’s desk as the man sat staring at him in silence.

“You came from the hospital with a woman.” Said his father with anger in his voice. 

Spencer groaned from the tone indicated his father assumed he was sexing the woman in the forest parkland who knocked herself unconscious from his handling her. His irritation was felt by giving him support in their own way of supporting him. 

He said in a whiny voice “I was there doing my Wildman’s side as insisted by you to not do that on the lawn of the manor. I came upon her when I saw her lying on the ground unconscious, a victim of drinking herself drunk. I felt like I should help her get medical aid and brought her to the car which driver drove us to the hospital. I gave the nurse my name who said they had contact information for communication about her later. They found her ID and identified her as Irina Ilia as she’s named.”

His father leaned back with arms folded remaining silent while glancing passed him. He looked like he spotted his aunt with long waist length white hair with golden colored eyes looking twin to his father as his twin sister. They both shared the eyes’ coloring and facial with their hair-colored white but had different heights. His father was six feet tall while his aunt was six inches shorter. His aunt’s real name was Alexandra but legally changed her first name to Sasha. His aunt was standing in the doorway with arms folded. He groaned recognizing her eyed facial expression was of anger aimed at him.

Spencer spoke in a whiny voice towards his aunt “Nothing happened. I didn’t do anything to her. I just found her and brought her to be medically attended at the hospital.”

His aunt nodded but remained glaring at him with an angry look on her face. Spencer groaned recalling incidents of him starting at the high school student aged fourteen meeting girls in the forest park for partying and sexing them instead of doing his Wildman side as said excuse to his driver to drive him there. The driver caught him as a sixteen-year-old walking drunkenly out of the forest park’s entrance, his arm on the shoulder of a similar aged girl who was drunk along with him. Their clothes were rumpled, indicating they had a wild time of sexual games. The girl he remembered named Jenny wound up hospitalized for a tubal pregnancy with embryo tested that pointed to him as the father. He heard a rumor among students at the high school that said since Jenny’s hospitalization her father had her abruptly transferred to another school out of Shavannah’s capital city of Miranda Marina to spare her humiliation of a drunken one-night stand. The drunken sexing behavior continued repeatedly till he reached the last year of high school when his father put his foot down.

His father yelled at him “You to stop doing that sexing behavior and quit the drinking!”

Spencer obeyed to stop his behavior of meeting girls in the forest park to sex them. He moved out to his two-room residence once he finished high school, graduated at age nineteen and continued his drinking habits at the forest park. His drinking continued even when he developed his irritation after a day after his twenty first birthday as normalized for selected unlucky humans to have at that age. Spencer ignored his irritation by recalling once he was twenty-four when he was forced to quit by becoming sober enforced by his father and aunt.

His driver reportedly told his father “I saw him carry two six packs of alcoholic drinks with him into the forest park.”

Spencer recalled his father said to him “I told the driver to drive off and not come back till the end of the day when the park is closing as a lesson to you to not to play games and drink.”

The driver obeyed driving off and didn’t return. It took him an hour to get drunk underneath the influence. Once he was drunk, he was compelled to sleep off the drink until sunset when the park rangers were shooing away people out of the parkland. Spencer had abruptly woken up from a sleeping nap in the bushes by a sound whistle blowing noises. He woke up to get up to hear the noise stop but the source was nowhere to be found. Spencer, feeling sick in his stomach to throw up, stumbled out of the park’s entrance to the parking lot to find his hired driver’s car gone from the parking lot. He threw up unloading his stomach’s contents over another car that caused the owner to get an angry fit finding him standing leaning against the front end facing it while throwing up onto the vehicle. The commissioner, the city’s leader of police, was contacted by cops sent to arrest him. Spencer groaned recalling he resisted arrest throwing kicking and fisting towards the cops in an awkward way from years of his trained karate’s combative moves. One of the cops had to use their electro handgun to zap him unconscious. Once he was sobered up while in the garrison’s jail cell his aunt came to pick him up that drove him straight to his father’s house instead of to his two-room apartment in a high rise in the urban metropolis section part of the city of Miranda Marina. The city was named Miranda Marina for being a seaport city from the smell of the ocean widespread that imported and exported goods on cargo ships.

