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Tom's Promise to Victoria (Tom the Berserker, #11)

I am Victoria Katherine Thunder, a writer using the penname of Veronica Thomas. I am married to Tom, my husband, as I’m his wife. I am Tom Mindbender Thunder, married to Victoria as my wife for I’m her husband. This is our story. 
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Victoria: I typed a fictional story scene using the names of myself and my husband Tom Thunder. 
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The scene starts with Tom saw his wife using his laptop for typing after catching her into his office outside of the apartment residence without his expressed order commands. Tom managed to interrupt Victoria by banging the double doors open. Tom was glaring at both Victoria and his secretary named Jacqueline.

Jacqueline said “I got communicated as emailed for your wife to be in your office using your laptop. The email appeared to come from your residence here in this building from tracking signal.”

He glared at Jacqueline, who seemed defiant to what she got onto her computer tablet. 

Tom got Victoria out of the office to the elevator he spoke “Temple!”

The elevator went up to the residence which he saw Victoria inside, seated in an armchair. She looked deflated to him, which he figured there was a specific reason why she liked to use his laptop to type. Once in his office he found Victoria’s typing onto his laptop that indicated a fictionalized story from the page he read.

He spoke towards Jacqueline “I order a laptop delivered to my office immediately.”

Jacqueline said “Yes sir. I’ll do that right away once in my office. Is there anything else sir?”

He snarled “Out!”

Jacqueline obeyed with the guards shutting the double doors. Jacqueline arrived an hour later with a bag labeled to Lyn Buys, the retail store. The bag had an outline of a laptop with cord included inside it. 

Jacqueline said, “Here you go for what you ordered sir.”

She handed him the bag he took while standing.

Tom spoke “I’ll be taking an hour’s break to go give my wife this laptop while having lunch.”

Jacqueline nodded saying “Lunchtime is welcome since its time now.”

Tom nodded and straightened up his jacket then took the bag to the elevator. The elevator went up on his command of the word temple. He went to the residence’s entrance to gain inside. Victoria was seated in stool clad in her pastel purple sweatsuit that was looking with a pleading expression on her face making him groan. He took out the laptop to see her smile with eyes lit up in joy. He handed the laptop to Victoria that snatched the computer out of his hand to resume seated at the kitchen island on the stool. Tom stood watching as Victoria opened the laptop turning it on and with fiddling with the mouse keypad soon was typing galore rapidity with her fingers dancing onto the keyboard while ignoring him. Groaning, Tom set the bag onto the kitchen island while taking out the cord and attached plug in socket to leave in plain sight. This scene story was interrupted before it could be finished.

*
[image: ]


Victoria: I typed this story from I couldn’t sleep from a disturbance dream. 

I said to Tom “Help me type more of this scene I’m stuck on.”

Tom said, “I start having boredom with nothing to do.”

I think “I’m feeling like I have no purpose in life where I am.” 

“I stared out the window staring at the scenery of the sky in purple with a frown on my face. I walked outside and stood outside of the cabin as I stared at the night sky. I shook my head and resumed going inside to one of the two bedrooms in the cabin to gently open the door. Just to stare in the room lighted by a night light at a female lying asleep on the bed with a cat lying next to her on the spare pillow. I stared at them both with a frown, having to leave them to go elsewhere.

“Berserker forwards!” I mentally commanded willing my telekinetic side in control.

“I felt compelled to leave the cabin obeyed the compulsion.”

Tom ended tale by saying “Figure out something else.”

I said to myself “I’ll type my own version.”

This story is based on Tom’s verbalized story to have my favorite person as the character my husband Tom Mindbender Thunder as titled person’s character is a story I felt like I needed to type this version. I’m typing as the persona Veronica Thomas. Just to type this story down as told by Tom Thomas himself, I name the male’s character. The story I typed as told in the male’s point of view of Tom’s. I admit I typed till I was interrupted unable to finish the story till later. The interruption happened taking me from typing more of my scene story I was typing while ignoring fatigue hitting me. I was unwilling to stop typing to go to sleep. 

Somehow Tom interrupted me “Bedtime for us both.”

