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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

The soldiers come donned in their best armor with carriages filled with treasures that are of no use to Myra and her dragon siblings. But the swords that they carry with them promise violence should they refuse the king's generous offer.

The king is looking for a bride to fulfil a prophesy and winged shifter Myra ticks all the boxes. 

She is promised a husband who will love and treasure her. 

Only the latter is true. The man she marries is stern and cold, his touch harsh and brutal. She is locked away after he claims her and she finds herself trapped in a part of the castle with others who share the same fate. 

Myra is heartbroken, but she refuses to spend the rest of her life mourning the loss of a husband who did not even bother looking her in the eye. She makes a new life for herself in her new prison, a garden of fruits and vegetables. She is content... until a chance encounter changes everything that she thought she knew.

...
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The soldiers came donned in their best armor, with carriages filled with treasures that were of no use to them and swords that promised violence if their meets were not met. 

But first, they attempted to achieve their goal through discussion. 

"The king is looking for a bride," said oldest of the men, his hair white all the way to the roots, his beard the same shade of grey that made him look like the elderly old man in the village who had half a dozen children and three times the amount of grandchildren. 

"Our sister is no looking for a husband," said Reigen, who was the oldest and wisest of them. 

"She'll have a good life," the man continued as if he had not said anything at all. "She will be queen. She will want for nothing." 

"Except you will be taking her away," argued Earnest, Karlan's wife, who had three children and was pregnant with their fourth. "The capital is far. Will she be ever to visit?" 

The soldiers turned away, unable to answer without lying. They weren't expecting them to be so opposed to the idea of marrying a king. Most people would be ecstatic with the prospect of marrying a king. 

Myra wasn't most people. She was the youngest of the nest of dragons, one of the last of her kind. 

Her siblings were fiercely protective of her not only because she was the last to hatch, but because of how she late she had hatched and the fact that she wasn't quite human when she emerged from the cracks golden shells of the dragon egg. Her wings had unfurled from her back, bigger than the rest of her body as she pulled herself up on blunt fingernails. 

When she parted her lips to cry, it was not the cry of a newborn baby, but a soft keening of a hatchling.

Earnest was human and astute. She knew more about humans than them, who stayed away from the villages because they knew that they were feared. 

"Why does the king want Myra as his wife? He doesn't even know her," Earnest continued prodding. She carried herself like a warrior. Her father was a warrior in his youth and retired when the king gave his crown to his son, who was bloodthirsty enough to fight his own battles, challenging leaders to directly instead of having his army and arsenal of weapons do it for him. 

"There's a prophesy," said Jackson, who had an interest on those things because his girlfriend was a seer. It was unfortunate because she saw that while they were happy together for a time, she also saw that the relationship was not going to last for more than the few years they were allowed. 

Jackson had been trying to change her mind on the subject. 

"A prophesy?" they turned to Jackson, who grimaced and acknowledged wordlessly that he should have shared this with everyone. He had been worried of his relationship's impending doom.

"An angel with wings will wed the king of the kingdom will fall come nightfall," he said. 

"I'm not an angel," Myra whispered, but the soldiers obvious disagree. 

"And there has probably been many nights since the prophesy has been said." 

There were twenty three men in total, all in their shiny silver armor and weapons ready to be drawn the instant they said anything that displeased them. 

But Myra's family were far from helpless. If need came to shove, they were fully capable of standing their ground and fighting to protect what's theirs. 

"Why didn't you say anything?" asked Reigen, who made it his business to know everything about everyone, especially if those matters affect his family. 

Jackson said. "Josephine thought it was unlikely to be accurate, seeing the vagueness of the prophesy." 

"Oh yes, because we know so many people with wings of an angel," said Yenn, smacking their brother over the head with her hand and looking disgruntled. Then again, disgruntled was Yenn's natural state of being. "Fucking moron," she said and then took a challenging step forward as if she wanted to fight the soldiers. 

It was a feat, seeing as the little cottage that Myra stayed in was not big enough for her siblings most days, let alone all of the soldiers who had managed to cram themselves into their home. 

"Is she going to be loved?" asked Miriam, who had known that she was going to marry their oldest brother when she was sixteen and had seen him flying over her home with his magnificent silver wings. They had a clutch of their own and were waiting for them to hatch. It was rare to see Miriam away from the eggs. She was fiercely protective of them. 

"King Liam is an Alpha Werewolf," said the old man as if that explained anything. 

"We're unfamiliar with werewolves," answered her brother. 

