
        
            
                
            
        



  	
	    
	      Also by Brooklyn Ann

	    

      
	    
          
	      Blood Prophecy

          
        
          
	          To Tempt a Sorcerer

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Brides of Prophecy

          
        
          
	          Wrenching Fate

          
        
          
	          Ironic Sacrifice

          
        
          
	          Conjuring Destiny

          
        
          
	          Unleashing Desire

          
        
          
	          Pleading Rapture

          
        
          
	          Melding Souls

          
        
          
	          Reclaiming the Magic

          
        
          
	          Leaving the Shadows

          
        
          
	          Bewitching the Vampire

          
        
          
	          Redeeming the Angel

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Brides of Prophecy Box Set

          
        
          
	          Brides of Prophecy Box Set 2

          
        
          
	          Brides of Prophecy Box Set 2: Books 4-6

          
        
          
	          Brides of Prophecy Boxset 3: Books 7-9

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hearts of Metal

          
        
          
	          Hearts of Metal Boxset Vol 1-3

          
        
          
	          Kissing Vicious

          
        
          
	          With Vengeance

          
        
          
	          Rock God

          
        
          
	          Metal and Mistletoe

          
        
          
	          Forbidden Song

          
        
          
	          Tempting Beat

          
        
          
	          Heart Throb

          
        
          
	          Hearts of Metal Boxset: Vol 4-7

          
        
          
	          Hearts of Metal Vol 4-7

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Scandals With Bite

          
        
          
	          Bite Me, Your Grace

          
        
          
	          One Bite Per Night

          
        
          
	          Bite At First Sight

          
        
          
	          His Ruthless Bite

          
        
          
	          Wynter's Bite

          
        
          
	          The Highwayman's Bite

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Scandals With Bite Box Set

          
        
          
	          Scandals With Bite Boxset 1: Books 1-3

          
        
          
	          My Fairlady

          
        
          
	          To Wed a Warrior| a standalone romantasy in the Brides of Prophecy universe (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Brooklyn Ann’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


	TO  WED 

A

WARRIOR

 

 

A Brides of Prophecy Story

Brooklyn Ann

 


Copyright

 


Dedication

 


Acknowledgments

 


Author’s Note

 


Chapter One

 

Wurrakia 

Two Months after the Battle of Morlock’s Hill1

 

Lady Kestrel Goshawk sat on the thin cot in her prison cell and clutched her thin, scratchy blanket tight. Her eyes were red and swollen from crying, her throat was raw. No matter how many times she prayed to the fates that the past twenty-four hours were naught but a bad dream and that she’d wake up in her bed in her family’s cozy manor at Raptor’s Roost, every time Kestrel opened her eyes, she found herself still here, at the capitol, in the palace dungeons.

A bitter laugh escaped her lips. For most of her life, all she’d ever wanted was to leave her home in its remote village far from Wurrakia high society. Were the fates punishing her for not appreciating what she’d had?

Maire, her old comportment tutor, had warned her that could happen. Anytime Kestrel spoke of attending fancy balls and feasts at the palace, she’d made a tsking sound against her teeth and repeated her old litany. “People who keep their eyes so far ahead to their desires that they don’t see all the good things in their lives are just asking to lose something.”

Where was Maire now? Had she heard what happened? Word had to have spread fast. Everything had happened so fast, so publicly.

Fresh flames of humiliation licked and burned her face at the memory of the gasps echoing around her, the pointing fingers, countless pairs of eyes narrowing in suspicion. And worst of all, the pure hatred in the faces of people who’d lavished her with praise and kindness only last month.

The main door to the cells opened with a rusty shriek before the weasel-faced guard marched in with a dented metal tray containing a plate of gray meat in congealed fat, some sickly-green beans, a slice of bread that looked like it would chip her teeth, and a tankard of some liquid.

“Suppertime, little princess,” he said with a leer.

Kestrel’s stomach lurched at the sight “I’m not hungry.”

The weasel laughed. “Fine then. I’ll take it back. You’ll be begging for ole Billy to bring you kitchen scraps before the night is out. I bet you ain’t missed a meal in yer life, traitor.”

Traitor. The word had been hurled at her countless times before she’d been roughly torn from her father’s side and hauled away to the dungeon.

To hear it from this lowly jailer who she wouldn’t have even noticed yesterday stung in a very different way.

