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Behold a child born
beneath the waves in a land lost in the mist of legend.

Marked by the great
dragon, he shall live among the many races, his destiny unknown to
all.

From this child shall come
the union of two warring nations, and herald in a time of great
change and upheaval.

Behold the child, warrior
and prince, who shall lead a great army against an ancient evil,
intent to plunge the earth in darkness evermore.

 


Atlantean prophecy,

 


Author unknown 1126 B.C.

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


March

 


Zeke bit out a vicious curse as he ran
through the alley, his boots pounding the pavement with in a quick
thumping tempo. He burst out on the sidewalk turning sharply to the
right, nearly stumbling as he found his way blocked by a homeless
man pushing a grocery cart full of his belongings. The old man
cried, attempting to move out of the way and abandoning his
belongings in a frantic effort to avoid the collision.

Gathering his strength, muscles
bunching, he leapt. His long legs carried him clear of the cart.
The old man’s string of obscenities were nothing more than
background noise as Zeke’s boots hit the concrete with a solid
thump. Bolting forward, his arms pumped harder to give him greater
speed. All his attention narrowed to just one pain in the ass,
dark-haired Lycan sprinting ahead of him.

Godsdamn Pure Bloods.

He didn’t have time for this shit. He
thought he kept upwind of Lucien’s sensitive nose, always following
just far enough back to blend into the crowd, as he trailed after
Temple Fox’s top dog … or wolf, in this case. He cursed the March
winds, so prevalent in the Las Vegas valley this time of year. They
blew strong, shifting direction with a sudden microburst of air.
Lucien stiffened, raising his head to sniff the air, and just that
quickly Zeke had been made.

The quick and easy grab and dash for
Oman’s Seal died a quick death as the asshole took off, leading
Zeke a merry chase through what the locals called “old town”. So
far the crowds had been sparse, but he knew his luck wouldn’t last.
When it came to the Lycan it never did.

“Where the hell are you,
Zeke?” his fellow Enforcer demanded in his ear bud.

“I’m kind of busy,
Christophe,” he snapped, watching Lucien duck into another alley
between Main Street and Charleston, getting closer to more
populated areas. Damn, looked like jumping in front of this bastard
would be a no go, the risk of materializing in the same spot as
another too dicey.

And messy. A one way ticket to the
afterlife, for him and the sorry SOB.

Christophe’s voice crackled in his
ear, the edge of irritation clear. “What the fuck, Zeke? How did he
get a bead on you?”

Zeke’s gritted his teeth in
frustration. “I’m busy here, so if you don’t mind stowing the ass
chewing.” He ripped the bud out of his ear with a snarl and poured
on more speed, hitting the alley just in time to see Lucien leap
over the remaining wall and disappear from view.

Oh, hell no. The big
bastard won’t get away from me that easily.

Zeke pushed his body even harder,
racing with everything he had toward the wall. Leaping high he used
the side wall as a springboard, hands gripping the top bricks of
the wall, his momentum carrying him over in a back flip worthy of
any gymnast. His feet touched the ground with a solid thud, and
knees flexed, he surged forward in a dead run.

Lucien’s dark head bobbed up ahead,
ducking into alleys and side streets in an effort to lose him. Zeke
dug into his reserves, his focus narrowed to only one objective,
keep Lucien in his sights. He pushed through the thickening crowd
of people as he made the strip.

The irritating sound of cards snapping
on his right broke through his concentration; a hand flashing a
picture of a bare breasted blonde was shoved into his face. With a
snarl he shoved the man back, not staying to watch the man lose his
balance, cards flying into the air as he went down hard on his
ass.

He gained on Lucien. Reaching out a
hand he could almost touch him. His heart pumped, breath coming in
ragged gasps as his lungs threatened to seize from the
effort.

So close, almost
there…

Lucien dove hard to the
left, giving Zeke no time to adjust his trajectory, barreling
through the intersection in front of an oncoming car. He saw the
driver’s eyes widen in shock a split second before he hit the
fender of the car, flipping up in the air and landing hard on the
hood with a crunch of metal buckling under his weight. His back
made contact with the windshield with a sharp thwack. White hot pain shot through
his body, stealing the breath from his lungs. The window cracked
from the impact, spider webbing across the smooth surface before
sagging inward toward the shocked driver.

Damn, that
hurt.