His aunt with his father’s agreement laid down the law “You’re staying here underneath this roof as punishment for that embarrassing behavior you caused us.”

Spencer was forced back into his familiar bedroom underneath his aunt and father’s rules of living in the house. Such as being in his bedroom wing not traveling around the house’s inwardly when the scheduled lockdown time of ten o’clock arrived that was lifted at six o’clock in the morning. He found his efforts to get his driver to drive him anywhere for errands caused the man to dial his cellphone calling his father.

He heard the driver asking his father on the cellphone while in the vehicle “Your son is asking me to drive him to a so, so location. Is that acceptable?”

Spencer had gotten the message that his driver wasn’t going to drive him unless he had permission from his father to drive him anywhere, he wanted to go. Spencer recalled he slept overnight after the day of his twenty-first birthday on his aunt’s request. In the morning as declared age of twenty-one years old on his birthday he woke up with his irritant to his confusion. His aunt explained to him in the kitchen what the irritation he called them was and handed him a drink of pink instead of wine for him to drink celebrating the day.

His aunt was saying “Bottoms up strawberry lemonade for you no wine.”

Spencer found himself gulping down the strawberry lemonade from liking the taste. His aunt, since his gulping and staying at the house eating her meals had habitually had him drinking lemonade drinks flavored either plain or strawberry or blueberry. His aunt sat down next to him putting a scrapbook in front of him gesturing to him to read. He obeyed reading the scrapbook having newspapers’ clippings of articles that told him the truth of what really happened to his mother in her car accident. At night his father was driving drunk the wrong way on a road bordering the oceanic cliff that smashed into another car. 

His aunt stated to him “You were a fussy baby refusing to sleep no matter what your parents did to get you to sleep you refused. Your sleep derived parents as a last resort to get you to sleep had taken their ill-fated car ride around the cliff coast with the ocean bordering it. You fell asleep from that as recalled from your father.”

Spencer continued to read the articles stating he was inside the car in the back seat in a baby seat as an infant that survived intact from the car accident without injury to his person. The articles detailed his mother was thrown out from the car from not wearing a seatbelt from the vehicle’s back door opening wide to let her fall out. She rolled across the ground falling off the cliff to land onto the rocks down below an impact that killed her instantly. The cops, checking the site of the accident in the morning with better light from the sun found his mother’s body sprawled dead across the rocks when they peered down the cliff. His father later was charged with vehicular manslaughter with her death. His father pleaded guilty at his trial to the tribunal who had him spend time in jail in the calendar of twenty-two months totaling a year the planet Terranea finished a cycle around the sun as punishment. His father was freed from prison once he as the son was declared the age appearance of a five-year-old from his looks from his big size and walking with lots of running around. Spencer remembered he saw his father with recognition come out of a car and ran towards the man with fast speed running with his legs with joy seeing him. Spencer recalled his aunt raising him in his father’s absence kept showing photos of his male parent to identify him whenever he saw him such as coming out of a driven car. His father lifted him up hugging him ironclad who cried tears emotionally in front of him from being freed to raise him. Spencer continued to remember the scrapbook’s contents he read convinced him to partially stop drinking by visiting the local church’s meeting room for anonymous meetings. He visited the meeting for six weeks talking about his drunkenness status to members who seemed to encourage him to keep his sobriety firm. Spencer grimaced from the memories that he didn’t keep his sobriety afterwards. He started drinking again till his drunken time being arrested at the state park’s parking lot at twenty-four years old less than four years ago caused him to be sober firmly enforced by his father and aunt.  Spencer heard his aunt join his father at his desk to speak in a foreign language he couldn’t translate. Spencer felt deflated when his aunt and his father kept glaring at him during their speaking in their foreign language suggesting they were thinking of a punishment to give him. He was twenty-seven years old, nearly twenty-eight for his upcoming birthday next month in February when the dated month was January and still living under the control of his father and aunt at the house. 