I groaned when Tom lowered the laptop screen down to block my visual way. He was forcing me to stop typing and go to bed. I was deflated from the interruption but obeyed to save my work on the laptop then closed the device shutting it down folded. I got up leaving the spare bedroom the office to head to the master bedroom with Tom accompanied me. Once I was lying in bed with Tom having his shirt off. I was feeling like smirking from his manly ridges of stomach muscles. I laid my head using Tom’s muscled front as a pillow. I shut my eyes and sensed Tom laid awake with muscled arms wrapped around me in a hug. As I fell asleep, sensed Tom felt satisfied having me accompanied him in bed to sleep well, tolerating his memories.
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Tom: Morning came which I thought of as something as a joke while we both were in the kitchen drinking our breakfast drinks.

“Guess who wears boy’s shoes.” I spoke.

Victoria asked, “Who wears boy’s shoes?”

I snickering said, “You do.”

I got Victoria saying, “Not funny.”

I groaned as we both resumed drinking our breakfast drinks. Chocolate milkshake for Victoria is like a habit as her drink with occasionally chocolate spread spooned from a jar multiple time. The drink I was drinking was lemony herbal tea with more lemonade juice in it and not much with tea. I was tall, six feet thick muscular body size with hair always stuck at its shortness styled black color, golden colored human eyes and a rare shade for First Ones in eyed coloring. Both Victoria and me were declared species human named by the planet Aire’s natives as First Ones. My dietary needs focused on liquids such as plain lemonade with lemonades having either blueberry or strawberry flavors with occasional herbal tea to drink. My body wasn’t entirely like a human but had an alien side unnamed unofficially by medical scientists who were still confused about me and my liquid diet. My alien side was dubbed Berserker as named from my uses of my telekinetic mind movements to move physical objects and living beings after a mental command to will that ability in and out of control. 

“Berserker forwards!” I would mentally say.

This command caused the telekinetic side for me to control my uses making my eyes turn entirely glowing eyeballed way of suns as described the look.

“Berserker away!” I would also use mentally commanded.

This got the telekinetic side back into me no longer in my control with my eyes resuming the human look. I was habitually wearing black colored clothing from favoring the color except for socks and shoes being white while clad in sweatpants and a sweatshirt commando without underwear underneath. My devoted wife Victoria was shorter than me. She was short as five foot two inches with long brown hair midway on her back. She was growing out her hair again as a habit after self-cutting it above her shoulders by length. Victoria had blue eyes that made me get lost mentally seeing them looking my way with a look of love and affection I loved viewing from her. Victoria was clad in always her favorite color of purple, regardless of shades in a pair of sweatpants and sweatshirts. She habitually gone around wearing that as her relaxing wear clothes included with the underwear but didn’t bother wearing a bra. I found her lack of bra sexy enough to lift her shirt to suckle her nipple of one breast while playing with the other one with my free hand. Victoria was asleep at the time I played with her after I woke up to see her sleeping just prior to the alarm when we were to get up.

She was sounding “Ooh Tom.”

Eden the residence artificial computer mind sounded “Wakeup mode!”

That woke up Victoria to my regret getting her blaring “Hands off Tommy boy!”

I admit I hate the nickname Tommy boy I found too childish despite Victoria using the names occasionally to scold me into behaving. I was forced to lower Victoria’s shirt and move away, letting her get up grumbling GRR nonsense noises. I saw her enter the attached bathroom in the bedroom by slamming the door. I groaned, sensing that Victoria was cranky again having to get up after bed like a habit every morning. I waited for Victoria to finish using the bathroom’s shower stall set for my tall height. Victoria came out with a towel wrapped around her head still clad in her clothes while giving me a glare I groaned seeing. I realized Victoria’s glare involved me using her for a sexual game without her permission.

Victoria said laying down the law “You’re not using me for your sexual hormones without my permission or awareness of that happening. I need to know what you’re doing whenever your hormones strikes you for you to feel manly. I’m firm on that status.”

I couldn’t analyze an answer to Victoria’s statements instead remained silent by entering the bathroom to take my shower. My thought was known to be an unforgettable computer-like mind that gave me various too many memories all over the place. Some of those memories I would tell them to Victoria who would type them down onto laptop for records either for us or to use for one of her fictionalized writing stories as an author named Veronica Thomas. 