With a low groan he rolled off the
dented hood dropping to his knees as he struggled for breath. Not
one of his best moves. Out of habit he touched his shades, relieved
to find them still in one piece. The last thing he needed was for
anyone to see his eyes. Even amongst the different breeds, they
were unusual. Add to that an old, obscure prophecy attached to his
birth, and … well, he was just glad no one knew of that little
tidbit of information. He felt bruised, but nothing seemed broken
as he tested his arms and legs, slowly rising to his
feet.

Zeke didn’t have time to waste, the
clock ticking down, and every second putting Lucien further from
his reach. Ignoring the still stunned driver he lunged into a run,
turning into the small alley he’d watched Lucien duck into just
before he became a hood ornament. His gut clenched, knowing Lucien
would seek the most populated areas to get lost in.

Putting his ear bud back in place he
palmed his cell, thankful to see it still working, and punched in a
number. “Yeah, Marcus, I lost him, but I know where he is going. If
you can get someone over to Temple’s I can jump to the
location.”

“I have Cody in that area.
Hang tight. It shouldn’t be long.”

Marcus hung up leaving Zeke to pace.
It seemed like hours, yet the wait was only minutes when his phone
chirped a happy tune. “Are you in place?”

“Mon
ami. I’m hurt. No hello, how are
you?”

“I’m not in the mood,
Cody. Just tell me if it is safe for a jump,” Zeke bit out, losing
his patience with the cocky Cajun.

“You have no sense of
humor,” Cody growled, disgust evident in his tone. “All right, just
tune in, or whatever you do. It’s clear.”

Zeke concentrated on the thread of
energy coming from the other end of the phone, following it as his
body shifted, breaking down to subatomic particles. His molecules
vibrated as they merged with the static trail charged by Cody’s
cell phone. The transformation bothered the other Enforcers, but
for him he reveled in the sense of freedom. In an instant he formed
beside the newly turned vampire.

Cody O’Bannon stood well over six feet
with the kind of looks women flocked to in droves. The cocky Cajun
could be a pain in the ass with no filter between his brain and
mouth, but Zeke couldn’t fault the man’s loyalty. Close friend and
ex-partner to Tambra Ellis, he’d worked for Metro PD for years.
When Marcus Valerian, the leader of the Enforcers, had saved Tambra
from a Lycan attack it hadn’t taken long for Marcus to make her his
consort. Cody threw his support one hundred percent behind both
Tambra and the Enforcers without missing a beat.

When Cody took a fatal bullet intended
for Tambra, Christophe, their vampire lothario took the
responsibility to sire him. Zeke hated to admit it, but Cody had
turned into one hell of an Enforcer, and as long as you could
ignore his snarky ass attitude, the guy was pretty all
right.

Cody jumped at Zeke’s
sudden appearance. “Merde, I hate it when you do
that.”

Zeke noted the pristine foyer,
relieved to see it deserted. Italian marble stretched over its
length, the color of bleached bone, a stark contrast to the black
chairs and grey walls. Ignoring Cody he moved to the doors looking
out at the City Center on Las Vegas Boulevard. The lights of the
strip illuminated the night, flashing a multitude of colors,
glinting like a precious stones against a black
backdrop.

High priced stores lined the walkway
where Temple’s building stood, along with five star restaurants and
theaters. A city within the city and one of the newest gems in the
ever changing landscape of Las Vegas.

Zeke never turned his
attention from the view outside as he addressed Cody. “Get over
it, philos. Now
where’s Lucien?”

“What did you call me?”
Cody’s tone turned sharp with sudden temper.

Zeke shook his head. “Friend. I called
you friend.”

“Ah, that’s all right
then. That scarred cochon
will be here anytime now.” Cody sneered his
distaste for the Lycan.

After what Lucien had done to Kyra,
Tegan’s mate, the wolf seemed to be on all of the Enforcers’ most
disliked list at the moment. Not that Zeke could blame them. If not
for Lucien, Kyra would have never been taken by the Atlantean
tracker and damn near killed. Nor would he be facing a loveless
political match.

A deal made with his dear old dad, the
king.

Zeke turned from the door in disgust.
Yeah, his life took a dump, and there was nothing he could do about
it but get the godsdamn Oman’s Seal and see it safe in the
Atlantean vault. The artifact in the wrong hands could have
cataclysmic results. Atlantis sinking just happened to be one of
many “natural” disasters the thing had caused. Some said the
seal—no bigger than a coin—was made by the gods Zeus, Poseidon, and
Hades in an attempt to overthrow their father, Cronus, the king of
the Titans. Combining their powers they created a powerful weapon
capable of untold destruction. With Oman’s Seal the three gods had
overthrown Cronus’s reign, imprisoning him and the Titans within
the darkest pits of Tartarus. Poseidon had given the artifact to
Atlantis for safekeeping, but it had been lost when the city sank
beneath the waves.