Once he turned twenty-five his aunt said “If you behave, I’ll request to your father to have you leave the house to resume residence in your apartment. Your father bought the apartment from the McBroom and Associates the housing landlord business which is in your name as owner that’s waiting for you to take residence again.”

His aunt refused to tell him answers to his questions “What do I need to do to behave to leave the residence to my apartment? How long do I have to stay here to behave?”

Spencer recalled he tried his best to be on his best behavior with no drinking and sex with women in public places like Victoria Falls State Park’s grounds. There were three slips ups from his birthday as a twenty-five-year-old up to six months passed his twenty sixth birthday in August when he sexed three women. Such as one woman in a bathroom a private disabled one room of Bluebell Barroom he went to after tricking his driver to drop him off in front of a retail business Lyn Buys. He went through the back entrance to go to Bluebell barroom to get off in a manly way of sex from his urges hitting him. 

The woman had big breasts and thin form that came on him saying “Handsome guy I bet your worthy of feeding that to me.”

Her hand was on his private through the pants squeezing him in a way that triggered him to agree to her silent communication of sexing her. 

He fell for her sex charms and said, “Let’s go someplace private.”

Spencer went with her to the hallway leading to the single user’s bathroom for disabled. They entered the bathroom locking the door where she got on her knees after unzipping him to free his sensitive part that was large and endowed huge sized. She mouthed his head part that shocked him brainless from her sucking him to feel wired with sexually. Once he came with spillage into her mouth, she swallowed down she stood up and jumped him sinking down him filling her entirely. He grabbed her hips and rode her giving him wired electrical jolts from reaching a connection inside her. 

Spencer achieved sexual victory inside her to roar “Yah rah!”

The woman shrieked “Yes!”

Once both were done there was a knock on the locked door making them detangle themselves, straightening up their clothes to leave the bathroom to the glare of the security guard the bouncer. The bouncer appeared to recognize him from eyed expression. Spencer thought of nothing involving that bouncer’s look till later. 

One day after his twenty seventh birthday arrived, he brought up the subject “I’ve done the best behavior I can, so I get to move out.” 

His aunt shook her head and said “No moves outs. You’re staying till your thirty-five. You misbehaved again.”

Spencer said “What are you talking about? I did no such misbehavior.”

His aunt thrust to him a card he saw was to Bluebell Barroom with words written on the back.

He read said “Sexing women.”

Spencer recalled the bouncer and realized the security guard did recognize him as identified. The bouncer appeared to communicate to his father about his sexing the woman in the bathroom that told this to his aunt who seemed to know of this.

“Thunderstorms’ lights!” he recalled swearing in front of his aunt.

His aunt holding a wooden spoon in her hand whacked him onto the cheek in a hit. His aunt habitually whacked him with the wooden spoon on his body not just his cheek as punishment for his misbehavior. Suchlike punishing him for his drinking and sexing women in public places like Bluebell Barroom’s bathroom. 

Spencer recalled he tried to tell her off “Hitting by wooden spoon isn’t motherly of you with that mother earth attitude of yours.”

His aunt instead of accepting his scolding told him “Go to your room and stay there.”

Spencer recalled to his groaning his aunt seemed firm that hitting with the wooden spoon was his punishment for misbehavior infractions he caused. He eyed his aunt and his father discussing in foreign language with anger in their voice tones. Spencer was unsure of what punishment he was going to receive. Both were from their attitudes were assuming he sexed a woman in the parkland that knocked herself unconscious during his sexing her. His irritation he sensed was felt like they were trying to give him support from their movements as he sat ignoring them. 

“Ring a ding!” sounded loudly ending their discussion.

The voice of the artificial computer named Eden sounded in a feminine squeaky voice said, “Call receive or cancel?”

His father said, “Receive using speaker!”

This for him and his aunt to hear what was spoken along with his ears. 

Spencer was groaning when he heard “This is Trinity Triplet Hospital calling. Is this Mister Troy Susanin?”

His father said “Yes this is me. What medical conditions involved Miss Ilia?”