Kestrel opened her mouth to either protest that she wasn’t a traitor, to ask what treason she had been accused of, or to beg for mercy, she didn’t know. All three were humiliating prospects, so she closed her mouth and turned back to face the wall.

Another snort of laughter and taunting words came from the weasel before she heard his footsteps fade away and the door down the hall close with an echoing clang.

“Good riddance,” she whispered, and immediately regretted it. The air from her words agitated her throat, sore and dry from crying.

Perhaps she’d been a fool to decline the tray. Though she wasn’t hungry she could have had a drink. Even if whatever had been in that tankard was foul, at least it would have cooled the burn in her throat.

Only a few minutes later, the door shrieked open again. Was the weasel coming to torment her again?

No, the footsteps were heavier, longer, and were accompanied by the creak of leather and clink of chainmail.

A warrior was coming. Perhaps even a knight. Either way, they ranked higher than the unarmored jailer.

Kestrel’s heart sang with hope. Perhaps whichever of His Lordship’s men who was in charge of arrests had discovered that a mistake had been made and she’d be released with fervent apologies.

Or maybe it was her betrothed come to rescue her!

The Wolf came into view. Kestrel’s heart dropped into her belly at the sight of his horrific scarred face. 

He was the royal enforcer. The one in charge of doling out lashes, capturing fugitives, launching retaliation attacks on anyone foolish enough to go against His Lordship… and interrogating prisoners.

And yet, that wasn’t what sent her into a spiral of terror so heavy that she couldn’t hear a word he said to her, or see what he carried in his gauntleted hands.

Seeing that fearsome face threw her into memories of the day when she’d first seen him. A day that had started love story perfect, and had ended in terror and carnage, yet still hadn’t been as terrible as this.

The Wolf spoke again, his raspy voice raising to a growl, but Kestrel didn’t hear what he said. In fact, she couldn’t even see him anymore, for she’d transported herself back in time.


Chapter Two

 

Two months ago

 

Kestrel took her seat between her father, Lord Goshawk, and her mage tutor, Beryl. Everything she’d prepared for her entire life, all of the daydreams she’d had since she was a child were coming true. Here she was, about to experience her first royal banquet. Not only that, but she’d finally met her betrothed, Gerard Calla, heir to the throne of Wurrakia. The introduction yesterday had been brief, but surpassed her most hopeful dreams. Gerard was even more handsome than his portrait, a golden prince with blue eyes that danced with charm. Her belly had fluttered and her fingers still tingled where he’d kissed them. She wished she was able to sit with him at last night’s feast, but alas, their new courtship was delayed by the reason for the banquet and tomorrow’s tourney. The Queen of Aisthanesthai had arrived on a diplomatic visit.

Xochitl Leonine, Lioness of Light, and daughter of the revered luminite princess, Kerainne Leonine, caused a minor scandal immediately when, instead of arriving in the carriage Lord Aylmer had sent with a noble escort as befitting her rank, she’d opted to let out her wings and fly over the castle walls, landing before Lord Aylmer and Lady Moira. Sir Mormont, captain of the noble guard, was with the carriage along with most of the guard. However, Aylmer’s enforcer known as the Wolf, withdrew his sword so fast the steel sang. To everyone’s relief, Lord Aylmer gestured for the warrior to stand down. Kestrel shivered at the frightening sight of the man, with his long wild black hair only somewhat obscuring the mass of scars that covered his ruthless face. Quickly, she averted her gaze before he saw her staring, and turned her attention back to the royal guest.

Kestrel was fairly certain the Queen had done so to demonstrate that all of Wurrakia’s walls and battlement guards couldn’t keep her out if she felt like visiting for unfriendly purposes. Last year, Lord Aylmer and the other noble houses had made the grave mistake of supporting the Winter Prince, Stefan, who was Zareth Atmoken’s half brother, and the former king’s younger son to inherit the crown of Aisthanesthai. After all, the Prophecy stated that after the Lioness of Light brought back the sun, she would crown one of the two brothers.

