

    
        
          A Wedding to Die For

        

        
        
          The Dragon Warrior, Volume 6

        

        
        
          Frank Spreader

        

        
          Published by Frank Spreader, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A WEDDING TO DIE FOR

    

    
      First edition. September 26, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Frank Spreader.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224402472

    

    
    
      Written by Frank Spreader.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

ONE

TWO

THREE

FOUR

FIVE

SIX

SEVEN

EIGHT

NINE

TEN

ELEVEN

TWELVE

THIRTEEN

FOURTEEN

FIFTEEN

SIXTEEN

Sign up for Frank Spreader's Mailing List

Further Reading: Abused Billie: Part Two

Also By Frank Spreader

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For all those who believe in the power of love and resilience,
and for the dreamers who dare to face the shadows that threaten our joy.
To my family and friends, whose unwavering support fuels my creativity,
and to every brave soul who has ever fought for their happiness—
this story is for you.  
May you always find strength in your struggles and light in the darkest moments.
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As midnight slipped closer, the wedding of Ransom Macnutt’s daughter to Jamason Wulle’s son rolled on, the kind of small-town celebration that seems timeless. The guests, bellies full of roast and ale, slouched in their chairs, lulled by the hum of old hymns and folk songs. Uny Warburton’s voice hung over the crowd, soft as a ghost, coaxing out the notes of Greensleeves like a lullaby for the living. Up front, the bride and groom—Nini Macnutt and Ran Wulle—sat glowing, their smiles broad, parents by their sides, all four of them looking like they’d just climbed to the top of some social peak. This was the union of two leading families from neighboring towns, and the celebration had a weight to it, a kind of unspoken importance. But as the night crept toward those cold, lonely hours before dawn, the crowd thinned. Those left behind were nodding off, heads bobbing like marionettes with their strings cut. Even Afton Colyer and his band were losing steam, the music dying in fits and starts, until silence settled over the room like a heavy blanket.

That’s when it happened. 

Ransom and Jamason, along with their wives, had just stood to lead the newlyweds to their chamber when a shadow peeled itself from the roof. It dropped silently onto the stage, feet landing with an impossible grace on the organ, not even a creak from the wood. The figure stood tall, lean, hair spilling down to his shoulders. His eyes caught the flickering light—wild, unblinking, and dangerous. This wasn’t part of the ceremony. And in that moment, something shifted in the air, an invisible tremor that made the night suddenly feel a lot darker.

He wore a long, flowing black robe, embroidered with oversized yellow flowers that crept across the stage like something alive. The hem whispered against the floor as he moved, and pinned to the back of his head covering was a single yellow paper flower, bright and garish in the dim light. The whole thing felt off—like a bad dream you couldn’t wake from, a thread pulled loose from the fabric of the night, ready to unravel the whole damn thing. Something about him didn’t belong, and the more you looked, the more the wrongness seemed to spread, like rot under fresh paint.

Afton Colyer, the man who’d been leading the folk ensemble all night, felt his blood start to boil the second he saw that reckless kid stomping on the organ, the same one that had played hymns for more weddings than he could count. His fury ignited like a match. He stormed forward, eyes blazing, and bellowed, “You disrespectful little punk! Get off that organ before I wring your damn neck!” His voice cut through the room, sharp as broken glass, but the kid didn’t even flinch—just stood there, like he owned the place, and that only made Afton angrier.

The young man’s face twisted into a sneer, a grin so cruel it seemed to slice through the air like a razor. Then came the laugh—cold and sharp, a sound that cut through the night and sank straight into the bones of everyone unlucky enough to hear it. It was the kind of laugh that made your skin crawl, the kind that wormed its way into your mind and refused to leave. Afton Colyer’s furious shout had already turned heads, but this laugh... this laugh snapped people out of their drowsy haze like a bucket of ice water. The guests, who had been dozing in their chairs, jolted awake, eyes locking onto the figure in the black robe. Suddenly, his presence atop the organ was undeniable. And for those who recognized him, the shock hit like a gut punch. Gasps rippled through the crowd, each one a silent admission of the danger that had just walked among them.