He really needed to acquire it and see
it safely ensconced in a place no one would ever touch the damn
thing. The where would have to wait until he had his hands on
it.

“When Lucien comes in let
me deal with him, got it?”

Cody raised his arms in mock
surrender. “Fine, I’ll just stand around with my finger up my ass
all right?”

“Don’t push it,” Zeke
warned darkly.

“Look, I know things are
tough for you, I get it. I may not be able to relate to being a
high prince and forced to marry, but I can sympathize,
mon ami. So, if you
don’t mind, give me some slack. I’m not your enemy.”

Zeke blew out a heavy sigh. Shit, the
guy had a point. He didn’t like it, but Cody was right. He’d spent
the last few days as prickly as a porcupine ready to shoot quills
at anything that looked twice at him.

“Look, I’m sorry man, I
just … I don’t know. Want to just get this over with and get back
to taking care of biz.”

“So after you marry you
coming back?”

Zeke nodded, his mouth tightening into
a grim line. “I’m needed here more than I ever was in Atlantis.
When I marry that won’t change. I will just have to make quick
visits back home to appease the old man until I do my duty and give
him an heir.” The bitterness crept into his voice no matter how
hard he tried to mask it.

Cody folded his arms across his chest.
“Well, it looks like it’s time to take care of some of that biz.
Lucien is heading for the door.”

Zeke turned just in time to meet
Lucien’s shocked stare. “Surprise, asshole. Thought you got rid of
me?”

The whoosh of elevator doors opening
accompanied a woman’s husky Jamaican flavored voice. “Hello,
gentlemen. Lucien, you are late.”

The dark haired woman moved with the
lithe grace of a predator. Dark honey skin shone in a bright
turquoise sheath hugging the curves of her body and slit high at
the side showing one long shapely leg. Her eyes, a warm brown,
tilted up in an exotic slant. High cheekbones and full lips, just
the type Zeke liked. He eyed her with appreciation.

“This is Leola, Temple’s
woman,” Lucien growled, reminding Zeke of boulders grinding
together.

Cody moved up to Zeke, his
green eyes glinting with pure male interest. “When you are ready
for a man, just let me know, cher.”

Her brown eyes narrowed.
“And you are the
man to show me the error of my ways?”

“I must apologize for my
colleague here. He sometimes forgets his manners.” Zeke’s tone held
a wealth of warning. Cody just grinned back showing a hint of
fang.

In a sudden burst of speed Cody
grabbed Leola, pushing her back against the wall and giving Zeke a
clear path to Lucien. He lunged, hitting the Lycan in the chest
with his shoulder. The satisfying thwack of his body meeting the
unyielding metal of the elevator doors filled Zeke with a small
measure of satisfaction. He swung a fist into Lucien’s jaw and
smiled as his head snapped back at the impact.

“That’s for Tegan.” He
punched out a second time, connecting with his jaw. The sound of
bone crunching joined with the screams of outrage coming from
Temple’s latest bed warmer. “This is for Kyra, you
asshole.”

He went low for the third
blow landing a solid punch to Lucien’s gut, and the big man doubled
over as air whooshed out of his lungs. “And this one’s for me.
Don’t ever make
me chase you all over the city again. Now, give me Oman’s
seal.”

Zeke’s demand was punctuated by the
ding of the elevator doors opening again. A curse from Cody joined
the metallic chime drawing his attention the struggling woman. Her
knee jerked up making solid contact with Cody’s groin. Zeke winced
as Cody went down with a loud grunt, curling into a fetal position
on the marble floor. Leola leapt into the air with a fierce growl
and kicked out, her foot connecting with Zeke’s torso sending him
crashing back into the wall with a solid thump. Lights flashed
across his vision as his head hit the solid marble, and the world
darkened around him.

Zeke fought to remain conscious,
taking deep breaths to clear his head as he staggard forward.
Lucien moved past Leola making it to the elevator doors before
either Cody or Zeke could block him. “Tell Marcus better luck next
time.” Lucien smirked, steel grey eyes cold, the scar running from
his left eye to the corner of his mouth white against the bronze of
his skin.

