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Victoria: Our Story

Edenia Series

By Beth Hoyer

 


This is the story of I as named Victoria
Montreal Thunder and my husband bonded mate friend Tom Mindbender
Thunder including our adoptive daughter Mikayla Victoria Joy
Thunder. This story is typed down as recorded on the orders of the
High Council of Eyes.

 


I remembered attending a church mass with Tom
there in his hooded High Council robe of entirely black covering
his head entirely leaving slits for seeing. We were forced to sit
near the front of the church by people gathering around the back
ends’ pews parts. I remembered Tom and me had a whole row of a pew
to us. I’m not sure if Tom’s size of sitting taller than anyone
blocked people’s views of seeing the ceremony of what the Sun Lord
did.

The Sun Lord arrived by bagpiper blaring
noises to the tune of “Amazonia.”

That’s the song I recognized as the official
Sun Lord’s music in churches of worship. The Sun Lord proceeded to
bore me with reading from a book in foreign language.

I managed to find out online the internet
“Gaelic is the language is as dubbed the traditional words of
blessing each Sun Lord has to say whenever they hold masses in a
place of worship.”

I know the High Council had something to do
with that blessing from recognizing the sounds of gibberish talk
spoken in a phase.

The saying translates to “Beware the High
Council’s wrath.”

I don’t know what language said that
gibberish talk or the group said “We insisted you say that saying
for blessing in your churches.”

That saying is common among places of worship
Tom said “I recalled hearing that saying’s words as a blessing from
the worshippers’ Sun Lords’ saying the blessing.”

I do remember what the Sun Lord said which I
have onto another file out of that his sermon isn’t a part of my
journaling notes. Anyway the Sun Lord’s sermon sounded like someone
talked to him what my Tom’s reason for his scarring mark using a
saint of Moorra named George of Avon while giving that reason.

The Sun Lord concluded his sermon making me
annoyed to hear with “God hold you in the hollow of his hand.”

He made the Sun Lord’s traditional sign of
blessing in front of him by hand up into a chop method sideways
going in four directions by up and down then right to left while
giving blessings. We all stood up in response to form the blessing
gesture of touching each shoulder with a hand going across to do
that touching. The music of the bagpiper sounded followed by the
male breathing into the musical instrument going down the aisle
leading the Sun Lord and two disciples to the lobby entrance of the
church. I sighed recalling the Sun Lord as the accepted titled name
of priest said a story. His story originated from Uzan as that
sister planet to the current home planet was declared name than
that insulting name of Freedom. I sensed a hand grip my hand in
response breaking my reverie. I looked at the hand’s owner I
recognized clad in a black hooded robe of the High Council of Eyes
as that manipulative group of nine telepathic Highlanders that
appear to be elves from their pointed ears. Their not elves and
hate that named term including that their eyes are twinning style
to a human that makes them feel insulted. Tom sat next to me
gripping my hand on and off listening to the story. The hand’s
owner was him who had eye holes where his human black eyes were
seen despite his tall height and large size. I sensed from the
hand’s repeated gripping that he my version of Tom Thunder himself
was struggling to reassure himself of the story the Sun Lord
said.

The High Council unsure of where the named
term “Of Eyes” has said ordered towards my Tom himself “You to go
publicity wearing the hooded robe in First Ones’ places of worship
as our ambassador to those places for us.”

He has obeyed doing that doing the requested
behaviors of the people attending masses as one calls’ the
gatherings in the First Ones’ places of worship in the cities of
Aire the planet’s official name of identification than United High
Council Republic of American States of Aire. I heard that Aire was
easy to say than that mouthful names which is the official name for
identifying the planet.

The High Council has said “We insisted on the
name of High Council Republic!” while throwing a fit.

I read according to the files “There’s an
unconfirmed story a rumor that the High Council’s insisting name
the planet fit drove Mindbender to get furious with them enough to
free him from a battery trapped status.”

It was Tom admitted to me “I insisted to the
High Council ‘You to use the First Ones with their technology
advances of powering technology are to figure out a way to copy
them with their battery’s status.’”

I know Tom mentioned that to me but I know
he’s still won’t talk on why he freed himself from that trap.

“Why did you free yourself?” I’ve asked him
which he said “I don’t want to talk about it so drop the
subject.”