Sometimes Victoria said “I’m too busy working on a story. So go type that memory down yourself.”

I was forced to use my laptop to type down that memory with my mind analyzing the remembrance in the process. My mind with the thinking analyzing computer like gave me trouble sleeping in bed cuddled by Victoria that I would lay awake staring at the ceiling. Sometimes I shut my eyes whenever my mind pulled up a memory for me to play out that often knock me out unconscious to wake up by Eden acting as alarm clock. I woke up to Miss Vic, the resident cat sitting on my naked stomach rumbling with her purring motor while experiencing one of my bad memories as a nightmarish dream. Miss Vic was our residence cat originally named Victoria after Victoria when she adopted her. Miss Vic’s behavior of being a cranky female broad of a cat snobbish in a regal way towards me but socializing friendly towards Victoria got me giving her name. I nicknamed the cat Miss Vic which name stuck as her identity. Miss Vic had almost long but short medium length patches of multiple colored brown with hints of black fur on over coat with an under bellied coat of whiteness with paws that looked like socks and green mysterious eyes that hid secrets.

Miss Vic seemed to say, “You’ll be fine I’m here for you.”

My bad memories sometimes played in a looping pattern each time I shut my eyes passed out to experience the situation again as a nightmare. I was welcoming Miss Vic’s sitting on me, purring her motor off to help me get out of my nightmares. Once I felt Miss Vic sitting on me with warm fur and purring motor, I would stay awake eyeing the ceiling with unwillingness to resume sleeping to experience the nightmare again. Sometimes I wake up around five o’clock in the morning after bed at eleven thirty, staying up late to accommodate Victoria’s typing any of my memories I was dictating to her. Victoria had uncanny seemed to know when I was bothered by something mentally. I blamed that knowledge of Victoria’s on Merry, a houseplant that’s classified as named Meritanian that was sentient telepathic mind walking humanoid thinking rosebush in a red colored pot sitting on the desk of the spare bedroom declared our office.

Merry had said to Victoria “Go talk to Mindbender with that mind of his. He’s bugged about something.”

Mindbender was a name for myself that the Meritanians all over the place in Aire, the planetary world had habitually referred to me instead of my identified First One name of Tom Thunder.

Victoria habitually said to me in response to Merry’s comment “Talk to me what’s on your mind? I’ll type your thoughts down.”

The Meritanians came in various sizes including one sized as a small oceanic island that lived in the ocean waters. There were seven of them currently living in the ocean. Three in the North Pole together called Ramses the male accompanied by two females named Erra and Terra. Down south just on the equatorial line on opposite to each other planet side were two Meritanians one a male named Walls and other a female named Kiddy. In the South Pole was two other Meritanians a male named Tank, and a female named Merra where Merry said to have gotten her name from identifying them both as her parents’ plants. 

Anyway, to spare Merry’s exasperation of saying “Get to the point of the story!”

Victoria and I were both drinking our wake-up drinks after getting up from bed around six thirty to start the morning by drinking at seven o’clock sharp. Miss Vic was busy eating her food as her breakfast at that time while being ignorant of her people’s conversation. I frowned when Victoria appeared absent, not laughing at my shoe’s joke I thought of abruptly. I groaned, sensing Victoria was thinking one of her always in progress stories she was habitually typing onto the laptop from her expression. 

“Hmm shoes.” Sounded Victoria with a faraway voice like she was thinking “How to include that subject of shoes into one story I’m working on?”

I groaned and finished the remainder of my doctored herbal tea with lemonade poured into its cup to give me energy. Herbal tea alone acted as a wakeup but after an hour later I felt needed to crash asleep unable to do physical exercises. 

It was Victoria who suggested to me “Add plain lemonade to your wakeup drink and see if that’ll give you energy to remain awake till noon lunchtime.”

I had obeyed Victoria’s suggestion and been doctoring my herbal teas with half a drink of lemonade added to the cup to drink down. The drink combination helped me stay awake without crashing for a nap an hour later. 

I had to admit to myself “Victoria is thinking well with that mind of hers other than being head in the clouds.”

Once I finished my drink, I put the cup into the dishwasher and stood watching Victoria with my arms folded. She was robotically bringing her empty milkshake’s glass bottle to her lips while absent mildly thinking without the gulping included. 