“Flower-Plucking Warrior, huh?” The words came out low, almost a growl, dripping with contempt. It was the kind of name that sounded like a joke—until you saw the look in his eyes.

The air grew heavy, thick with tension, like the moment before a storm unleashes hell. In the blink of an eye, chaos erupted. Those armed with blades moved without thinking, hands flying to steel, instincts honed by years of knowing when trouble was about to hit. They could feel it—something ugly was coming, and fast.

Ransom Macnutt leaned in close to his son-in-law, his voice low and urgent. “Ran,” he whispered, “get your wife inside. Now.” The words carried a weight that left no room for argument.

Meanwhile, Jamason Wulle leaned close to his wife, his voice a tense whisper. “Wiona, get inside. Now. Take the in-laws with you.” His eyes flicked toward the growing tension, knowing there was no time to waste.

Ran Wulle knew the name Flower-Plucking Warrior all too well, and the second he heard it, something cold crawled up his spine. Without hesitation, he grabbed Nini’s arm, his grip tight, and started pulling her away. His heart hammered in his chest, the kind of fear you can’t shake pounding alongside it. Behind them, Jamason’s wife and the in-laws hurried, their footsteps quickening, every step chased by the growing shadow of danger that seemed to close in with every breath.

But before they could take another step, the young man in the black robe let out a shout that cut through the air like a whip crack. His voice was fierce, booming like thunder before a storm. “Anyone who tries to leave here is dead.” The words hung in the air, heavy and final, freezing everyone in place.

Everyone froze, as if the very air around them had turned to stone, trapping them in a paralyzing grip of fear.

Jamason Wulle was about to charge toward the stage when Ransom Macnutt grabbed his arm, his grip firm. “Hold on, Jamason,” he whispered urgently. “Don’t rush in. That guy’s dangerous and he knows exactly what he’s doing. Let me handle this.” With that, Ransom moved to the front of the stage, forcing a genial tone into his voice. “Flower-Plucking Warrior,” he called out, “didn’t expect to see you here. If you’ve come to bless my daughter and son-in-law, we appreciate it.” His words were smooth, but the tension in the air was anything but.

“Ah.” Flower-Plucking Warrior clasped his hands together and let out a laugh that was anything but warm. It rolled out of him, deep and resonant, like the sound of an old bell tolling in the night.

His eyes narrowed to slits, his laughter a force that seemed to shake the soul. It was the kind of laugh that rattles your very core, yet through the haze of his mirth, those sharp, unyielding eyes never wavered. They were locked on Nini Macnutt, as if she were the only thing that mattered in that chaotic, charged moment.

He wiped the corner of his mouth with his palm, a casual gesture that only made his presence more menacing. “Well, old man,” he said, a twisted smile playing on his lips, “you’re a bit friendlier than your in-law.” Flower-Plucking Warrior chuckled again, the sound deep and resonant, as though it came from a dark, hidden place. “But let me be clear—I didn’t come here to offer congratulations. Far from it. I’m here to take your daughter, Mayor. She’s meant to be mine.”

The crowd’s faces shifted like clouds before a storm, expressions darkening with shock and disbelief. Ransom Macnutt, Jamason Wulle, Ran Wulle, and Nini Macnutt were particularly stricken, their faces locked in a grim, frozen tableau. The silence that followed was heavy and suffocating, settling over the room like the stillness of a graveyard, every heartbeat reverberating with the weight of unspoken dread.

Jamason Wulle’s rage finally erupted. “You damn devil,” he roared, his voice trembling with fury. “Get out of here before I crack your twisted head open.”