I figured that’s a sore subject between
himself and the High Council who both have agreed not to talk on
that subject. Tom’s hand was felt shifting into Berserker’s clawed
hand through the black gloves which I eyed him by the eyes to see
his eyes were flaring that. He was aiming his eyes not at me but at
someone in the audience like indicating something wrong. I forced
myself to sit down appearing to bend to pick up my backpack and
crouch down as I noticed Tom’s familiar fist threat gesture. His
eyes weren’t blocked by glasses or anything making it easier for
him to do his manipulation. I kept my eyes onto Tom to hear the
bagpiper quit his noises unaware of that situation followed by loud
ahem noise. I heard that ahem noise sounded like getting someone’s
attention.

”Excuse me child are you upset?” I heard.

I peered over the pew to find various people
had copied me and ducked down while the Sun Lord I saw was standing
glaring at someone hidden by a pew.

The Sun Lord heard loudly “The god king
always gives mercy towards the ones who commit wrong doing! I warn
you he’ll punish in a way that’s unexpectedly! Release your victim
now!”

I saw a figure stand up holding another
figure in a choke hold of karate from the gesture both males. The
choked male looked old enough to be a grandfather while the choker
appeared to be a young male around teenager aged old.

The teenaged male as heard said “Father he
won’t doing anything for me!”

I know the Sun Lords’ titled name is father
for males while mother for females with a name but the High Council
said “We refer the priests by the titled name of Sun Lord than
anything else.”

I caught Tom’s glare aimed at me which I
ducked down and proceeded to use my ears “Stay down Victoria.” His
glare said.

I heard the victim choking out “I’ve got
nothing to do with this!”

The Sun Lord as heard said “I know it my
child. I’m talking towards another waylaid child that should
realize the god king will always show caring towards his
children.”

I realized by the Meritanians’ mind scanning
a familiar plant Taylerra speaking in mind “I’m afraid only another
Moorra got to show to the Moorra that their Moorra themselves which
meant revealing their hidden identity. I saw that the Moorra doing
the threatening behavior isn’t convinced unless another Moorra
presented them to show their accepted is when he’ll be convinced.
You’ve got to be the one to do that for your well known among the
First Ones’ including those in the pew who aren’t fooled by Tom’s
hooded status that he’s Tom.”

I hissed a breath and without a word shifted
to eye Tom who had his attention onto the Moorra obviously not
hearing Taylerra’s conversation.

I sat up loudly speaking “Excuse me Moorra
but what will convince you that Father is correct with his wordings
and sermon?”

I felt Tom’s hand onto my shoulder as if
protective while eyed the Moorra who did a double take look seeing
me.

I recalled the Source willed if forwards the
Moorra’s eyes widen “Master forwards.”

I spoke in the Source’s masculine deep voice
loudly “Moorra’s come in all shapes and sizes including those you
don’t know who you think you know by appearance isn’t who they are
unless you get to know them.”

I blame Taylerra compelling me to speak that
wording as the Moorra without a word freed the victim he seen
rubbing palms over his eyes. I willed aside the Source getting
Tom’s hand onto my shoulder become ironclad like protecting me. I
walked out of the pew the people sensed gasping of shock from the
noises.

“God king’s daughter!” I heard said that
annoying deity goddess status towards me including “Ooh wow!”

The Sun Lord managed to get his assistants to
attend to the victim. He went to the Moorra to take the male’s arm
gently not resisting to a confession’s room by doorway in the
wall.

Both went inside with “Confessing do not
disturb!” sign onto the doorknob.

I marched myself out of the church to the
parking in the city’s street where Tom guided me to our vehicle.
His tall height made it easier for him to see where our driver was
leaning against the car waiting for us. We both got inside me
giving off humph noises Tom removing his hood to bare only his
face.

He flexed a hand in my direction with his
glowing entirely sun colored eyes aimed at me to say “I disagreed
with your actions but wasn’t going to comment anything.”

He like said “I want an explanation from you
putting yourself in danger. I’m not going to be put off unless you
said that excuse-”

“Taylerra!” I blurt who chose the moment to
appear landing between us she growling angrily “Tom I’m indicating
myself responsible for her situation!”