I growled “Enough Victoria!”

I snatched the bottle out of her hand getting her doing a double take when her eyes registered me.

I snarled “Go type that idea down onto laptop. Spare me seeing you being mindless thinking in your mind again.”

“Humph!” I got from Victoria in response.

I watched her stamp pass me out of the kitchen area of the open plan kitchen living room heading to the hallway leading to the two bedrooms and two bathrooms. I ogled Victoria’s shapely rear end with a smirk as she walked to enter the hallway heading to the office.

“Meow!” sounded Miss Vic.

I focused on Miss Vic down below that had sounded like she was thinking disapproval in her cat voice.

I scowled saying “I can’t help it. I’m a typical man ogling a sexy woman. What do you expect?”

Miss Vic gave up a cat behavior of humph with disapproval and followed Victoria faithfully entering the hallway out of sight. I scowled and went to the coat closet to stuff the bottle into the recycling bin then went to sit onto the couch. I grumbled when my seat fell on one of Miss Vic’s toys with a loud squeak from sitting on the couch I removed and tossed to the floor. Miss Vic didn’t come out of nowhere to play with the toy as a habit each time I threw any of her cat’s toys onto the floor. I figured both Victoria and Miss Vic were in the office sitting around keeping each other company. Such as Victoria sitting at the desk next to the door to the office typing onto the laptop. Miss Vic would be seated in the lone armchair in the corner while listening to Victoria’s typing enough to fall asleep. I glared at the flat rectangle screen of the TV on the wall showing the arriving time of seven thirty in the morning blinking on the screen.

“What should I do besides watch tv? I might as well watch this junk. I got nothing to do.” I raged thinking.

I ordered “Eden TV on Novels’ channel.”

Eden the artificial computer mind that came with the residence obeyed my verbal order to show the Novels’ channel focused on fictionalized soap operas’ shows of various themes. The channel was highlighted at the corner of the screen in the shape of a red heart with a golden trident in the middle surrounding it. I recalled the time wasn’t yet in the afternoon at two o’clock airing Victoria’s favorite soap opera named Lovely Doves. Victoria habitually would drop everything she was doing in the office to take a break from typing to sit on the couch watching her obsessed soap opera. I didn’t understand the appeal of Lovely Doves’ soap opera that made Victoria faithfully not miss an episode each four-day weekday when the show aired. On the weekends, for a total of three days, the soap opera took a break that made Victoria cranky in my opinion to spend hours obsessively typing onto her laptop with breaks to eat and attend to her personal needs. I watched soap operas on the Novels channel till nine o’clock I felt restless needing to get outside. I figured I would rope Victoria in walking with me by tearing her away from her laptop. Once in the office with Miss Vic giving me a glare, I saw Victoria was rapidly fired, typed with growling noises sounded from her. I realized that Victoria was lost in her mind typing a rant instead of a story.

I had to interfere by saying “You’ve done enough typing let’s go out for a walk.”

Victoria looked like she was groaning when I got her up by taking her arm and pulling her out of the office down the hallway to the main room to the coat closet. I got Victoria wearing her pastel blue baseball cap having white letters NJC on its front to shade her eyes from the sun. I wore my baseball cap colored navy blue with the local university signature mascot, a gold-colored green eyed cat’s facial with a claw in a swipe on the front. This included getting Victoria to put shoes on her feet as I wore mine put on my own feet. I made sure she wore her pale blue faded denim jacket with rhinestones as I wore a similar coat but in dark navy blue without the decoration being put on just to walk outside. I was determined for us both to take a break from being cooped up indoors to walk the perimeter driveway of the multiple buildings apartments’ complex that looped around in a circular pattern. The complex was habitually used by weekender vacationers wanting a restful nature peace break from the too much stimulation from the city that never sleeps a bustling metropolis named New Jack City. The city was reached by an hour’s ride away by vehicular transport of a bus ride to the train depot terminal station that took travelers elsewhere in other locations citywide and nationwide. There were hardly any neighbors around to socialize with whoever whenever Victoria and I got outside to walk the roadway’s circular loop. The roadway as a driveway was hardly driven by vehicles and seemed too quiet in a sleepy way other than occasionally the mail truck coming by to deliver the mail to residents. Once, half an hour of walking was done as determined by the sun’s position in the sky from my reading I got Victoria, and I walked back to head to our apartment. We both walked up the hill to the parking lot. I growled, noticing a parked black tinted windowed four door car sitting in the lot with a red flag with a golden design of an outlined triangle and an eye outline in the middle as designed sitting on the side of the car. The flags were of the High Council, the ruling party group that ruled planet Aire, the planetary world. The High Council were nine telepathic members always telepaths as a requirement that ruled Aire joined together regardless of humanoid species. The High Council were either First One or another humanoid species dubbed Highlander, mistaken as elves from their pointed ears and human like appearance but were known as telepaths from unable to verbalize words from no voice box organs in their throats. I didn’t like being reminded that I was in eternal servitude of the High Council giving me commands to do whatever my rare telekinetic abilities required me to use them for their orders.

I snarled “Drat!”

I felt Victoria take my hand to squeeze gently. I didn’t protest as Victoria pulled me inside the building to take the stairwell upstairs to the third floor of the residence to the corner apartment. 

“Hmm Robert.” Victoria mysteriously said.

We entered the hallway leading to our apartment. Sure, enough like what Victoria said standing in front of the door waiting for us was Robert Montreal, a First One man and brother of Victoria’s. Robert had identical blue eyes and brown hair like Victoria’s but was taller by five inches. His hair was always long as shoulder length pulled back in a braided tail as habit this time. Robert was always clad in his priestly uniform as a priest but this time he wasn’t wearing one. Instead, he had on a black businessman jacket with faded blue jeans complete with a white button-down shirt and blue stoned silver lined bolo tie with leather boots on his feet. I noticed Robert had a computer tablet in hand as Victoria and I walked up to him.

Victoria said, “Long time not seeing you brother dear.”

Robert nodded and jerked his chin to our apartment in silence refusing to say anything. I, getting the message programmed the code on the numbered buttons on the console that unlocked the double locks and dead bolt electronically. Once inside Victoria and I hung our coats and hats then went to sit on the couch. I removed my shoes to be barefoot like habit around the apartment. I saw Robert sitting in an armchair ignoring Miss Vic coming out of nowhere to help herself sit onto his lap. I watched in silence as Robert fiddled with his tablet then held up the computer device for Victoria to take who obeyed. 

I had said to Victoria occasionally about handheld computers “Insufferable devices!”

I spoke “Let me guess orders from them require a change of location again?”

I saw Robert nod who spoke “Correct.”

I had long ago sensed that Robert wasn’t talkative with people, from him being more of a listener hearing people’s talk. I knew for a time Robert went around as a spy acting as a priest a man of cloth that listened to people’s talks all over the place while reporting their words to the High Council. The High Council, hearing Robert’s talk, would discuss and determine what course of action to be done against the person even if that individual spoke insulting words against them. I shifted to look at Victoria’s face as she was reading the tablet’s contents. I saw her scowling with annoyance on her face. 

I spoke “Love let me guess one of your stories you typed is turning out to be done literally again?”

I saw Victoria glare my way shaking her head negatively and continue reading the tablet.

I frowned asking “Then what’s going on?”

I sensed Victoria finished her reading by thrusting to me the tablet gesturing to me to read the filed contents. I obeyed without questioning her about what the contents were. I read the tablet’s file getting annoyed with the contents. The High Council was sending me elsewhere on the planet side to another location alone on United High Council Republic, the named island continent nation where our locational city was located. I scowled, reading the location of the city named Billie Beth was in the middle of the country as I figured out from the files. I couldn’t pull up information from my unforgettable computer mind to tell me what the city of Billie Beth involved in a lifestyle. My only clued hint was what Robert was wearing I assumed was common among the Americans in Billie Beth to be wearing the clothes.

Merry sensing my thoughts sounded “Incorrect thinking Mindbender.”

I scowled further sensing Merry meant Robert was going around in his own persona clothing and not dressed as a priest. I found the file had no mention of Victoria and Miss Vic accompanied me because I was going alone to a location. I read the file that indicated I was going asap to Billie Beth with a bag packed once done reading the tablet’s contents to take the car to the airport where I go alone. The file didn’t detail what I was doing in Billie Beth exactly but ordered me to go to the city location to await further commands.