In Wurrakia’s eyes, Stefan had all the looks and trappings of the perfect king. Even now, Kestrel’s face burned in shame at how wrong they’d all been. Including herself. Forcing the memory away was easy with this first up-close sight of her Queen. Kestrel stood beside Gerard, only a few paces from where Queen Xochitl had landed, giving her a good view of the visiting monarch. She wasn’t at all dressed like a royal. She wore black suede trousers, calf-high boots, and a purple velvet sleeveless top in the style of Earthfolk that bared her back and made room for her black, silver-gilt wings. Her black and purple hair was loose and wild beneath her silver crown, the only token of her high rank. Her escort, two male mages, one a blue robed mage, and the other, a green-robe exited the carriage and came to stand by their monarch. The blue robe held a white cat with a blue-gray mask, ears, tail, and paws.

Sure enough, Xochitl openly chided Lord Aylmer for backing Stefan instead of Zareth, the Lord of Storm and Shadow and her fated mate. But then she graciously announced her forgiveness, and for the first time in eighteen moons, the people of Wurrakia breathed a sigh of relief.

Kestrel’s relief and fascination at this strange queen was mingled with selfish disappointment, for Gerard abandoned her side to escort the blue-robed mage, who was revealed to be his youngest brother, Artavian Calla, along with the green-robed mage, to their rooms. It was hard to believe Artavian was related to Gerard and his other brother, Mathurin. While the two eldest brothers were muscular and had the short-cropped hair of most Wurrak warriors, Artavian was an oddity. Not only was he a rare male Wurrak healer of the blue robes, he was also thin and wiry with long, pretty copper-brown hair. Kestrel had never seen a male Wurrak with long hair. To her surprise, she found him to be quite…pretty.

Though nowhere near as handsome as Gerard, she assured herself to fight of a twinge of guilt at thinking of another man than her betrothed.

With the royal family occupied with these higher-ranking guests, Father ordered Kestrel to return to her room and ready herself for the banquet that would be held in Queen Xochitl’s honor.

Hannah, the lady’s maid appointed to her by Lady Moira, took extra care with Kestrel’s hair, weaving her a crown of auburn braids that blazed like fire in the lantern lights. Father had given her some of her mother’s jewelry, with the rest to be given as a wedding present. Tonight, she wore emerald teardrop earrings with a matching pendant. A forest green satin gown completed the picture, though Kestrel wished she could wear the watered silk that matched the emeralds perfectly. Unfortunately, she couldn’t wear silks or velvets until she was wed.

Still, as she did a turn in front of the full-length mirror, Kestrel thought she looked suitable enough to have her engagement officially announced, which could happen at tonight’s banquet! She closed her eyes and imagined receiving the Queen’s blessing in front of Lord Aylmer’s court and all the other ladies seething in envy while Sir Gerard looked on in pride at his bride to be. And maybe one of Wurrakia’s famous minstrels would write a song about her. Or, maybe the Queen would!

Kestrel paused, remembering the song Queen Xochitl had sung the day she’d brought back the sun, the sheer rage in her achingly beautiful voice, and that anger amplified by the strange Earth realm instruments she and her band played.

Perhaps Her Highness wasn’t the ideal choice to sing of a romantic betrothal.

Alas, the banquet didn’t go as Kestrel had hoped. To her utter disappointment, she’d been seated across from Sir Gerard rather than beside him as she’d hoped. Even worse, her betrothed completely ignored her for the duration of the meal.

Yet she couldn’t blame him. Queen Xochitl—now dressed appropriately in a gown of royal purple—and Lord Aylmer spent the duration of the meal arguing the terms of Wurrakia’s alliance with the crown in the coming war against Mephistopheles, something of far more importance than their impending marriage. The discussion grew heated at times, firstly at the Queen’s audacious request that the Wurrak knights fight alongside Xochitl’s army of vampires. Kestrel couldn’t suppress a shudder at the mention of those blood-drinking monsters. And knowing that Xochitl was the daughter of Mephistopheles, the creator of vampires and violator of worlds—if Kestrel hadn’t heard the goodness and magic in her voice and witnessed her freeing captive slaves and ending four years of darkness by bringing back the sun, she’d have treasonous doubts about the new monarch’s worthiness to rule this world.

She’d heard enough whispers about the Queen in her own household and reprimanded enough servants to be caught having the same traitorous suspicions.

But then the Queen and one of her companions caused another stir by jolting up to their feet and seeming to threaten Lord Aylmer. Eventually Kestrel gathered that they were defending Artavian, of whom it was well known that Aylmer was greatly disappointed. She made a mental note to ask Beryl what “homophobia” meant before the Lord of Wurrakia’s hostility vanished at the mention of a battle on Earth.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg










