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			Foreword

			Min Eurozan began as a nineteen thousand word short story, but soon took on a life of its own. Judin, Thomael, Kinim, Jaad, Jerren, and Roenn came alive on the page, and it compelled me to record the continuing details of their lives. Every aspect pulled me into the world they inhabited with an insight to their thoughts and actions. I realized it was a privilege to write every triumph and success, along with the defeat and failure. The words fell onto page after page in complicated and messy and joyful and happy ways. They stunned me with every new word, and I was hooked. I had started Min Eurozan in September and finished the manuscript in February. In five short months, I had written over three hundred thousand words and their story was complete.
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			CHAPTER ONE

			The Arrival

			Waking up, my eyelids gently raise to the blue sky, with its fluffy white clouds above me. I can feel the heat from the suns shining down on my body. 

			Looking at the sky I notice there are two suns. Why is it not hotter than it is?

			The ground is warm beneath my back. I feel the hardness of it, holding me up securely. 

			What time is it?

			Placing my hands on the ground I start to rise. Nope, not going to happen. The feeling of vertigo hits me, as I lie back down.

			I don’t remember laying down in the brown grass. Wait, brown grass? 

			I touch it and it feels dry. Where am I?

			A wave of nausea hits me, as I try to remember where I am or how I got here. It feels like I am being barred from knowing where I am. Why?

			Too many questions, and not enough answers. My head begins to ache, as I glance to the blue sky, with wispy white clouds again. There are no vapor trails in the sky. The two suns, one of each side of me, are shining brightly but they aren’t too hot. The temperature is just right. 

			This is weird. 

			I look around me. Really peer around me to see what is around. 

			There are mountain ranges on either side of me. I hear water trickling somewhere nearby. There are rocks of all sizes around me. There are small trees, like full grown ones, but smaller dotted around me in a circle. As I turn my head I note the trees are in a perfect circle around me and the vegetation outside the circle is green and lush.

			Okay, more normalcy. 

			Why can’t I remember how I got there?

			Pushing myself to sit up, the vertigo hits me. I sit quickly and push away the spinning. It takes a bit, but soon it’s gone. 

			“You’ve acclimated.” A familiar male voice in my head, whispers. Strangely, I’m calmed by it. Reassured.

			Acclimated? Acclimated to what? 

			When I close my eyes, I “see” images behind the lids. It’s not a memory or my imagination but like a screen brought down. I marvel at what I behold.

			Earlier…

			“It’s going to take some getting used to.” His dark brown eyes shifted around me, while I watched him. His hands were tucked into his dove grey cargo pants.  I hated it when he was nervous. No matter what situation we are in, it always ended badly when he was nervous. 

			But my trust in him overrode the fear that had risen in me. “How long?”

			His eyes shifted back to mine and he grazed the ground with his Vans. The tops of the grass moved under his shoes. “This is your new home.” He cleared his throat, as his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down. His bow shaped mouth slanted down when he looked back to me. Fear was stamped on his face. “Forever.” He glanced away again. He took the dark temptation of his look away from me. 

			“Forever?” I gasped and felt him mentally pull away from me. 

			His eyes, now almost black, pierced mine, impressing upon me the gravity of the situation.

			***

			My eyelids slide upwards and the images are gone. 

			Almost immediately, I know I am missing something really important, but I don’t know what it is. It’s something that I want, something that I need to be whole. Complete. 

			The feeling wisps away from me and I risk another glance around. 

			“I need to head north,” I hear myself say out loud. It’s as if I memorized what I said and repeating it to myself. 

			Except, I don’t remember memorizing it. 

			As I stand, another feeling of vertigo hits me and I wobble. Nausea rises again, threatening to spill over my lips.

			No, I can’t be weak right now. I have to be strong. 

			I swallow the bile and it burns down my throat. 

			North. Which way is north?

			I close my eyes, trying to remember. 

			Instead, I “see” a movie, already in motion behind my eyelids.

			***

			“Follow the suns for a day,” he says, nonchalantly flashing a hand back and forth. “You will come upon a city. It will be golden.” He glances around nervously again and then back to me.

			“But I don’t want to do that. I want to stay with you.” I move closer to him. 

			He slides back from me, a little. Barely noticeable, but enough for me to know he does not want me touching him.

			For some reason that hurts, not being able to lay a hand on his tanned arm or slide my hand into his grip. I can’t feel the soft grey shirt slide against me, as I lean close to him. Those actions have always brought me comfort. Now, I can’t do that anymore. 

			“Someone will find you. Trust them.” He looks up to the sky, as I follow his gaze, seeing the two suns. 

			“You’re leaving.” I gasp. “And I can’t go.”