I finished reading and spoke “This fricking thing isn’t too explanatory.”

I saw Robert silently holding up a hand gesturing for the tablet despite being trapped in his seat by Miss Vic tummy sitting across his thighs. I got up and handed Robert the tablet who fiddled with the device then silently thrust it back to me. I went to sit reading the contents that made me annoyed to read.

I spoke once finished “Fricking First Ones causing a riot again against the High Council at the Billie Beth’s city’s courthouse that their sending me a one-man army to handle a crowd of restless idiots?”

Victoria’s harrumph noise answered me that sounded like she was disgusted. 

I thrust her the tablet while saying “You read this.”

I watched Victoria’s face as she read the tablet’s contents. I saw Victoria looked absent mildly like she was thinking of a scene to add to her one in progress stories. I watched as Victoria handed Robert the tablet then went to me, pulling me up from my seat with her strong strength for her small size. Victoria is short, five foot two inches with strength that can strongly push a car as I figured out from her handling me with my temper tantrums occasionally. I didn’t protest when Victoria pulled me into the hallway leading to our bedroom. Once inside the bedroom she pulled out a canvas duffle bag from the closet and began taking clothes out of storage from dressers scattered around packing them into the baggie. All I could do was watch Victoria packing my duffle bag with a week’s worth of clothing that seemed focused on cold weather and nothing involving my shorts or tee shirts went into the bag. Instead, Victoria packed my sweatpants and sweatshirts till the bag was stuffed filled up with clothes. 

I spoke “The city of Billie Beth? I haven’t heard anything involving that location other than guessing that’s in the middle of the country from the odd name used.”

I got silence from Victoria who picked up the bag thrusting me to take. Groaning, I obeyed by gripping the bag with handles and followed her out to the main room. Robert appeared to be still sitting trapped by Miss Vic sitting on his lap in the armchair. I frowned Victoria got me clad in my denim jacket with a baseball cap along with my sneakers for my bare feet. I habitually didn’t go around wearing socks and went barefoot when wearing shoes like sneakers. Once dressed ready to go I didn’t protest Victoria kissing me on the lips.

I heard Victoria say once kiss was broken “Goody Lana to your destination.”

Goody Lana was superstition for wishing someone good luck without outright saying the words.

I got from Robert “Vehicle’s driver is ordered to drive you to the airport where you to get onto the ideal airplane to go to your assigned location. I’m staying here not escorting you. Besides I need to socialize my sister after a while of not talking to her.”

I groaned and walked out into the hallway to hear Victoria shut the door behind me in a gentle slam. Groaning I left the hallway and went downstairs to the ground floor to head outside to the vehicle parked in the lot. Once inside I sat buckling up my seatbelt which is a must to be worn in cars and heard the driver start up the car with voice commands. 

I groaned to myself “This adventure is going to make me miss Victoria and Miss Vic not being around me.”
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Victoria: I spoke to Robert once Tom left the apartment out of earshot “What’s really going on in Billie Beth that northern peninsula city up near the North Pole?”

Robert spoke “Like what you read on file a group of First Ones causing a riot of negativity talk against the High Council at the city’s courthouse.”

I scowled; sensing Robert was being evasive again from never fully explaining anything to me. I had known from knowing Robert during our multiple lifetimes of immortality together that he was always evasive, never fully explaining anything I asked questions about. I recalled Ajax, our brother, also an immortal like us, was blunt in his talk in answering my questions with an uncaring attitude that he hurt my feelings whenever he talked to me. Merry’s laugh in my mind made me recall the three triplet Meritanians in the North Pole regional area. The three were originally in one planetary location in the southern hemisphere that got transferred to the North Pole’s regional area where they were currently living and flourishing.

I recalled Merry hinted to me “Those three were doing poorly in their original location and needed a change of scenery for maintaining their health.”

I spoke “Let me guess the High Council is establishing a hometown base in Billie Beth. Nothing to do with a riot caused by First Ones causing the High Council to send Tom to Billie Beth’s city location. That’s just an excuse to be near the big three Meritanians that are currently in that regional area. I guess that the High Council found those three as family and decided to go where they went didn’t they?”