Tom in response picked up Taylerra and
settled the plant onto his lap he leaning back with hood covering
his face. I couldn’t tell what his reaction to that situation of
what happened in that church as the driver ignored us. The driver a
Highlander like always driving vehicles for First Ones’ like me
kept his silence despite Taylerra appearing into the vehicle. The
vehicle drove to my building’s residence which is where we both
were out of the vehicle Tom carrying Taylerra in hand.

I know from rumors “The god king’s daughter
is she’s accompanied by a rose bush potted plant she habitually
talks to.”

I know that’s the Meritanians’ manipulation
to explain why I’m always accompanied by Taylerra without her name
said. Tom followed me passed the crowd held back by barricades like
always holding recorder devices and flashing them aimed at us. I
could hear the schizophrenic voice I’m sick with a mental illness
of hearing voices with or without that Source in control.

The voice reared its head involving me
“You’re filmed paranoid feeling!”

I forced myself to walk through to the lobby
into the elevator held open by a doorman that managed the elevators
“Good evening Ma’am!”

There were extra security doormen working the
building since I’ve taken residence.

I’ve managed to inform the residents “This is
Victoria Montreal Thunder aka Veronica Thomas Incorporation
creator. I’m living in the building with you residents. I warn you
that there’ll be presses camped out for my god king’s status as
daughter of a deity lord.”

I moved into that building soon after I
graduated college with a degree themed in writing dubbed literature
arts.

I ignored “Good evening sir and ma’am!” to go
to the elevator and heard Taylerra’s “humph, do something!”

I obeyed to shut the elevator doors by
pressing the button twenty one that always led to the floor where
my apartment was in the middle of the building.

I’m told the residents by their communications “Dear Missus Thunder
we show our loyalty towards you. We allow you to live in the
building Montreal’s Castle Residences with a request for you to
continue to live there despite the fuss of the presses camped
outside. The apartments in the twelfth floor marked by the button
twenty one are set aside for you and your companions for body
guarding.”

I pressed by the number twenty one was for me
and my security detail if I ever hired anyone to guard me. I so far
I haven’t despite dependant onto my Tom and my relative Mavis
Petersen both to guard me. I also recalled that Breaker another of
Barry’s off springs like Jinks my father himself has habitually
guarded me if neither were available. I took the elevator to our
floor and walked into the hallway taking the apartment further from
the elevator but in the middle of the floor’s layout.

“I insisted we take the middle apartment on
this floor set aside for you.” as said by Tom who said “I found the
location suitable for your protection.”

I’m not going to question his reasoning but I
heard “There’s a case of a corner residence being hit by flying
debris if you’re in that apartment if you took a corner
residence.”

I went into the apartment by hand’s print
sensing me “Your filmed paranoid feeling!”

I was thinking “I’m itching to get inside out
of my white pantsuit as marking me as an original and not a cloned
copy!”

I’m sure that Tom’s an original version of a
cloned Tom himself but I’m not sure of which version he is despite
High Council said “We forbidden you to read files on
Mindbender.”

The High Council said “We insisted you quit
asking Mindbender too many nosy questions about his past and who he
was to your nosiness’ curiosity to read our files.”

I have obeyed despite Tom during sleeping
periods with him in bed cuddling has indicated some nightmare
plaguing him he won’t say what it is “Help me no, no, no don’t do
that to me Moorra mommy no Moorra!”

Tom said during the nightmare which I told
him “Just tell the High Council what that nightmare is about. It’s
seems their trustworthy to keep your secrets by keeping me from my
rude nosy questions.”

Tom in response flared that Berserker’s side
in control that only appearance changes is his eyes and hands’
nails becoming longer length “Never ask me to tell the High Council
anything that I’m bothered by!”.

There’s nothing involving his monster side
“Where’s your monster bulking side involving your upper body
including fanged teeth?”

This is one question I was hoping to ask him
despite he said “I’m not going to explain towards you why I don’t
have that hulky bulking side involving my Berserker’s side.”

I figured “That was none of my business.” as
laid down the law by the High Council “You’re nosiness involving
nosy questions is the pits and causing trouble among First
Ones.”

“You should be telling the High Council what
was bothering you.” I said which Tom flared that side in control
and stared at me with a glare “Don’t ever ask me that do that!”

I did sense my mind scanned “Mind
scanned!”