			His eyes meet mine, pityingly. I hate that look. I’d seen him give it so many times before, when he knew that he couldn’t change a situation. “You have to stay.” His smile, I am sure means to calm me, does just the opposite. It’s too sad. “But you will be well taken care of.”

			Taken care of, I am sure that means until you die. 

			But I don’t want to stay here. I want to go with him. Always with him. “Why do I have to stay?”

			The corners of his eyes turn down a little again. The sad smile still in place. I hate it when he is sad because it makes me sad too. “Because you have to.” He draws closer to me and brings his hand into mine. “And live.” 

			I wanted to feel his warmth. Instead, I feel a coldness, radiate from him. It keeps me from him.

			“But I want to go with you.”

			He eyes the sky again, as did I. “You can’t. There’s no time.” He slips his hand out of mine and takes a piece of my heart with him. He steps into the perfect round brown circle with the trees surrounding it. “When someone finds you, tell them I sent you.” His eyes find mine and he holds my gaze. “Live. For me.”

			For him. He wants me to live for him?

			“But I don’t…” I start, but he raises a hand, palm out, silencing me. I realize it’s a hand I know intimately.

			“When this happens, you’ll fall asleep.” He clears his throat, as if he wants to say more, but doesn’t. “When you wake up, head north and live. Understand?”

			“I’m not inexperienced.” I step into the circle beside him. 

			“You’re not.” He raises a hand to my face, his fingertips grazing my cheek, as he starts to phase out of this reality. “You’re a bright, capable woman and I…” He stops and looks up. 

			A bright light begins to descend and swirl around him. As it continues to gain momentum, I should feel the wind from it, but I don’t. Instead, a dizziness slams into me and I blink quickly, keeping him in view. 

			He’s leaving! No!!

			I can feel the rejection and pain of the swirling wind. It has never rejected me before, but does now. 

			The light starts to dim, and the vortex of motion begins to swirl upward, away from me. The dizziness pushes me to the ground. 

			It won’t take me, and I don’t know why.

			I strain to keep my eyes open. In a flash, where he is standing is empty and he is gone. 

			Darkness pushes me toward a blackness that welcomes me with open arms.

			***

			I open my eyes, turning myself to the right, and begin walking. I have no idea how far I have to go, but I trust that he is honest in what he said. I’ve always trusted him – implicitly. He’s never failed me. Not one time. 

			Even now, stuck wherever I am, doing what he wants, I trust him. I miss him so much it hurts my heart, but I know that the directions  he gave me are true. 

			And so, I walk, not knowing what I will find other than a golden city.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER TWO

			The Journey

			I walk for what seems like hours. Instead of feeling tired, I feel almost renewed with each step I take. My breaths are cleansing. A newness washing over me and, at the same time, a familiarity. It’s as if I am going home.

			Except I’m not. I have never been to the place I currently am. Hence, where I am going will be foreign to me. I have no experience with it, other than it is a golden city.

			I have never ever seen any place golden in all of our travels.

			Our travels. Not my travels. Ours. Who is the “ours”?

			In my mind, I know I have travelled with two men. I have gone on adventures with them on separate occasions. I have been … places … with them. When I try to reach for the knowledge of where, it alludes me, as if it is a living thing, running from me.

			A pain in my head takes me to my knees. I press a palm against where it hurts the most. It is as if what I want to know is there, but I can’t access it.

			Or is it that I shouldn’t access it?

			I close my eyes. A familiar, yet strange scene, begins behind my lids.

			***

			“She shouldn’t know. It would only upset her more.” His eyes, the color of turbulent sea, flashes to me and then the other man. The light behind him framing his red hair, catching it on fire.  “We don’t want her agitated.” Tenderness laces his soft tone.

			The other man, the one I had seen in my memory “movie” with the dark brown eyes, glances to me and then back to the red headed man. “I agree.” Care and concern evident in his tone. 

			I ‘look’ around myself and see that I am in a bed, naked. A sheet rests on top of me. I can see the men are fully dressed and standing just outside the bedroom. 

			I’m in a bedroom? In a bed without anything on, while three men watch me sleep. Why am I okay with this? Why does it seem like I trust them? As if I am theirs. 

			Another man strides up to them. His blonde head turns to the bed. An ache for me emanates from his sky blue eyes. He takes his time perusing my body and glances to the other two men. 

			“I shouldn’t be here.” There is an urgency in his voice.

			Desire slams into me. I want the three of them. The blonde haired man. And the one with dark brown hair. And the red head. 

			“I know that.” The dark haired one with the dove grey button down shirt answers, quietly. “But we need to make this decision together. Everything we do now has to be done as one. To maintain consistency.”