Flower-Plucking Warrior snorted, a derisive sound that seemed to echo through the room. “You sure talk big, Mayor,” he taunted, his voice dripping with scorn. “What do you think you’re gonna do with all that bluster?”

Jamason Wulle sprang onto the stage with a sudden, explosive movement. He might not possess mystical powers or have dabbled in the arcane arts, but his physical prowess was exceptional. His leap—quick and nearly effortless—sliced through the air with the precision of a knife through butter. Flower-Plucking Warrior watched with a sneer, his eyes gleaming with a derisive, mocking glint as he observed Jamason’s agile ascent.

With a gaze honed by years of experience, Flower-Plucking Warrior saw through the display instantly. To him, Jamason’s skills were nothing but a show—a façade of empty bravado wrapped in flashy moves, lacking any real substance.

The instant Jamason Wulle’s feet touched the stage, he unleashed his attack with brutal precision. Though there was no mystical energy behind his movements, the force of his strike whipped up a powerful gust of wind, making the stage seem to recoil from the sheer impact.

“Hah, you really think those weak moves are going to cut it?” Flower-Plucking Warrior scoffed, his voice dripping with derision. “Why don’t you get a taste of my elbow, Mayor?”

The man shifted his left foot just a fraction, and then it happened—a sharp, guttural sound, half gasp, half grunt, burst from Jamason Wulle’s lips. In an instant, the mayor was hurled backward, crashing into a large dulcimer in the corner of the stage. The impact was bone-jarring, sending both Jamason and the instrument tumbling to the ground in a thunderous clatter that reverberated through the stunned silence.

When Jamason Wulle hit the ground, he didn’t move—unconscious, knocked out cold. Flower-Plucking Warrior’s elbow had done its job well, shattering two of the mayor’s ribs with a brutal efficiency. Seeing his father laid out like that ignited a seething fury in Ran Wulle, his blood boiling with a rage that was nearly palpable.

But before Ran could act, Ransom Macnutt’s hand clamped down firmly on his shoulder, holding him back. The old man had been ready to leap onto the stage himself, but he hesitated when he saw Afton Colyer already stepping up to confront Flower-Plucking Warrior.

“You miserable punk. You’re nothing but trouble,” Afton Colyer growled as he charged forward, swinging a dulcimer with all his might. The instrument cut through the air with a deadly intent, aiming to bring the fight to Flower-Plucking Warrior.

The young man ducked just in time, the dulcimer slicing through the air above his head. In the same heartbeat, his left hand darted forward with the speed of a striking snake, poised to counter the attack.

Afton Colyer, well-versed in martial arts, saw his strike go wide and the counterattack coming in an instant. Reacting with practiced speed, he tilted his body to the left and bent his right knee to intercept the blow. In the realm of external martial arts, it was common knowledge that a fist stood no chance against a knee. Taking on a knee with just a fist was a perilous gamble, one that almost never ended in favor of the punch.

But Flower-Plucking Warrior didn’t relent, not even a fraction. His strike came on with relentless force, showing no sign of hesitation or retreat.

“Afton Colyer, pull back your leg—now!” someone shouted from below the stage, desperately trying to warn him.

But it was too late. The sickening crack echoed through the hall as Afton Colyer screamed, his body collapsing onto the stage, unconscious. His kneecap had been shattered, his leg left dangling, almost torn apart. The crowd’s reaction was immediate—eyes widened in horror, faces drained of color, mouths agape in disbelief. How could they not be stunned? The young man in the black robe hadn’t moved a step and had already decimated his opponent. In the next breath, another figure sprang onto the stage.

Ransom Macnutt, his rage boiling over, could no longer restrain himself.

Flower-Plucking Warrior shot a mocking glance at the old man. “You looking to stir up trouble too, huh?” he sneered, his voice dripping with contempt.

“While you still have a chance, get down on your knees and beg for mercy,” Ransom Macnutt said, his voice cold and relentless. “I might go a bit easier on you.”