The spokesperson said, “Just being underneath the influence of the drink with a bump of a head injury from hitting something hard and possible aggravations to her right knee.”

His father asked he heard “Anything else such as sexual assault from someone taking advantage of her unconscious form when found on the trail?”

The spokesperson answered “No uh. Her clothes were intact on her body. They were set in a way that indicated nothing altered. The patient was never sexually assaulted. We determined that from physical evidence of her clothes and tests’ results negative that she walked the trail alone while drinking herself drunk to have her injuries happen to her. We are awaiting confirmation from the authorities to report from witnesses of seeing her walking the trail alone while drinking.”

Spencer felt relief hearing that proving his innocence that he didn’t sex Irina to rub his stomach where his irritant was giving him support.

The spokesperson continued “Your son finding her was a lucky coincidence to prevent anything serious from happening. Sexual assaults are common in parklands towards single women being targets of people thinking of sex.”

Spencer saw the expressions of his aunt and his father remain the same glaring at him making him groan. 

His father said voice flat “I give the hospital permission to inform Miss Ilia that my son helped her. Anything else for Miss Ilia I’m requesting she go seek an alcoholics anonymous meeting for her status of drinking as my recommendation for her.”

The spokesperson said “Will do. Nothing more I can say.”

Spencer heard both said at the end of the call ending the conversation. His aunt spoke in a foreign language as his father spoke back to her. Both had a conversation, making him clueless about what they were saying despite being clued to by their murderous glares aimed at him that they were planning on punishing him.  

His father abruptly spoke in his fluent language “Spencer, go to your room and stay there till I call you out.”

Spencer with groaning obeyed to leave the office to go to the eastern part of the house where his childhood bedroom wing part of three rooms for his uses joined by a hallway was located. He went inside, shutting the double doors closed for sure his aunt and his father would expect them shut. Groaning, he went to the windowless closet room he had as a child set as a playroom and then later once grown had used it as his library room. The room containing three walls’ rows of bookcases’ shelves of books his aunt gave to him to either read or depose for her from finished reading them. 

His aunt had said themed talk “I’m not throwing out books when they can be reused for another to read again.”

His aunt was firm from her attitude of recycling that items in good condition could be reused and not thrown out in the trash. He adopted that attitude when he lived in his residential apartment by getting bottles of wine and cans of alcohol to the recycling center at the local grocery store Gulp and Blow as named statewide chain for five cents each per canister. His refrigerator he remembered from his apartment hardly contained any food besides alcoholic drinks he filled up to drink endlessly. Spencer ignored reading books by their designed nature, setting covers and words as read gave him the impression that they focused on his aunt’s religious beliefs in mother earth to worship as a Goddess being. Spencer didn’t bother to read the books, instead stuffed them into his bookshelves ignored by collecting every book his aunt gave him by keeping them. There were three shelves filled up with books leaving the rest and the other two walls empty without his knickknacks included with them. Spencer sat down on the couch that didn’t include anything for leaning back or a footrest for his feet. He groaned, eyeing his empty bookshelves in front of him underneath the glare of the pot lights shining over them. His personal knickknacks suchlike childhood toys he sentimentally kept, books he favored including porn magazines with naked women displayed in them were taken out by his aunt soon after he started living at the house again.

His aunt had firmly said “No you may not have that item. I’m sending them to your apartment for you to play with once you behave to move out.”

His aunt from indications that his father had truly bought his apartment that was in his name as owner. Spencer groaned to himself, sensing his time in his bedroom wing was going to take a while until both his father and his aunt stopped being furious with him. The flat screened TV he formerly had on the wall of the room was taken with him to his apartment along with personal items. 

His aunt was firm when she said “Anything in that apartment stays there and isn’t taken out back to here. Your bedding set of blankets, pillows and your clothes are acceptable for taking out of that apartment for you to use. I’m not having you buy a new bedding set or a new wardrobe when they can be used and worn repeatedly.”

His aunt’s words proved true by having his apartment’s bedding set of sky-blue coloring two blankets and his sheets and two pillows with his clothing wardrobe taken out and sent to the house to be for him to sleep and to wear. He wore clothes focused on Armor Word, a clothing brand from the Knight Armor designer line that was fitting for his height and body size for wearing. The Armor Word line involved the word armor on clothes saying comments.

Such as saying, “Armor rights!”

The Armor Word line’s clothing wearing was enforced by his father saying “You’re wearing the clothes to show support to my business as president of Knight Armor. I was awarded the presidential title by my great uncle Troy Braddock, my mother’s uncle, on her side of the family. He was the last living family member of her family to survive that lived to old age without a deadly disaster happening that cut life short. I legally named myself after him using his first name while keeping the family’s last name of Susanin. May his soul rest. He was the one who was raising my twin sister and I as a fatherly parent when our parents unluckily passed away from their plane crash along with other family members along with them from being unable to do the job. The titleholder’s awarding was from my strong support to the business from wearing the Armor Word clothing and talking heavily about the designer clothing line to people.”

Spencer recalled his bedding set design of plain coloring in sky-blue color was bought by his aunt. Over the years, as he slept in the bed in his bedroom wearing down the bedding, had always bought the same bedding set from Lyn Buys store, a statewide retail business that sold various products for kitchens, living rooms, bathrooms and bedrooms. His products for the bathroom’s hygiene care were various over the years as he grew up. Spencer recalled he luckily didn’t have the men’s curse of facial hair of a mustache and a beard growing and forming his father had himself. He seemingly by medical tests couldn’t grow facial and other body hair elsewhere besides his eyebrows and his hair on his head that stuck at shoulder length refusing to grow longer once he was sexually matured old enough to receive the growth. Once he was in his own residence, he firmly bought his own hygiene care items that were from the brand Birdies. He was uncaring that Birdies seemed to be focused on women as their brand from the designed packaging and bottles. Spencer used the Birdies brand for his showering of soaping his body. He realized that his use of Birdies’ brand was influenced by his aunt he unconsciously accepted.

His aunt said, “I encourage you to continue using the brand Birdies for their ideal for your skin without all those dyes and perfumes added to them.”

His aunt seemed to dislike dyes and perfumes added to hygiene care products in soaps and shampoos.

Her talk as said over the years growing up raised by her “Products should be organic without the added junk to make them fancy for uses. I’m finding it not acceptable for this. This is the same for food that shouldn’t include anything else with them for eating such as antibiotics for making the food fancier. No not acceptable.”

Spencer groaned recalling his aunt got him onto an organic food and drink diet once he was eating solid foods as a child. She kept that diet firm onto him as he grew up even when he began to drink alcohol, getting addicted to becoming an alcoholic. He recalled his eating meals was sporadic when he lived in his apartment by focusing on drinking just blah and alcohol. He mostly ate out at Duncan Nuts takeout restaurant business that was two minutes walking distance down the road from his building. Once he got his takeout food of two sandwiches to give him a meal for the day, he would walk back home to drink blah with the food as his breakfast. He would sit wasting time waiting for three o’clock when the barrooms’ businesses in the city were open for him to walk thirty-five minutes to reach one named McNeil’s to get drinks. His time at McNeil’s involved him drinking himself drunk underneath the influence till kicked out by the bouncers. 

“Your done being here out!” said bouncers telling him slurring “I’m not finished with the drink!”

The bouncers would have to examine him for his wallet for ID cards to find his addressed phone number to call “You to come to send Spencer home to his residence.”

His driver was usually the person called that would drive him home and get him inside his apartment collapsing onto his bed. He would wake up hungover, a terrible feeling he didn’t care about with his Wildman’s side in control with the irritant acting annoyed with him. The Wildman side refused his efforts to be willed aside keeping him inside his apartment for too many hours processing the alcohol out of his system. Once he was better twelve hours later the Wildman was able to be willed away. Spencer’s irritant refused to reform his muscled stomach abs look instead kept themselves out in vulnerable form of a belly despite his efforts to tap them to go inside him. Spencer recalled he ignored his paunchy irritant by going back to McNeil’s to start the drinking drunk a cycle over again that got his irritant’s displeasure to paunch in and out. 