Werewolves love fiercely and passionately, they were told over a meal of dried rations, shared by the soldiers who wanted them to know for sure that they did not come with the intention of causing trouble, and hot tea that Myra brewed. 

Devotion was in their nature and they will go to great lengths to keep those in their possession safe. 

"The previous Alpha loved his mate so much that when she died from an enemy's poison arrow in battle, he charged into battle to avenge her," said a young soldier. 

"Did he?" Myra asked, curious. 

"Did he what?" 

"Avenge her?" 

Their smiles dropped. "Oh, um... King Zaefier was not the best at close combat," shared Brendan, who had offered to chop more firewood when he saw that they were growing short. 

Myra was astute enough to guess from the sheepish looks on their faces that the king did 

"You should tell her about King Hunter, who loved his mate so much that he was driven insane." 

Myra pursed her lips. She did not see how these anecdotes were supposed to make her feel better. "Love drove him insane?" she asked. Myra did not see the advantage of having an insane man for a husband. 

"The madness isn't a weakness!" said a fresh-faced soldier with hair that went up in all different directions once he had taken his helmet off. 

"Is it hereditary?" asked Jackson, who elaborated on the enquiring looks he was getting. "Is it something that is passed down to their children?" 

Jackson had been learning all sorts of big words ever since he started going out with Josephine. They weren't looking forward to the day Josephine decided she needed to end things with Jackson. He was head over heels for her while she knew she was meant for bigger things than playing housewife to a dragon in the middle of nowhere. 

"It's not heritary," answered one of the soldiers. 

"Hereditary," corrected Jackson with a nod. "That's good to know," he said. "But why is your king indulging in a prophesy from a nobody seer?" he asked. 

"The nobody seer managed to foresee the firestorm in East Hendrif." 

"That firestorm was caused by a mage," hummed Reigen, who took a keen interest in the patterns of weather because Miriam was a fire-breathing dragon and tended to cause draughts when she stayed at a single location for too long. They tended to cancel each other out, though, since Reigen breathed ice. 

"Still. It was enough to convince the members of the court that if the king did not find someone to fulfil the prophecy, something catastrophic would happen." 

"King Liam is not so bad," said the soldier who was old enough to have gone through his share of monarchs. "King Liam grew up under the watchful eyes of his uncle. His temperament is much more tame compared to the previous Alpha," he said. 

"Just how many Alphas have there been?" asked Karlan. Beside her, Earnest laughed. 

"There's a change every few years," she said when the soldiers took too long to answer. "This one has been in charge for a little over a year. Things are still kind of in the air about whether he's going to be a good alpha or not." 

"And having Myra as his queen is supposed to help his image?" asked Reigen, though he wasn't really asking. 

"Yes," said some of the soldiers while the other were quick to claim the opposite. 

"The king will have no reason to mistreat you." 

"That doesn't make us feel any better," said Reigen. 

"Your children will be kings one day," argued another. 

"If he even lives that long," Earnest argued. "And Myra isn't an incubator for the king's children. What if she decides not to have any children?" 

The soldiers looked like she had said something blasphemous, but knew better than to attempt to argue with her with her husband by her side, looking like he was ready to maul anyone who so much as looked at Earnest wrong. Karlan always gets overprotective when Earnest is pregnant. Their children all clung to Earnest like limpets. They were all all only a few years apart in age. 

"Why don't we ask Myra what she wants?" suggested the oldest soldier, turning his wizened gaze towards her. 

All the attention on her made her flinch away, which in turn, made her siblings growl low in warning. She always brought out the animal instinct in them. Her family, she knew, loved her and were prepared to fight for her. 

She also knew that she didn't want them to fight. Reigen and Karlan had their own families to worry about. Jackson had Josephine and Yenn... Yenn apparently wanted to figure out if immaculate conception was possible because she wanted children, but didn't want to be with any men. 

"I'm afraid we don't really have much time," said the soldier. 

"You mean to take her with you today," growled Reigen. Miriam bared her teeth at them, fully prepared to burn all the soldiers where they stood. 

Even without any ability of premonition, Myra could see what would happen. 

They could handle a few dozen soldiers, but these would not be the last. If they attacked, they would be seen as the instigator. More soldiers would come and while she knew her and her brothers had the ability to defend themselves, there were little ones at stake. Her little nephews and nieces were not even five. And there was the matter of Miriam and Reigen's eggs. What if they attacked them instead? 

"I'll go with them," she said, hating
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