Flower-Plucking Warrior laughed, a harsh, mocking sound. “Don’t be ridiculous, old man. If you want to be foolish, just go ahead and make a spectacle of yourself.”

The challenge only fueled Ransom Macnutt’s fury. Without a moment’s hesitation, the man who had once studied mystical arts on Negro Mountain sprang forward. Even from a yard away, his attack sliced through the air with a sharp, whistling gust, aimed directly at Flower-Plucking Warrior.

As soon as the attack was launched, Flower-Plucking Warrior knew this opponent was no match for those before. Without pausing in his mocking laughter, he raised his left hand and waved it forward. A fierce wind, powerful enough to shake the very foundations of the stage, roared to life and slammed into Ransom Macnutt. The force of the wind shattered his attack and sent him soaring five spears high into the air, his body nearly brushing the stage’s ceiling.

In a burst of agility, Ransom Macnutt executed a flawless somersault in mid-air, his right hand poised to strike as he descended. He was executing the Swallow Dives into the Valley technique with full force. But the young man, fierce and untamed, was caught off guard by a searing gust of wind that slammed into his head, jolting him violently.

He dropped swiftly to waist level, his movements precise and deliberate. From this crouched position, he launched a long-range strike with his right hand—a sudden, calculated counterattack that cut through the air with lethal intent.

Ransom Macnutt let out a blood-curdling scream as his body was hurled skyward, crashing through the stage’s roof and disappearing from view. A sickening thud echoed nine spears away behind the stage, where he hit the ground with a brutal force. The horrifying scene sent screams erupting from Nini Macnutt and several other women present. As the bride and her mother desperately tried to rush after her father, Ran Wulle and another person held them back, restraining them from the ghastly scene.

Ran Wulle, a well-educated young man with no real martial arts training, felt his vision darken as he watched his father and father-in-law meet their grim fates. The sight ignited a fierce rage within him. He yanked out the decorative dagger he kept tucked at his waist and rushed onto the stage, his right foot nearly catching and stumbling, narrowly avoiding disaster.

“Ho-ho! Looks like the groom’s eager to join the party and get himself a beating too!” Flower-Plucking Warrior taunted, his voice dripping with scorn.

“I’m gonna kill you, you son of a bitch!” Ran Wulle roared. He drove the dagger in his right hand straight at Flower-Plucking Warrior’s chest, unleashing all the force and speed he could muster.

“Dumb kid,” Flower-Plucking Warrior spat, his voice laced with contempt.

With a single, fluid motion, the young man in the black robe snatched the dagger from Ran Wulle, effortlessly pinning it between his middle and index fingers. Flower-Plucking Warrior’s laughter filled the stage, a mocking echo that seemed to reverberate through every corner. Ran Wulle’s rage and despair swirled into a maelstrom, his anguish too profound for words to capture.

With his fists clenched so tight his knuckles turned white, Ran Wulle charged forward, fueled by nothing but raw fury and blind determination, like a man running headlong into a storm he knew he couldn’t outrun.

“Totally nuts,” Flower-Plucking Warrior bellowed, his voice dripping with disdain. “You still don’t get it, do you? You can’t grasp the scale of the mountain you’re trying to climb or the depths of the ocean you’re sinking into.”

And with that, the man countered Ran Wulle’s attack with a brutal kick, striking squarely at his side with a savage precision.

If only Ran Wulle had a shred of martial arts knowledge, he might have been able to dodge, sidestep, or leap out of the way. As it was, he stood there, a glaring testament to his lack of combat skills. Flower-Plucking Warrior’s deadly kick hurtled toward him, its trajectory aimed straight at Ran’s stomach. In the blink of an eye, the kick would tear through him. Nini Macnutt’s scream sliced through the air, raw and piercing, while Ran’s mother, overwhelmed by the horror, screamed before collapsing into unconsciousness. Shocked gasps rippled through the crowd, their helplessness palpable. It felt as though fate had sealed Ran Wulle’s grim destiny on his wedding day. But...
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At the very brink of oblivion, when the reaper’s fingers were just about to clutch the final breath, fate decided to play dirty. From the murky shadows on the stage’s western edge, something shot out—a blinding streak that sliced through the air like a scythe. This elusive thing, whatever the hell it was, zeroed in on the right leg of the Flower-Plucking Warrior, who was hell-bent on ending Ran Wulle’s life.