Tom showed that Berserker’s side then he
stopped flaring it which my voices quit its noises involving mind’s
scanned he said “Your curiosity sucks Victoria!”

Tom without a word of my response resumed
laying down wrapping me into a hug he forcing my eyes shut “Go to
sleep Victoria I’ll protect you during your sleep while guarding
you.”

Tom was just going to lay there while awake
watching me sleep.

I found that true by waking up to sensing
someone staring at me “Spying Tom Thunder!”

“Victoria wakey wake up its morning” The
alarm blared at seven o’clock in the morning “Ring a ding!”

I recalled waking up see Tom laying onto his side I laying onto my
side he staring at me with a puppy dogged begging expression “I
love you Victoria.”

I know from that expression can mean various
things other than just an apology or sexual frustration. Tom’s
moods are like a First One’s showing of moods like happy outside
could meant terribly sad inside. I have that problem myself. I
walked inside our apartment into the lobby room to the private room
where I left my sweats inside.

I exchanged my clothes as Tom was heard
putting Taylerra said “Put me down where I wanted to be placed
which is Victoria’s office writing room onto her coffee table.”

“Whew! Glad to get out of this monkey suit of
confining clothes!” I got out of my clothes hanging the pantsuit
behind the door that always “Clothes require a dry cleaning
service!”

High Council said “Only we determine your
suited clothes are too dirty for its cloudy whiteness.”

I left the private room to go to the office a
spare bedroom of the four bedroom apartment I figured from computer
research online Tom said “I picked that because of the apartment’s
got four bedrooms while the other apartments on the floor had of
one to three bedrooms.”

Ugh once in my office I booted up the
computer and with Taylerra sitting onto my coffee table off my
right I began typing “What do you remember Victoria?” blared
Taylerra who added “Type that down!”

The desk is sideways facing the wall of
windows Tom said “I’m insisting you don’t sit back to the door or
window but to the bookcases in the room. This is safer for safety’s
sakes on them being both sides of the window’s wall.”

I obeyed to get an email icon from the High
Council “This is the boneheads!”

Bonehead at boneheads which my email address
“Your email name will be Mikayla Victoria at boneheads as I
insisted.” by Tom saying that name towards me.

 


The email I got from the High Council was
them saying “We’re testing your memory recall involving quoted
conversations.”

I can’t remember enough to quote that email
but I remembered what it’s about.

That email was in my words “We testing you to
see if you could remember any details such as the church
incident.”

I’ve remembered what I could remember and
typed that down in a new file.

I’m hearing “Mommy no Moorra Mama no help
me!”

This noise is sounding off my right side to
find Tom had snuck into my office without me noticing him.

He had fallen asleep onto my couch to blare
his wording getting voice blaring “Pity me!”

I don’t know what to do for Tom with his
nightmares he keeps on getting over and over “Tom tell me what the
hell their about!”

He said “Never ask me to tell you what their
about by verbalized talk.”

This explains why’s I’m nosy enough to know
what information the High Council know on him.

“I have hopes to help Mindbender out with his
mental health problems.” I said in an email to the boneheads the
High Council.

“Mindbender seemed to not be sleeping very
good from those nightmares. He has been sensed during periods of
his nightmares waking me up to be lying awake staring at the
ceiling.” I said which boned boneheads said “Stop reminding us to
help Mindbender! We’re working on the problem!”

I used the alarm to signal “When’s its time
for me to get up and start my day?”

Seven o’clock with occasions at six o’clock
in the morning.

I recalled from the High Council said “We’re
letting you read files on your clones dubbed Victorians.”

The files said “The Victorians have a bad
habit of an endless sleeping without cutting it off unless a loud
noise sounded which wakes them up.”

Jinks my father raiser has said “I indicated
I’ve got that problem myself.”

“Jinks, is a birthed clone of the High
Council who does whatever we say without protest.” according to
their files.

I asked the question “Who fathered or
mothered me?”

“You are the original one of the females
birthed through three females that was sexed by the same male for
us to do their cloning manipulation medical means.”

I know that according to files “Jinks, is
reportedly came from the clone that fathered the original three
Victorians” but my mother has yet to be pointed out “Who’s my
mother and what happened to her?”

I figured she was a Highlander that carried
me in a very sick allergic way something the High Council in their
angry fit “We’re angry at your nosiness. We have told you off not
to ask us any questions on your mother.”