			“Yes.” The red haired man, in the soft grey suit jacket with thin black lines crossing it, agrees. He unbuttons the jacket with a right hand in a well-practiced move. That hand slides into his midnight colored slacks front pocket. “For her.”

			“I need to get back.” The cornflower blue sleeveless sweatshirt moves with the blonde as he turns to look behind himself. “She is waiting on me. I told her I wouldn’t be very long.” His eyes find mine again, hungrily. “Maintaining this distance from her is draining my willpower.” He physically turns from me to face the other two men.

			The shape of his mouth captures my attention. I love it, and what it can do to me. He has an amazingly hearty appetite. 

			“I feel the same.” The red head spoke, as he glances toward me, with a needy expression. The red haired man speaks again and directs his question towards the man with the brown hair. “She’s yours now. What do you want to do?” 

			Three heads turn toward me now. I am the centerpiece of conversation, but feel like the main course of a dinner. I feel as if they are ready to pounce, ready to devour me. First with their eyes, then their mouths, and then their bodies. 

			They stare openly lustful at me, simultaneously clearing their throats. Almost as one, the blonde and red head turn back to the dark haired one. The blonde one groans quietly, as the red haired one shifts uncomfortably where he stands. 

			The dark brown eyes of the man wearing the dove grey shirt, are transitioning to black as I watch. He is moving from me to the men. I am missing his presence most of all. “I will take her there.”

			The red haired man looks to the blonde and then back to the dark one. “Home?”

			“Yes. I will take care of her, keep her safe.”

			The blonde one growls out loud. He clenches his hands, until they become fists. “Then we won’t see her.”

			I sense he is the possessive one. Of the three of them, he would own me. And, heaven help me, I would let him. 

			The dark haired one turns to the blonde. “No. Not for a while. But her safety is paramount.” He takes a breath and continues. “This hasn’t been done before. We didn’t know what would happen if we all agreed.” The red haired man’s gaze shifts from him to me and back again. “Now that it has, she must not be brought to harm.” 

			Three sets of eyes watch me now. Sea green ones that can churn to the color of a stormy sea. Blue ones that can darken to the color of an overcast day. Maple brown ones that can turn black as the darkest night. 

			I have seen all the changes in their eyes once upon a time. When we were all together. The best night of my life. The only night I can ever remember truly having them as one. 

			“I would do anything for her.” Reverence rings out in the red haired man’s voice. “She is my soul.”

			Blue eyes flash from one man to another and then to me, as I lie on the bed. “Her body is mine.” He turns to the other men, challenging them, while speaking the truth.

			“And she has my heart.” The dark haired one smiles sadly. It’s as if he wants what he cannot have just yet.

			The red head eyes me again, hungrily. Of the three of them, I feel he is the patient one, waiting to claim me as his, in the most tender way imaginable. 

			“We do whatever we have to. I just don’t have to like it.” The tall blonde one watches me carefully.

			“At least you still have her for a time.” The red haired man’s eyes darken to a violent green as he watches the darker haired one. “We don’t have that, do we, Kinim?” He turns to the dark haired one.

			Kinim’s head turns from me, and I feel bereft. “No, Jerren, I don’t. And you have yet to fully know her.” His hand dropping carefully on the other’s shoulder. “But you will.”

			How does Jerren not know me? I know, somehow, that we have all lain together. Jerren has to know who I was when we were all together. Didn’t he? Am I, in my opinion, that brazen?

			As I watch myself on the bed, I know I am that brazen. I want those men, like I need my next breath. 

			“And you, Kinim, you still have her.” Jerren glances to the floor. “For a while longer. Until…“

			“Until you get her.” Kinim raises his hand, still watching the bed. “Quiet. You’ll wake her and she needs her rest.” He sighs loudly. “Yes, I do have her and will take care of her.” He turns to Jerren. “Take care of her for me, please.” 

			Understanding eyes meet – both Kinim and Jerren’s. Both want me, almost with an equal passion. 

			“Of course.” Jerren holds out a hand. All three men start moving from the door. “We shall have her again.” He glances to me as they move away. “She is as sweet to me as warm honey, and I can’t wait to partake of her again.”

			The three of them nod their heads. 

			It should be scary, how they all move almost as one. But it isn’t. It is beautiful, and comforting. Power exudes from them, and I crave it.

			“None of us can.” Kinim replies, hastily. “But we shall all wait for the right moment. Agreed, Thomael?” He turns to the blonde haired man.

			Thomael nods his head, once. “Yes.” The softness of his tone is almost my undoing. 

			I love all three of them equally. 

