
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Human Mate for the Dragon Prince

        

        
        
          The Dragon Kings of Fire and Ice, Volume 6

        

        
        
          Amelia Shaw

        

        
          Published by Harley Romance Publishing, 2023.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE HUMAN MATE FOR THE DRAGON PRINCE

    

    
      First edition. January 31, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Amelia Shaw.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201110420

    

    
    
      Written by Amelia Shaw.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Thank you to my team!

My cover designer: Jes from Blackbird Designs.

And Jen Katemi for her eagle eye editing and proofing.

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1


[image: ]




ANSELM

Even after nearly thirty years of marriage, my parents were still sickeningly in love. 

My sister Vanya rolled her eyes at me from across the dining table, then spoke to our parents. “Mom. Seriously. You’re gonna make me lose my breakfast over here.” 

I wasn’t sure why Vanya was only blaming our mother, but she had to choose someone to lay the blame on. About ten minutes ago, Dad had pulled Mom into his lap where he sat at the head of the table. Mom had her arms wrapped around his neck and they were kissing and caressing each other like a couple of teenagers on heat.

Mom sighed loudly and managed to climb out of her husband’s arms and stand up. Then she straightened her long sleeved, royal purple dress and glared at my sister. “When you find your mate one day, young lady, you’ll know what it’s like... then hopefully you’ll stop pestering us.”

Dad laughed. “Then it’ll be our turn to gripe at you.”

“Yeah... promises, promises,” my unmarried sister grumped.

Speaking of mates... “Hey Dad. Can I have a chat with you after breakfast about something?”

My father, King Stavrok, was still a strong, large man. He’d kept the people in our kingdom fed and safe for the entirety of his reign. But to me he was ‘Dad’. The most loyal family man I’d ever known.

Dad looked up at me, his eyebrows slightly raised. He knew what I was asking for. A conversation away from the females in our family.

“Yes, of course, son.” He agreed with a regal nod, then his characteristic grin. 

We finished breakfast and my sister Vanya left the dining room alongside our mother. They were chatting about going to visit our other sister, Jessa. She lived at Uncle Erik and Aunt Marienne’s castle in the Black Mountains. Jessa had married their oldest son and the couple stayed there most of the time.

Jessa enjoyed the company of her mother-in-law, Marienne, and the queen’s penchant to predict the future and cast spells. 

It also made sense to learn the way of their kingdom, as Jessa would one day be their queen, as I would one day be the leader of our kingdom. A daunting prospect and a hard act to follow. For both of us.

“Come, Anselm. Sit.” Dad gestured to the chair opposite his. He’d moved away from the dining room table and closer to the fireplace, the castle warm considering it was snowing outside. 

I sat where my father dictated and waited for him to begin the conversation.

He chuckled, the sound rough yet joyous. My childhood had been filled with that sound and to this day, it still made me smile. “You wanted to chat, son. What’s on your mind? Hit me.”

I opened my mouth to begin the speech I’d rehearsed a hundred times, then words failed me. I slammed my mouth shut again, self-annoyance making my jaw clench. 

Dad laughed again. “Would you like me to guess?”

“No, it’s just... I haven’t said this out loud before and I’m afraid how it’s going to sound.” The idea of appearing weak or cowardly in front of my father was one of my greatest fears.

King Stavrok was a legend. A warrior. A man who’d saved the North and defended the South. A king who loved his people, and whose people loved him back. 

He wasn’t just a hard act to follow. He was impossible.

Dad sighed and settled deeper into the cushions of his armchair. “I don’t want you to ever be worried about speaking to me. I love you no matter what.”

My parents’ ability to embarrass me out of nowhere always surprised me. Not that I was ungrateful for their unconditional support and love. My siblings and I were lucky and we knew it. But Dad always managed to hit me with a comment like that out of the blue. Always. I was almost thirty years old and yet I felt as small as I did when I was five years old, still seeking my father’s approval.

“Thanks Dad,” I managed to get out. “I love you too. It’s just that...”

“What?”

I was lonely, on a level I couldn’t even express. Even though I was always surrounded, the gnawing feeling never went away. 