Spencer grimaced recalling his Wildman side was said by his aunt “Your Wildman’s side was obvious when you were a two-year-old throwing a misbehaving fit at me trying to get you to behave. You abruptly willed that forward and started acting like an angry wildcat hissing, biting and scratching away at me.”

He remembered he said when she paused from her talk “Sorry I caused you a problem as a child with that side.”

His aunt waved that aside saying “Apology unnecessary. Your father, from when he was two till school age six years old, acted out temper tantrums of biting and punching anyone who tried to discipline him. As his twin sister, I was dependent on helping our Great Uncle Troy, our parental raiser disciplined him. You acted the same way until you were like your father being in karate school is when the misbehavior ended with the teachers giving strong teaching discipline.”

Spencer recalled asking “What sport did dad play as a child that caused his limp? I noticed him limping that indicated some injury to a sport. I know this previously from one karate student learning karate’s teaching while wearing a knee brace having a visible limp.”

She said answer “Your father was in soccer kicking the checkered ball around a grassed field passing with teammates to score a goal guarded by goalkeeper and opponent team into a designed netting area from his excessive running energy. While he was in sophomore year of high school, he tore his knee doing a sliding tackle onto an opponent player. That gave him his limp and ended his playing career. The coach kept him on the team as an assistant till he graduated high school. Your father focused on the family business as his studies at a fashion designs artist institute at university, getting a degree then joined our great uncle in the job. His work assisting our great uncle with the presidential title impressed him to give him the executive title officially a position he held and maintained now.”

Spencer continued to remember he asked “The Wildman side I have? Who did I inherit that from? Dad doesn’t seem to have it.” 

His aunt said in explanation to his Wildman’s side “Inherited passed down family lines in a sporadic skipping generations way that skipped your father but your grandfather our father had the Wildman’s side. You do have the physical strength to manipulate a car to push the vehicle while maneuvering it around wherever you want to put it that doesn’t matter if your Wildman’s side is in control or not. This included pushing a car at the parking lot of Victoria Falls State Park adjusting the vehicle’s position in a parking space for your driver to park. He saw you do that easily and reported this to me. I figured your physical strength is unlimited with or without that side in control.”

Spencer groaned from memory recalling from a previous visit to the parkland before his visit where he found Irina he recalled that talk of his strength by his aunt. He lifted a very heavy thick fallen tree trunk on the pathway of a trail without his Wildman’s side in control. He found his strength was unlimited easily to do the maneuvering to get the trunk onto the side and put down gently. Once he was done, he found his instincts of being controlled by his wildness urges had stopped. This made him keep his Wildman’s side away and walk out to the parking lot to get into his driven car with his driver in the driver’s seat. The driver didn’t say anything about him staying in the parkland for an hour. His instincts as a Wildman traditionally kept him in the parkland for six hours from midmorning hour of nine o’clock to midafternoon hour of three o’clock. He would acrobatically jump all over the place with his irritation inside him feeling moving around in agreement with his movements giving both the vulnerable form and tucking. Midafternoon is when his strength lagged enough to will the side away with instincts stopped controlling him with his irritating felt like they exhausted themselves from stillness. Spencer would wearily walk barefoot wearing just his Armor Word marked pants out to the parking lot grimacing from the rocks digging into the bottoms of his feet. The parking lot wasn’t paved but filled with gravel rocks that made him feel pain. 

Once in the car the driver would say “Home as ordered for you by your father.” 

The talk meant his father’s residence for him to spend the remainder of his time in his bedroom wing sitting in his office glancing at the wall clock, resting till it said six o’clock for him to leave for dinner. The time frame was when he was expected out of his room to go to the kitchen to sit on the kitchen island on a stool and await dinner cooked by his aunt. 

His aunt was firm when she said, “You’re keeping a schedule for eating and sleeping.”

Spencer had to admit to himself his aunt’s firmness in keeping
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