I wasn’t able to find “Files not found can’t
compute.” on her “The information as shared is verbalized waiting
to be recorded.”

There are pieces of the Humans’ aka First
One’s home world on Aire “Call the planet earth by the name of
Terrania.”

“The land’s piece transferred is called
United States of America.” The group said “We insisted on tales and
memories to be recorded on devices’ methods.”

I shifted to eye Tom pausing from typing
mostly watching his face unsure of what to do with his tormented
expression of pleading onto his face. I continued typing for I
don’t know what to do for Tom obviously suffering I hate seeing him
suffer from a mental health issue. I should accept I suffer from a
mental health issue myself of hearing a schizophrenic voice
commentary comments including commentary from the Meritanians and
other voiced talk involving the Source’s abilities. I am trying my
best to cope with this mental health issue by finding ways to cope.
I admits I don’t like seeing others suffering from their own mental
health issues like my poor Tommy boy himself-

 


“Victoria, get out of that chair now!” I was
interrupted by the typing by some windy storm pushing me out of the
chair that fell onto its side with a faint thud against the padded
rugged floor “Victoria, get over here!”

I was thrown towards Tom’s outstretched hand
by him willing the Berserker in control “Victoria to me! Excuse me
Victoria I have to do this grabbing you by the neck!”

I felt once I was on his lap he quit his
choke me gesture “Sorry Victoria.”

Tom settled me to sit onto his lap putting a
hand onto my cheek rubbing with his clawed hand “I love you
Victoria!”

“I sensed you wanted something but I wasn’t
sure of what you really wanted from me.”

Tom with his Berserker in control is usually
not easy to read to figure out his moods.

He hugged me in response as Taylerra was
sensed disappearing out of the room by a light show “Get me out of
here!”

I was rather “I’m confused to what Tom wanted
to do towards me.”

I did feel as he hugged me ironclad in a
hugged hold “Hold on Victoria fly!”

He caused a windy storm blowing all around us
both “Hold onto me Victoria, I’m furious and need to blow my
temper!”

I figured was from him blowing steam and
hugging me to prevent me hurt.

“Thud rap dap.” My laptop and items in the
room tied down by Tom’s said “I order you to make those items tied
down in case I throw a wind storm.” rattled from trying to free
their bondages.

“Hold on Victoria!” Tom continued to hold me
ironclad his clawed hand pushing the side of my face into his chest
“Put your arms around me!”

I did feel myself itching to fly around but
wrapped arms around Tom holding onto him tightly around his
middle.

“Ugh!” He kept up the fit of the tornado
storm seemingly lengthy then with an exhale of a breath sensed from
his chest the wind storm stopped abruptly “Whew!”

Papers and books were strewn around the room
not tied down as Tom was sensed letting go of me “Your safe now
Victoria.”

He had his Berserker side back within him as
he kissed me on the lips then said “Excuse me while I go to pick up
the mess I made.”

I figured that the wind’s storm was his way
of releasing his mental health issues.

“Damn it that thing froze up!” I resumed the
laptop finding I had to restart that thing and found my work saved
Oh Yay!

I typed this down out of needing to record
this “Poor Tom can express himself with those raging windy
storms.”

I don’t know what to do for Tom’s mental
health issues that the only way he can release his tension is cause
those windy tornado storms within a location he’s at. Ugh.

“You got an email from the boneheads at
bonehead!” by their skull bones pirate’s image popping up onto the
dashboard icon onto my computer program for typing.

 


Email said “You are ordered to voice out loud
what the contents were while copying them to your journaling
files”

Email said “Mikayla Joy Jinks is a daughter
birthed from the Zesky Asylum through a lunatic telepathic female
named Joy.

“You admit it how you got samples from
Mindbender or else!” The Zesky Asylum said “We refused to admit to
you on how we managed to acquire samples of Mindbender himself to
create his daughter born on Terrania.”

His daughter reportedly disappeared during
the attack on earth said “Oh damn it there a victim of the attack
on the planet. Location where’s the victims are at indicated an
exploding firebomb status.”

This file said “This deathly status is proven
other wise. She was reportedly with others picked up by a species
humanoids named Fishla from Uzan who then dumped them onto the
Freeloaders the Keos to take care of.

One of
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