Even with thousands of people in the village, and hundreds of servants within the castle. 

Even with parents who were overly affectionate and often stifling in their love for me. 

Even with sisters that I was closer to than anyone else on the planet... I was lonely.

“I... need my mate.” There. I’d said it.

Dad’s eyebrows flicked up as though my answer had surprised him, then he nodded. “Yes, I remember that feeling too well. Sucked balls. And not in the good way.”

I practically choked on my tongue hearing the expression exit my father’s mouth, then coughed to try and clear my throat again. Once again, my dad had shocked me. 

“Ah yeah, it does.”

Dad nodded, turning his head to stare off into the fireplace. “I was thirty-five when I met your mother. I was going insane with my need for a mate. It didn’t matter who crawled into my bed, or how much I ignored the feeling, the anger... the unrest... it grew and grew until there was nothing else that mattered.”

I wasn’t sure I’d gotten that bad yet, but my future wasn’t looking pretty. The depression was beginning to win and I wasn’t sure I had the strength to push it away any longer.

I sat up a little straighter, getting to the point of this chat faster than I’d expected to. “I know you credit Aunt Marienne with you finding Mom in the human realm, but do you think it’s possible for me to just cross the veil and find her?”

The human world was a thousand times bigger than our hidden realm. My father, a dragon king, had been given a mental map to find his fated mate, Lucy, a human and my mother. 

I wasn’t sure I was going to be as lucky.

“You know your mom and Vanya are flying over to visit Jessa this afternoon. Why don’t we all go?”

If we were going to visit Jessa, then we were going to the Black Mountains. To Marienne and Erik’s kingdom. They should all be there, and I’d have the chance to ask the sorceress myself.

I slid forward on my seat. “You think Aunt Marienne would help me?”

Dad shrugged his massive shoulders. “It can’t hurt to ask.”

I sighed, feeling the weight of disappointment already, pressing down on me. “You don’t think she’ll be able to see anything. Do you?”

Dad stood up and I followed suit, jumping to my feet. He clapped me on the shoulder the way he did when he was trying to encourage me to go forward with something. “Marienne isn’t a crystal ball, son. She doesn’t have a lot of control over her visions, or so she says. You can’t just rub her head and get an answer. But you can certainly ask and hope that she sees something that will help you.”

Hope soared in my heart for the first time in too long. “Thank you, Father.”

Dad walked toward the door. I stepped in alongside him. “I’ll let your mother know that we’ll all go for the visit today. So go and pack, and I’ll send a message to Erik as well. His castle is about to become considerably fuller.”

I chuckled and ran off to pack for a few days away. If Dad had his way, we’d all fly in our dragon form and he’d carry Mother to the Black Mountains. Our luggage would go via horse and carriage and arrive this evening. 

Within the hour we were all packed, the carriage was on its way and we were all standing on the balcony atop the north tower.

“You know this is where your father landed when he brought me home that first time,” Mom said, sighing with remembrance.

Vanya rolled her eyes. “He kidnapped you, Mom. No point sugar coating it.”

Mom laughed, her body shaking with the motion. “Oh, don’t worry. I’ve never forgotten that part of the story. I know it’s not modern, or very feminist, but damn I loved the fact that your father couldn’t control his dragon around me, and he had no choice but to take me away.”

Vanya put her hand on her hip and glared at her. “What did I say about sugar coating things?”

Mom grinned, her blue eyes lighting up with joy. “Okay... I was pretty pissed off to begin with. But there’s nothing like being the sole focus of a man like your father. You’ll see. One day.”

Vanya groaned and stepped up to the ledge. “I’m out. See you all there.” 

My sister threw off her fur robe, revealing her naked form. Then she jumped, launching herself into the air and shifting as she went. Her wings extended out as she swooped low over the kingdom, then flew high in the direction of the Black Mountains.

My father chuckled and stepped closer to my mother. “I’ll shift then you climb on my back.”

She nodded and walked over to me, giving my father room to shift into his dragon so he could carry her for the trip.