“I’m sorry it had to come
to this.” Regret shone in Leola’s eyes.

“You’re a Were, aren’t
you, Leola?” At her startled look Zeke pressed on. “There is no
future for you with Temple. Is he worth it?” He knew only too well
it wouldn’t end well for her if she held any aspirations of hooking
up with Temple on a permanent basis. Temple had made it abundantly
clear when he’d tried to take Tambra as his mate when she changed.
The humiliating beating Temple had taken was still one of the
Enforcers’ favorite stories they loved to tell.

“If you ever need help,
don’t hesitate to let us know,” Zeke offered, knowing full well she
would turn it down, yet he could only hope.

Leola’s eyes warmed with a
small hint of gratitude. So she isn’t
dumb. “I will keep that in
mind.”

Zeke lunged for Lucien as
the doors slid shut. With a roar of rage and frustration he slammed
a fist against the cool metal with all the force he could muster.
He barely felt his knuckles split on impact. Adrenaline and white
hot fury mixed with desperation consumed him, narrowing his vision
to only one thing. Get Oman’s
Seal.

The center of the elevator doors
buckled beneath his bloody fists as he punched a hole wide enough
for him to see Lucien’s stunned expression. Zeke reached in,
grabbing him by the throat before he could react.

“Give me the Seal, or I’ll
rip your fucking head off.”

Lucien’s eyes narrowed as his own
anger rose, and a snarl curled his lips off sharp white teeth. He
gripped Zeke’s hand and squeezed so tight his fingers went numb,
his hold loosening just enough for Lucien to step clear. There was
no time to dodge Lucien’s fist as pain exploded in his jaw. He
experienced a moment of weightlessness as his feet left the ground,
and he was propelled back into the wall once again. Zeke landed on
the floor fighting the wave of dizziness. His vision wavered, the
elevator seeming to get smaller, the light dimming to only a
pinprick. His last thought before he succumbed to oblivion was
regret for his failure. He cursed with growing frustration. Oman’s
Seal was now in the hands of a power-hungry Lycan.


Chapter Two

 


“And you just let the
bastard go?” Nicolai Evonavich growled out, his Russian accent
thick with his anger.

“What would you have me
do, Nicolai? Run the risk of hurting the female to get to the
Lycan?” Zeke exploded at the old bear shifter, the last living
member of the Tribunal and his best friend’s stepfather. His guilt
mixed with the anger and frustration at the loss of Oman’s Seal. It
churned in his gut. It was his
duty to retrieve the artifact. It belonged
to his people and
he failed. Nicolai had only kept it in safekeeping. “The artifact
belongs in Atlantis where it can be kept safe. I don’t need you or
anyone to remind me of how important it is to reclaim it.” He
couldn’t help but point out the obvious.

“And in the
wrong hands it could be
the end of the world. Tell me, do you want another Pompeii or
Atlantis disaster?” Nicolai’s face turned red with his
anger.

“We are aware of the
potential dangers, Nicolai, and will do everything we can to get it
safely back to Atlantis where it belongs. Zeke, I know you did
everything you could, and no one will fault you for it.” Marcus cut
in, his voice calm. Ever the diplomat. “We will find another way to
retrieve it.”

“Well, I cannot delay my
departure any longer. You will keep me apprised of your plans to
retrieve Oman’s Seal,” Nicolai demanded, plainly not happy at the
results or lack thereof so far.

“Of course. I will see you
to the airport.” Marcus kept his voice neutral. “Zeke has as much
at stake on acquiring Oman’s Seal as you do. None of us will stop
until we have it safely in our hands.”

Nicolai pinned his dark stare on both
men before giving a sharp nod. “It seems your assurances will have
to do.”

Zeke blew out a ragged breath, willing
his shoulders to relax. If he were honest with himself, losing
Oman’s Seal was not the real reason for his short temper, but his
mind shied away from delving deeper at the moment. All too soon, he
would be forced to deal with Atlantis, his father and the upcoming
wedding to his people’s enemy, the Mers. A barbaric, warrior race,
who lived for war, while Atlanteans preferred a life of honing the
mind. Not that his people didn’t know the art of war, they just
tended to try to avoid it. Lemurians, or Mers, as they liked to
call themselves, were quick to raise their swords before they asked
questions.

And now I’m saddled with a
warmonger. He would have to learn to sleep
with one eye open. When he had to go home, that is.