			Was that even possible?

			They begin walking away from me, talking in quiet tones. 

			***

			“Are you alright?” A female’s voice rings in my ears. 

			I lie curling up on the ground in a fetal position, trying to block out everything around me. Pain sears at me from every direction.

			“I shall get you help.” Her voice resounds in my head like a gong. Her footsteps are thunderous in my ears. “I’ll be right back.”

			Tears leak from my eyes. I can’t help it. Every sight, smell, and sound around me rings through my body, like knives stabbing at me.

			“Please.” I beg as I have done on more than one occasion. I don’t know what I am begging for, but I need it desperately. “Please.” 

			The pain in my chest magnifies, as I curl into myself more. Sounds, I know should be indistinguishable to me, rush at me in succession. I can’t block them out. The light hurts my eyes. When I try to open them, it is as if daggers are piercing them. 

			“I don’t want to be alone.” I wrap my arms around my stomach and cry, until all of my tears are spent.

			***

			Loud footsteps crunch  near me. Booming voices overlap.

			“Where does she comes from?” A woman states, her voice tired.

			More footsteps, then complete silence. 

			“We’ll take her to the city.” Says a man, his voice is controlled, authoritative. He is used to getting what he wants. It isn’t a command, but a request. “She is in much pain. We must be silent as we walk. I will tell the others to take care as we move.”

			“Yes, sir.” This is from the worried woman. 

			More footfalls, this time retreating from me. 

			“I will take care of you.” 

			The man’s voice is soothing, and I begin crying silently. 

			“I know. You will be well.” 

			I feel his hand hover over my eyes, but he is not touching them. 

			“Sleep.”  

			As my body begins to relax, I feel a set of hands slipping beneath me, as I am being carefully lifted into a set of man’s arms.

			Behind my eyelids, I see worlds rotating on their axes. The colors are vibrant and true. I see myself with a blond man, watching the planets, and then with a dark haired man. Thomael and Kinim. I adore Thomael, and see him as my equal. I love Kinim with all of my heart, even though there are times he is too controlling. I think there should be a red haired man, but never see him. Who was he? Had our time not yet come? Was he a figment of my imagination?

			I never fully lose consciousness, but lightly rest. Every sound comes to me, but seem as if they have been muted. While I am grateful, I am also curious. How do all of the noises quiet as I am carried to wherever I am being taken? I could have sworn they are loud until we arrive and then hushed. 

			Who are these people? Why do the arms I am in, feel so familiar, yet strange? Where am I being taken? 

			Feels we move for quite a while, then stop.  I feel as if I am moving up a set of stairs and rising, as if in an elevator. I “see” the dimming and brightening of the light and feel the air moving around me. All of my senses are alert, but I don’t want to respond to them. 

			I know I should be fearful of not being able to react to stimuli, but I’m not. Intuitively, I know the man holding me will take care of me. Of everything. I shouldn’t have that complete trust in someone I have just met, but I do. In fact, that has only happened to me once. I don’t know when, but know it has. I also know that trust led me here. Wherever here is. 

			I want to see where I am and who is holding me. So, I am making the conscious choice to open my eyes. They will only peek open, just a little, enough for me to get a good look at the man holding me.

			His hair is white and elegantly coiffed. There are lines around his shining eyes and laugh lines around his bow-like mouth. He is tall and standing ramrod straight. An air of confidence and authority surrounding him. His footsteps are sure. 

			As he speaks, it is for my ears only. “You should be sleeping.”

			I want to answer him, tell him who I am, and ask him who he is. Tell him I want answers to questions I have. I want to know everything about where I am and what is happening. 

			But I don’t speak. 

			“You aren’t afraid.” 

			Not a suggestion or idea, but a statement of fact. He knows he’s right, and that I’m not scared of him.

			“I will care for you until you are ready.”

			Until I am ready for what? And why do I believe everything he has said?

			We are still moving, walking up a set of stairs to the top of them. It’s just he and I now. I had heard the other footsteps fall away. 

			I am propped up against a thick stack of pillows and chance a glance around me. 

			The room is elegantly appointed and huge. A canopied bed in ivory brocade, with a soft comforter. The entire room is done in shades of gold and ivory. A chair sits on both sides of the bed and on the other side of the room sits a large desk. Behind the desk is a golden curtain that stretched from floor to ceiling. A chair sits on both sides of the desk. Between it and myself are several lower tables and a few richly appointed chairs. 

			Odd that a bedroom and meeting room should be mixed. 

			The man brushes a thumb across my forehead and speaks quietly. “I will take your pain.”

			His eyes close and the pain ceases. I see him barely wince. Then he straightens
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