Naturally, Flower-Plucking Warrior recoiled, his deadly swing stalling mid-air. The glittering missile whizzed past him, smashing into the dulcimer with a crack that reverberated like a gunshot. The instrument flipped over, splintering into a hundred shards. But what in the hell was that thing? And more crucially, who had hurled it with such force? Someone out there had just yanked Ran Wulle back from the edge.

“Ya sneaky bastard! Step out and face me!” roared the furious Flower-Plucking Warrior.

His steely eyes shot toward the western side of the stage, where a handful of figures loomed like shadows in the dim light.

He scanned them one by one, his gaze slicing through the air like a blade. But despite his razor-sharp instincts, Flower-Plucking Warrior couldn’t pinpoint who had fired that hidden weapon. The culprit remained a ghost in the crowd.

Fuming, he thrust his right hand into the air and roared, “If nobody steps up, I’ll wipe out every last one of ya on that western stage!”

An old man, propped up on the back of a chair on the western side of the stage, let out a raspy cough that rattled deep in his chest.

He was dressed to the nines, fine clothes draped over his frail frame, a tall hat adorned with beads that caught the light. The getup screamed money or nobility, but that racking cough suggested something else—maybe the burden of years, or something darker lurking beneath.

He shoved the chair aside with a groaning creak and took a slow, deliberate step forward, stopping just short of the stage—two spear lengths away, as if there was some invisible line he wasn’t about to cross.

“C’mon, spill it—who the hell are you?” snarled Flower-Plucking Warrior, his right hand still raised, palm open and aimed straight at the fancy old man.

“I’m just a guest here for the wedding, kid,” the old man rasped.

“Hmph, just a guest, huh? Yet you’ve got the guts to interfere. That sneaky little weapon of yours—is that all you’ve got to lean on?”

The old man’s cough rumbled through the air once more, deep and ragged, echoing with the weight of years and a lifetime of buried suffering.

“Look, I might be just another guest,” he said, his voice low, “but I’m real close with both the host and the groom’s father-in-law. Be a damn shame to watch my friends get into trouble and not lend a hand.”

“Oh, is that right? Good,” said Flower-Plucking Warrior, a wicked grin curling on his lips. “Tell me—can you handle a hit from this right hand of mine?”

The old man let out a laugh, a cold, rasping sound that scraped against the room’s walls like ice splitting in the dead of winter.

“Kid, you’ve got guts, I’ll give you that,” the old man said, his voice laced with something darker. “But your wickedness? It’s off the charts. Now you’ve dragged an old man like me into this mess.”

“You’re a damn fool if you can’t even recognize Wild Turkey Rock when it’s staring you in the face. Here—take this World Palm Strike!”

The old man swayed aside with a startling quickness as Flower-Plucking Warrior thrust his right palm forward. Gasps erupted around the room as the ground where the well-dressed old man had just stood was torn apart by the young warrior’s fierce World Palm technique. Sand exploded, chairs flew like broken toys, and the earth itself seemed to shudder. If the old man hadn’t moved with such lightning reflexes, the damage would have been catastrophic. In that moment, everyone—including Flower-Plucking Warrior—realized the old man was no ordinary guest. It took more than luck to dodge a World Palm Strike.

“Old man, are you still too chicken to reveal who you are?”

“Ah, my name and who I am? That’s none of your business. What I want to know is, are you going to leave this place or not?”