Our mother was human, so I was grateful, as were all my siblings, that we had inherited our father’s shifting abilities. We could all shift and fly, just as strongly as any full-blooded dragon we knew.

Despite my mixed blood, our people loved our mother and had accepted me as the heir to the throne.

I stared at her for a moment, taking in the look of love on her face as she watched my father ready to shift. It was impossible to miss the devotion in either of them.

“Mom?”

“Yes, sweetheart?” Her eyes were firmly glued to my father, who was now stripping his robe off to shift for flight.

“Is that true?”

She turned toward me now, her eyebrows narrowed in confusion. “Is what true, Anselm?”

I swallowed hard, forcing myself past the natural resistance to asking these sorts of questions. “That you were glad Father stole you from everything you’ve ever known? That you were... flattered, in a way.”

Mom gripped my hand hard. “Son. At first I was fucking furious. There’s no sugar coating that. But as I fell madly, deeply in love with him... and met some of his past lovers...” she growled as she shuddered, “I realized that his dragon grabbing me in such a way was the one thing I could hold onto. That no-one else had. He wanted me, and literally fought to the death to save me.”

My shock was very real when I gaped at her. “He... what?”

She smiled softly. “I think it’s time that we tell you the full story, and there’s no better place than the room where it happened. See you at Erik’s castle?”

I nodded and watched in awe as my mother pulled up her fur hood and tugged on her gloves. It was freezing for a human to travel in our weather, something I needed to remember if I ever had to transport my own woman.

Mom climbed onto my father’s back and clung tight as he gently stretched out his wings and flew up into the air above the castle.

No tricks, or swoops like my sister. My mother wouldn’t have enjoyed that.

I stood on the balcony watching their figures get smaller as they moved off into the distance. There was one thing that niggled at me, like a voice in the back of your mind that just wouldn’t shut up. 

My mate wasn’t living in our realm as a dragon shifter. She was human. I knew it as a truth. I didn’t know how, but I felt it. I was half human after all, so it made sense in some strange way.

I stepped up onto the ledge and looked down upon my father’s kingdom. The township, lands and wealth would be mine one day. 

The mantle of responsibility sat heavily on my shoulders, though my father carried most of the weight. He was great and mighty, but one day, he wouldn’t be here, and I needed a strong queen at my side to move into the future proudly.

My grandparents were fated mates. My parents’ love was an epic story of devotion.

I would not fail to live up to the same expectations of my life. In all aspects. 

I threw off my fur coat and let the cold wind chill my skin. I took a large breath in through my nose, enjoying the discomfort. My dragon surged inside me, wanting out. Needing to fly.

I let go of my humanity and my shifter soared through me. My bones extended and my skin changed to the hardened protective scales of my dragon.

My wings unfurled from my back and our connection strengthened. They were each an extra limb, an important one.

I jumped from the balcony, not flying straight away. Instead I fell, letting the adrenaline pump through my blood as I hurtled toward the stones at the base of the castle.

My wings wrapped around my body while I plummeted, then at the last moment I threw my wings open and soared up, across the rooftops of the village and over the homes of the people. My father’s people. My people.

A few of them waved, while others shook their heads at my well-known antics.

When I reached the edge of our town I flapped my wings harder to gain height, taking to the skies where the air was thin and the clouds were thick.

It was time to talk to the sorceress and see if she could help me find the future I hoped was waiting for me.
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ANSELM

The flight to the Black Mountains was beautiful. It was spring, so despite the cold and scattered snow on the ground below me, many flowers were already in bloom and the lands were unusually green.

I landed on the highest balcony of the castle, noting a servant standing by with a dark cloak. I let go of my dragon, shrinking back to my human form and shivering the moment my skin was touched by a dusting of falling snow.

“Your Highness.” The servant called out, scurrying over to offer me the cloak. “I am Thomas and am here to serve you.”

I smiled and took the wrapping from him, grateful for its warmth when I threw it over my shoulders. “Thank you, Thomas. Have the rest of my family arrived?”

Thomas nodded and walked beside me over to the large glass door. “Yes, they’re all dressing in their quarters. Allow me to show you to your rooms.”

We walked inside and closed the thick door behind us.