Standing in the Enforcers command
center where he spent so much of his life, his oath to serve sat
heavily on his shoulders. It seemed his life would always be one of
duty to his home or the Enforcers. Rows of computers sat in
cubicles, the hum of servers filling the empty space. He took in
the long line of flat screen TVs, satellite feeds from hundreds of
cities, keeping them in touch with current events all over the
world.

Damn, I will miss this
place.

He would be a married man
when he came back, and he would
be back. His father couldn’t stop him. Marcus
needed him here where he could make a difference. He’d left
Atlantis to become an Enforcer for that very reason, and with the
tensions between the dark breeds and humans escalating daily his
place by the side of his fellow Enforcers became even more
crucial.

And those purist jerk-offs only
brought home how dire things were becoming.

Since the Preservation Society got it
into their heads all dark breeds posed a threat to the human way of
life, they had started systematically building on people’s fear and
prejudices. The campaign to terrorize the dark breeds worked far
too well, forcing the Enforcers to flee the old HQ like rats on a
sinking ship.

Lucky for them the underground tunnels
they utilized to move unseen throughout Las Vegas saved them from a
very violent confrontation. Marcus had the foresight to extend the
tunnel system into the desert connecting to a brand new underground
installation. The work had been finished mere weeks before the
appearance of angry humans on their doorstep. The new HQ,
compliments of the Government and Nellis Air Force base, came at a
price. And there always was a price. The Enforcers agreed to help
in some of their more “delicate” missions overseas when
needed.

For now, the US government and the
Enforcers worked in tandem, the partnership harmonious. Hell, they
were even helping Marcus with a summit between the leaders all over
the world and the dark breeds in an attempt to offer an olive
branch of sorts. Since the day of the uprising far too many had
been lost on both human and dark breed sides. Much worse, for the
dark breeds, though, when their leaders called the Tribunal ended
up slaughtered.

With no leadership, the breeds were
lost and vulnerable to those such as the Preservation Society.
Fortunately, Marcus, at his consort Tambra’s urging, had decided to
take a bigger leadership role as the face and voice for all the
dark breeds. The summit was set to take place in just under seven
months. If they could only keep the Preservation Society from
killing them all off that is.

“Your temporary
replacement will be here in a few hours. Why don’t you get some
shut-eye before your trip?” Marcus’s voice intruded on his musings,
bringing Zeke back to the present.

“I have some stuff to
finish up here first.”

Marcus threw him one of his famous
pointed glares. “You’re still one of my men. Don’t make me order
you.”

Zeke threw his hands up in surrender.
“All right, I’m going, but rest is the last thing I’ll be able to
do.”

Zeke left Marcus and Nicolai in the
command center, but instead of going down to his quarters, he took
the elevator up topside. The sound of a hammer pounding on wood led
him to Tegan and Kyra, busy refurbishing the barn into living
quarters. Tegan, their resident doctor and were-panther, needed
more space than the apartments buried thirty feet below would
provide. It left him feeling too much like being caged.

Zeke found him pounding nails into
sheetrock while Kyra studiously handed him the nails. A small smile
lit her face as she watched him work. It was not hard to know what
held her attention. Looking at them settled his rising
apprehension. His bargain with his father didn’t seem so bad when
he saw these two together. Seeing the love the two shared made
everything right in his world.

“I thought I’d find you
two up here,” Zeke drawled, leaning against the framework to one of
the walls Tegan had already built.

With a small squeal of delight, Kyra
threw the nails to scatter upon the concrete floors. Launching
herself across the room, she wrapped him in a tight hug and nearly
dislodged his ever-present shades. “Zeke! We are so glad you didn’t
leave without saying goodbye. I would have to be very upset with
you.”

He laughed, giving her a tight hug
before putting her at arm’s length. “You look great, Kyra. I would
never have guessed you just got out of surgery a week
ago.”

Her dark eyes softened as she cast a
quick glance over her shoulder at Tegan, who watched with an
indulgent smile. “It helps when you have the world’s best doctor
for a mate, plus as you well know, being at least part Atlantean I
heal very quickly.”

“How long will you be
gone? We really need you here.” Tegan sauntered to stand behind
Kyra, hands resting lightly on her shoulders as she leaned against
him.

Zeke cleared the sudden
tight lump in his throat. Gods, to witness so much love made him …
wistful? Crap.
Better to face the fact his life would always be one of service and
duty. Love like his friends shared would never be his.