“Such arrogance,” Flower-Plucking Warrior shot back. “Don’t think I’m scared of you. Come on up to the stage.”

The old man exhaled a deep, weary sigh, his breath escaping like a ghost drifting through the cracks.

He rubbed his hands together slowly, as if trying to shake off a chill. “Looks like I really have to step in and give it my all,” he murmured, just loud enough for everyone to hear.

“Exactly,” Flower-Plucking Warrior replied. “In the martial world, you can’t afford to hold back. If you’re going to stir up trouble, you’d better be ready to put it all on the line.”

In the blink of an eye, the two men faced off on the stage, their standoff becoming the focal point for dozens of watching eyes.

Among the onlookers, Ran Wulle had edged to the shadows, his eyes fixed on the scene from a darkened corner. He didn’t know who this old man was, but the air crackled with a promise of hidden power. Ran Wulle clung to a fragile hope—that this mysterious figure might be his unexpected savior.

“You still got that secret weapon tucked away somewhere, old man?” Flower-Plucking Warrior asked.

The old man’s laughter was cold and mocking, his voice edged with a sharp bite as he taunted back, a smirk lingering like a dark cloud.

“If you’ve got a weapon, bring it out. I’ll take you on with nothing but my bare hands.”

“Such arrogance!” Flower-Plucking Warrior bellowed. Without even shifting his stance, he threw two powerful punches with his bare hands.

The stage shook with a bone-rattling force. With a sharp, whistling sound, the old man launched himself into the air, soaring three spear lengths high, as if defying gravity itself.

From his lofty perch, the old man darted to a new position, unleashing two powerful punches with fluid, practiced ease. In a heartbeat, the two men were locked in a brutal dance of combat. Five moves flashed by in a blur, each strike and counter a testament to their ferocious skill. Flower-Plucking Warrior’s frustration simmered, his opponent’s stubborn resilience only fueling the fire.

With a roar, he unleashed his full martial prowess. His movements blurred into a swift shadow flitting across the stage.

In just two quick moves, he had his opponent stumbling under the relentless pressure. “Here’s your death move, old man!” Flower-Plucking Warrior shouted.

In that fleeting moment, his strike—bizarrely angled and almost unnatural—arced toward the old man’s waist. The old man, eyes sharp with understanding, danced aside just in time to evade the vicious blow.

With lightning speed, he thrust two fingers toward Flower-Plucking Warrior’s face, aiming for his eyes with deadly precision. This was the infamous eye-gouging technique, as ruthless as it was feared.

Naturally, Flower-Plucking Warrior wasn’t about to let his opponent’s fingers gouge his eyes. But he also wasn’t about to pull back from his ferocious strike. With a fluid motion, he twisted his body left, driving his attack with even greater force toward the old man’s waist. Sensing the futility of his own move and the imminent danger, the old man stomped hard on the stage and sprang into the air.

As he evaded the lethal blow, he descended with hawk-like precision, launching a kick and two punches. It was the Piercing the Mist, Gazing at the Moon technique—a signature move Flower-Plucking Warrior recognized instantly. With a mocking laugh, the young man named the technique and deftly dodged, retaliating with a rapid barrage of punches aimed at four of the old man’s crucial acupoints. Despite the shock of being recognized, the old man reacted swiftly, narrowly escaping the assault.

“Old man, pulling off that Piercing the Mist, Gazing at the Moon trick—what’s your deal with Rage Kump?” Flower-Plucking Warrior sneered. “Spill it fast. Are you one of his disciples or what?”

The old man fought to bury his shock, but a shiver of surprise clawed at the edges of his composure, threatening to break through.

He hadn’t expected his opponent to know his master’s name. The revelation hit him like a jolt of icy water, cold and disorienting, unsettling his carefully guarded calm.

A moment later, Flower-Plucking Warrior burst into hearty laughter. “Not answering means it’s true,” he said with a wicked grin. “Well, that’s just
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