I shivered at the extreme temperature difference. It was warm in the halls as we moved along hallway and my body began to thaw.

“Your room, sire,” Thomas said as we stopped outside a bedroom in the guest quarters. 

The servant was an older man and would stand on tradition, I was sure. Even so, I couldn’t help but tease him a little. “Thomas, are you sure this is a guest suite? Knowing my sister, she probably told you to throw me in some sort of closet.”

As I expected, Thomas’s face turned to horror. “Oh no, sire. This room is...”

I laughed and clapped the man on the shoulder. “It’s all good, Thomas. I was only joking. My twin sister may wish to stick me in the dungeon, but I’m sure the queen wouldn’t allow it.”

Vanya, Jessa and I were un-identical triplets. But it was easier to say twin sister, because ‘triplet sister’ just didn’t roll off the tongue in the same way.

Thomas’s lips quirked for the first time. “The princess is a lively one.”

I burst out laughing. “Yes, she is. She must keep your prince on his toes.” Though Marienne and Erik’s first-born son, Carlak, was quite the task master himself. I’d grown up spending a lot of time with him; we all had. 

It wasn’t until Jessa turned twenty-one, did Carlak make his move on our sister. Two years younger than her, Carlak fought off several suitors to win my sister’s hand. They were a great match.

Thomas inclined his head, snapping back into a serious tone. “Our prince is very happy.”

I chuckled again. “I can imagine he is. Now... where do I find some clothes to wear, and which meeting area are we all meant to be at?”

Thomas showed me where some of Prince Carlak’s clothes had been laid out for me inside the bedroom I’d been assigned, then he instructed me to meet the rest of the families in the larger of the dining halls. 

“The larger one?” I asked, surprised. There were less than ten of us, unless my information wasn’t correct.

Thomas simply nodded and excused himself.

“Doesn’t matter, I guess.” I said, still puzzling over why we’d need so much space. That dining table could easily seat fifty people.

I dressed quickly and headed down to the dining hall. I’d be the last one there, I was sure. Whenever I flew here, I took my time, enjoying the freedom of flying in my dragon form. When I stepped up to the entry way and a servant opened the door for me, my assumption proved correct.

“Late as always,” Jessa declared, waddling toward me.

I hadn’t seen my sister in a month and I was surprised to see how big her belly had grown in that time.

“You look ready to pop, sister dearest.” I said, reaching out to rub her belly before putting my arm around her for a hug. 

She laughed and shoved at me. “I wish I was! Unfortunately, our doctor thinks there’s more than one of these monsters inside of me.”

I grinned at her. “I’m not surprised. You always were the most like Mother.”

Mom had given birth to us triplets, then our younger brother Iain. Surely a multiple birth for Jessa and Vanya was in the cards? 

Jessa heaved a huge sigh. “Yeah, yeah.” 

Jessa and Carlak had been married over seven years, it had shocked everyone that they’d waited so long to birth the next generation, but I had the feeling she’d felt guilty leaving Vanya and I so far behind.

I dropped a kiss on her cheek. “I’m really happy for you, sis. You deserve the world.”

She met my gaze and for the first time in a long time, I saw the glimmer of unshed tears in her blue eyes.

She launched at me with her arms open wide, almost knocking me over in her fervor.

“Whoa.” I laughed, gripping her so we both didn’t topple over. 

“I want the same happiness for you.” She whispered the words in my ear, holding me tight.

I sighed and hugged her tighter, my heart aching at the love I felt for her. “One day.”

We pulled apart and that’s when I realized the party was larger than just the two royal families. “Auntie Cass! I didn’t realize you were here.”

I walked forward to greet the large party standing next to the huge dining table, laden with morning tea. Fruits and cheeses, drinks and breads.

I hugged my father’s cousin and our hosts. “Hello Aunt Marienne,” I said, giving her a squeeze before moving on to shake hands with Uncle Erik, and Cass’s two sons Theo and Barry.

“Where’s Uncle Damon?” I asked, looking toward Cass.

Cass rolled her eyes. “You know Damon. He doesn’t like to leave the castle, and I felt like a break from the freezing temperatures.”