I saw Robert nod showing I was correct on what I was thinking.

I scowled saying “Family is family even if their plants.”

“Hey!” I heard Merry sound in protest.

I added loudly “Excuse me Merry for saying this. I’m struggling to see how the High Council would consider Meritanians in a family way to transfer their hometown base to another location. Just to be near the three Meritanians they considered as family. Kindly explain this to make me understand despite I’m struggling with confusion.”

Merry sounded “Since you asked politely, I can tell you that those three have acted in a family advisor way that helps the High Council determine what course of action them to do. Sometimes the discussions of the High Council get them arguing without advice from a Meritanian to help them solve their conflicts.”

I spoke when Merry paused “I guess that’s what the High Council badly missed to transfer their hometown base to be near those three to solve their inner arguments whenever they have discussions.”

“There you go.” Sounded Merry with approval in voice.

I saw Robert nod in agreement I sensed Merry had transmitted her words to him.

I spoke “Tom seemed clueless on where Billie Beth is located from his words said to me. Merry kindly tell your fellows to have Tom buy a geography guidebook of the country to study for his confusion. I figured that’ll explain his mind’s brainless stupidity of where he’s going.”

Merry said “On it.”

I focused onto Robert as I added “So where have you Robert been? I’m surprised that you’re not going around wearing your habitual uniformed clothes I keep seeing you wearing.”

Robert spoke in response “That duty has been retired effective immediately on their orders.”

Merry chimed in I heard “Not only on the High Council’s orders but on the Cardinal’s order.”

I exhaled out of shock hearing Merry’s worded reference to the Cardinal, the leader of the city’s religious group citywide. I had done my online internet research on the religious men and women of cloth to answer my questions about Robert’s priestly duty. The Cardinal was the head leader of the religious group, a position held by people of cloth voting that individual into title. Each major city in a regional area of the country had a Cardinal in leadership that led the priests and priestesses to do their religious duties.

I inhaled and spoke “I guess that you Robert caught the Cardinal’s notice from your servitude of the High Council that flatly ordered you out of the religious group in response.”

Robert nodded without saying anything to my annoyance. Robert habitually never talked to me about anything I talked to him for confirmation or denial. Instead, Robert seemed to let me think and figure out the answer to my questions I was thinking like he encouraged me to use my thinking mind. 

I spoke “I think your relieved to be out of the uniform without having to do anything involving duties associated.”

Robert shook his head negatively, making me deflated in response. I accurately sensed Robert enjoyed being a priest from his habit of being a listener listening to people all over the place talking confessions to him. Robert not going around as a priest meant he couldn’t keep his listening habit of hearing people talking confessions to him. The regular clothes he was wearing meant he had to be assertive towards anyone he eavesdropped talking about something to join in the conversation to listen to their confession. 

I spoke “I guess this is going to take getting used to. You going around wearing regular clothing and not being a priest for confessions.”

Robert silently nodded with agreement on the face I saw from him.

“Visit over!” sounded Eden abruptly.

I groaned and stood up watching Robert pick up Miss Vic who didn’t give a yowl of protest as he placed the cat onto the floor while getting up from the armchair. I went to Robert and hugged my brother half-heartedly. Robert wasn’t too affectionate in his behavior towards me from our endless years of knowing each other. Only Ajax seemed more affectionate towards me in his own way of being a hybrid of both Highlander and First One. 

I saw Robert to the door who said, “I’ll keep in touch anyway I can.”

“See that you do.” I spoke.

Once the door was shut, I put my back on it groaning while rubbing my face with both hands. I felt emotionally frustrated hitting me from Robert’s lack of talking information on himself not said to me. I did sense there was a lot more to both the High Council’s and the Cardinal’s order ordering Robert to retire from his priestly duty that my brother wouldn’t tell me. I groaned and figured I would discuss the subject with Merry in the office while focusing on typing our conversation down. I went to the office followed by a faithful Miss Vic that got onto the armchair bathing herself. 

I sat at the desk and meant to ask Merry “What’s going on with Robert and his retirement from his duty?”