“Ah, well, as soon as the
wedding ceremonies are finished I’ll be heading back. It should
only be a month maybe two and I’ll be back to keep you in
line.”

A frown formed on his friend’s face,
his green eyes shadowed with so much regret Zeke wanted to squirm.
“I will never forget the sacrifice you made for us. If not for your
intervention I would not have Kyra in my life.”

Zeke raised his hand shaking his head
to stop Tegan from saying any more. Godsdamn, he could hardly be
called a saint. It should have been his name in the lottery to
marry a Mer, never Kyra’s. “I’m just happy the two of you found
each other. That’s enough for me.”

“Yeah, but marrying
someone you don’t love? It’s archaic. No one should be forced into
a loveless marriage,” Kyra said.

“I have always known I
would marry for political reasons. I have been brought up knowing
this since the time I could walk. Marrying a Mer princess will not
change my loyalties. I will be back as soon as I’ve met my
responsibilities. Then it will be business as usual.”

As he let Tegan’s happiness soak into
him, Zeke wondered at the sudden heaviness in his chest. A
prophetic sense of unease churned his gut, settling heavy on his
shoulders. He got a flicker of warning his words would come back to
haunt him.

****

Atlantis shimmered under the
phosphorescent blue-white glow of the high ceiling carved out
beneath the earth and not surrounded by a bubble as some more
imaginative scholars had hypothesized through the centuries. One
hundred and fifty miles off the Bimini coast history’s legend
thrived. Carved out of massive underground caverns Atlantis spread
wide. Like hungry fingers stretching out, it covered a vast area,
built in interconnecting undersea caverns in a five hundred mile
radius as the population grew over the millennia. Transport pods
connected the outlying areas to the heart of Atlantis. The clear
water filled cylinders carried everything from people to produce
and merchandise for trade in the bazaar at the heart of the
city.

Amongst the swarm of humanity and
commerce stood the majestic Grecian styled palace of white marble
pillars and graceful archways leading to atriums and gardens of
breath taking beauty. The city sparkled more than usual this day. A
time of rejoicing and expectation filled the air as the people
awaited the royal wedding between Atlantis’s crown prince and the
Lemurian princess, effectively tying the two houses together and
stopping the thousand year war between them.

Standing in the royal robes of blue
and silver and wishing for his jeans and t-shirts, Zeke did his
damndest to quell the sharp lurch in his stomach. The one thing he
refused to give up was the dark shades. He’d even removed his
piercings for this sham of a marriage. Perched on the raised dais
in the gold and ivory reception room, frescos of mermaids, dragons,
and the god Poseidon rising out of a churning sea adorned the high
arched panels encircling the room.

He noticed none of it as
he fought not to completely humiliate his father and hurl onto the
growing crowd. For today, he stood in front of thousands of
Atlanteans, but not as Zeke, Enforcer for the dark breeds. No, he
stood planted beside his father, King Adreaus, as Ze’Kerhia Tamul
Altari, the sixth in the Altari royal dynastic lineage, and crowned
high prince of Atlantis, etcetera ad
nauseam.

“Will you
please take off those
ridiculous blinders?” Adreaus demanded.

“Look, Father, I’m doing
as you wish by marrying the Mer princess and stopping a thousand year old
war. With all due respect, don’t push it. Besides, do you really
want all those whisperings to start again about that ridiculous
prophecy?”

The sound of trumpets filled the air,
deterring any comment his father would have made. Zeke gazed above
the milling crowd, concentrating on keeping his heart rate slow and
easy, pushing down the urge to run as far and as fast as he could
from this sham of a wedding.

Crap, he could face a dozen ferals out
for his blood, but he lost all courage when faced with marriage to
a perfect stranger. Oh, yeah, and one who would more than likely
try to slit his throat.

Good times.

The crowd parted to clear the way for
six dark skinned, powerfully built warriors, dark eyes alert for
any sign of danger. Their long black hair, pulled tightly back with
a decorative bone, enhanced their hard angular faces. Tribal
tattoos rode high starting on the left side of their foreheads,
traveling down the thick column of necks and swirling over the hard
muscle of shoulders to end in a strong flourish of black swirls
encircling their biceps, reminiscent of the markings he bore as an
Atlantean from a royal house, yet without the glyphs representing a
lineage. Dressed in simple tunics and leather breeches of soft tan,
all six were bristling with swords and daggers. Zeke
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