Theo laughed. “Dad’s dealing with a failed crop and more building. Our population has boomed the last few years and we don’t have enough housing for everyone.”

“If you need help, I’m available,” I offered, feeling the need to get my hands dirty again. I’d spent many months at the Winter Kingdom through the years, and the work there was hard, but very satisfying. 

Theo turned to me with a grin. “We could use more hands, Anselm. You’re always welcome. You know that.”

I smiled at the boy who’d become a man since last we met. Theo was at least five years my junior but had grown a lot these past years. He was the heir to his father’s kingdom, and we’d grown up together.

“And Veronica?” I asked, speaking of Theo’s younger sister. They all called her ‘the dragon daughter.’

“She stayed with her father.” Cass said with a sigh. “That girl will be the death of me, I’m sure.”

Mother, Marienne and Cass all got along famously, as did our fathers, so we were as close as blood cousins. We’d spent many long winters and short summers together. We’d seen each other through childhood and adolescence, and now as young adults, we were ready to see what the future held for each of us. Vanya, Jessa and I were the oldest of the lot but age seemed irrelevant when we all got on so well.

We sat down to a morning tea, laughing and chatting and telling stories. It was great being around the people that I considered my family, both blood and bonded. The darkness in my heart, that aching loneliness, receded at times like this. 

When there was a lull in the conversation, I looked toward my mother. “Weren’t you going to tell us a story of something that happened here?

Mom’s eyes widened, then she nodded. “Yes.” She turned to my father, who was seated beside her. “I told Anselm that you once fought to the death to save me. Would you like to tell the story?”

My father’s surprise was a palpable thing. His eyes widened, then he stared at my mother, speechless.

She turned back to me to explain his reaction. “The three of us—Stavrok, Marienne and I—agreed we’d never tell you all this story, but I think it’s time.”

Now I was more confused than ever. I stared at my father, who was still as silent as I’d ever seen him, and was staring at Mom with a quizzical frown bending his brows.

Finally, he spoke. “Lucy, I trust you with my life, so if you think it’s a good idea to tell the children...”

“As long as it’s okay with you also, Marienne?” Mom asked, casting her question across the table toward my aunt.

Marienne and Erik stared at each other for a long moment, then they nodded in unison.

“What on earth is going on?” Jessa demanded, crossing her arms over her large belly.

I laughed out loud at her obvious annoyance. “If Jessa doesn’t know, this must be one huge secret.”

“Oh, it was never meant to be a deliberate secret that we kept from you all,” my father said. “We just put that part of our life behind us after you were born.”

“Shall we leave?” Theo asked, standing up next to his mother, Cass. “Perhaps we shouldn’t—” 

“Oh, sit down.” Cass pulled her son back to his seat. “I was there for all of this. I know the story. And it’s a good one. So... go on, Stavrok. Tell it.”

My father, now in his mid-sixties, sighed heavily as he sat back in his chair and began to tell us all his story. “It feels like yesterday, but thirty-one years ago, I was unmated...”

Cass slid forward and interjected. “Other than Damon, he was the only unmarried king, and the elders wanted him to hurry up and find his queen.”

I smiled at my dad’s cousin. Cass had often looked after us when we were little and I had great affection for her.

“Yes... anyway. I held a dinner at the castle, and all the kings came, including Marienne and...” Dad glanced toward Marienne, who finally joined in the conversation.

“My first husband, King Magnik.”

“My half-brother,” Erik said.

Silence descended and my sisters and I looked at each other, gob smacked. Marienne had been married to King Erik’s older brother?

“Seriously?” Barry asked, the youngest of Cass’s sons.

Cass flicked her son in the arm. “Yes, seriously.”

“What happened?” I asked, a sudden tightness in my chest squeezing a little harder. Mother had pushed for this story to come to light for me, and I wasn’t going to miss any of the important details. 

The older adults exchanged glances, then Marienne spoke. “Magnik was a power-hungry, evil man. He wanted Stavrok’s lands as well as his own, and when he found that he couldn’t buy the lands from him...”
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