Merry said anticipating my question “There’s a woman Leilani that Robert has a feeling for in such a way from his helping her care for her toddler son Kenji. He’s been helping this single mother with her son’s care being a babysitter and fatherly representative. Leilani has gotten him to speak too detailed on his lifestyle in such a way of establishing a relationship between them. She convinced Robert to drop his religious duty to focus on helping her care for her son as her partner in the child’s life. The High Council and the Cardinal jointly agreed with Leilani’s request and told Robert to take retirement. That’s just for now just so he could focus on Leilani and her son Kenji being in his life as long as they live.”

I spoke “I’m cheering from that news that Robert found someone he could relate to having a family life of love and children with.”

Merry said “I know your feelings. You’ve been pushing Robert for too much time to find a woman to love and have children in a family life with since her.”

I knew who Merry was reference to Samara the wife of Robert’s that passed away too long ago of poisoning death in a wine drink she drank. I recalled the story said of Samara drinking both cups containing the poisoned wine in front of Robert preventing him from having medical issues later from the poisoning. It was unclear if Samara was aware of the poison in both cups and drank them both down to save Robert’s life from further harm at the restaurant where both were at. The restaurant was said location despite I suspected another locational area elsewhere where Samara had her poisoning death. I couldn’t get that information out of Robert who refused to talk about the incident or find anything online about Samara’s poisoning death. The only clues’ hint from Robert was Samara’s history as his wife being a part of a mob group of criminal lawbreakers led by a First One dubbed Godfather. Samara being Robert’s wife was a mystery to me because I couldn’t find out details about how they met up and got a marriage declaration done. The only clue hint about Samara was her dark-skinned brown looks with brown eyes and black hair that hinted about former slavery used by the First Ones historically targeting others based on the color of their skin. The High Council was originally led by Highlanders targeted First Ones in slavery in a repressed commanding way. The First Ones in response targeted their own species putting slavery done onto those with different colorings of skin while they lived suffering from the Highlanders led High Council rule. This history was a dark primitive time in Aire’s historical events happened before the advances of technology. I recalled that somehow Tom, being an immortal and a rare First One with telekinetic ability, caught the High Council’s notice to want him into their hands’ grips. Since Tom was in the High Council’s servitude freedoms for all living species both humanoids and animals including First Ones soon afterwards were established with slavery outlawed. 

“Are you glad Mindbender had a conscience to fight for you First Ones?” sounded Merry breaking my thinking.

I was sensing Merry’s question was valid. Tom somehow convinced the High Council of Highlanders to give equality to all living species, both humanoid and animal life living in Aire that went on to the neighboring twin planet Uzan. I realized from Tom’s convincing the High Council, who as a result ordered slavery for any humanoid or animal species declared outlawed and no longer accepted in both Uzan and Aire, the twin planets dubbed Uzair. My mind whirled with a story idea I was working on in one of my endless always-in-progress stories. I worked until I heard a blaring talk overhead by Eden.

“Mealtime mistress and cat!” interrupted Eden blaring annoying me.

I meant to ignore that blaring but Miss Vic yowled “MEOW!”

She sounded hungry along with my stomach growling in hunger making me give up typing onto the laptop temporarily. I saved my work then shut the laptop down intending to do what was dictated by Eden, Miss Vic and my stomach insisting on food.

*
[image: ]


Tom: The first thing I did once through security checkpoint with my duffle bag in hand was head to the tourist shop to buy a guidebook of United High Council Republic’s continental island’s geographical location with cities listed in it.

A Meritanian had said to me “You don’t know where you’re going despite knowing the city name. Go buy a guidebook and study its contents to let you know where locations are nationwide anywhere. You need to figure that out.”

I obeyed the Meritanian’s suggested hint as commanded using handprint to buy the guidebook. I went to the gate area where I was to board the airplane to Juliette City that was across the country on the west coast.

The check in clerk said after registering my handprint, “You’re flying to Juliette City.”

I recalled thinking “Billie Beth is on the west coast and not in the middle of the country.”

I went through security then got told by the Meritanian their comment making me literally buy a guidebook. Once in the boarding area with the duffle bag handle on my arm I peered through the guidebook to find a pictorial map of the entire country. I studied
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