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            About The Dragon’s Queen

          

          Dragon Lords 9

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A Prequel Story

      

      

      Mede of the Draig knows three things for a fact:

      
        	As the only female dragon-shifter of her people, she is special.

        	She can kick the backside of any man.

        	And she absolutely doesn’t want to marry.

      

      Mede has spent a lifetime trying to prove she’s as strong as any male warrior. Unfortunately, being the special, rare creature she is, she’s been claimed as the future bride to nearly three dozen dragons—each one confident that when they come for her hand in marriage, fate will choose them. When the men aren’t bragging about how they’re going to marry her, they’re acting like she’s a delicate rare flower in need of their protection.

      She is far from a shrinking solarflower.

      

      Prince Llyr of the Draig knows four things for a fact:

      
        	He is the future king of the dragon-shifters.

        	He must act honorably in all ways.

        	He absolutely, positively is meant to marry Lady Mede.

        	And she dead set against marriage.

      

      Llyr’s fate rests in the hands of a woman determined not to have any man. With a new threat emerging amongst their cat-shifting neighbors, a threat whose eyes are focused firmly on Mede, time may be running out. It is up to the prince to convince her to be his dragon queen.
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        "The Dragon's Queen is one Kick-Butt romantic story of the woman everyone considers a rare and precious gem and the one man who sees beyond the 'fairy tale' to the hardcore goddess she really is... I enjoyed this book from start to finish." 

        Kris, Insightful Mind Reviews

      

        

      
        5 Stars!

        "A book you can't put down!"

        Theresa Menendez, BookBub

      

        

      
        5 Stars!

        “A captivating read, great characters and plot”

        Sue, Sue B. Reviews

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            New to Dragon Lords?

          

        

      

    

    
      Dragon Lords books 1-8 follow a concurrent time line. The fun of this is that the events you read in one book might be examined from a different point of view, sometimes with overlapping or expanded scenes, sometimes with events you might have wondered about in another book. You might even discover secrets as characters interact with each other. I recommend reading them in order to get the full effect. However if you bought the books out of order, no worries, each book is technically a standalone story for the hero and heroine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Dragon Lords Series

          

        

      

    

    
      Dragon Lords Books 1 - 4

      The dragon-shifting princes have no problem with commitment. In one night, they will meet and choose their life mate in a simplistic ceremony involving the removing of masks and the crushing of crystals. With very few words spoken and the shortest, most bizarre courtship in history, they will bond to their women forever. And once bonded, these men don’t let go...

      Too bad nobody explained this to their brides.

      

      Dragon Lords Books 5-8

      The noblemen brothers aren’t new to the sacred Qurilixian bridal ceremony. After several failed attempts at finding a bride, it’s hard to get excited about yet another festival. No matter how honorably they try to live, it would seem fate thinks them unworthy of such happiness—that is until now.

      With very few words spoken and the shortest, most bizarre courtship in history, they will bond to their women forever. And once bonded, these men don’t let go...

      Too bad nobody explained this to their brides.

      

      Dragon Lords Book 9

      Before four princes and four noblemen found their brides, before the death of the Var King Attor and the threat of the Tyoe miners, there was a time of peace on the planet of Qurilixen. It was not a strong peace, but it had lasted for quite some time between the cat-shifting Var kingdom and their northern neighbors the dragon-shifting Draig. It lasted because both sides had very little to do with each other.

      This was the time before the great war came to rift the planet apart—dragon against cat. The only battles were skirmishes along the borderlands over territory and drunken brawls that erupted to prove which shifter side was of superior strength. It is here the dragons found their queen.

      

      Spin-off Series

      Dragon Lords is the first installment in the multiple bestselling  romance series.  As of this publication, there are nine Dragon Lords books.

      The series continues with the Lords of the Var® series, Space Lords series, Dynasty Lords Series, Captured by a Dragon-Shifter series, Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides series, and Qurilixen Lords series.

      There will be more books and more series to come. They can be read alone, but the author recommends reading books in order of release.

      For details please visit www.michellepillow.com
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        To Bella Monster because she thinks she’s a dragon. She also thinks she’s the boss of me. She’s not. I’m the boss of her. Hold on, she’s hungry, I need to go get her a treat.

        To Lord Winston the official man of the house who whines like we’re neglecting him. I see his point. He should be petted at every possible second of the day.

        To the army of cats amassing outside. We surrender.

        To Lady Annabelle for keeping Winston in check.

        To Fiona, beanies.

        To B.

        <3
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      Draig Northern Mountains, Planet of Qurilixen

      There were three things Medellyn knew for a fact. She was special. She could kick the ass of any boy. And she did not want to marry and have babies.

      She was special.

      Medellyn was one of the only dragon-shifting females in all the universe, and definitely in all of the Draig population. Only once in a thousand births, was a female dragon-shifter born. She was rare, or so everyone kept telling her. Her childhood was a strange contradiction. Her very proper mother tried to treat her as if she were some sacred crystal that might crack. Her warrior father tried to make her train like a boy while dressing like a girl.

      She could kick the ass of any boy.

      Medellyn hated when males tried to act as if she were weak and needed protection. Her dragon was just as fierce as any of theirs, probably more so. To prove her point, she’d gladly pummel any who had challenged her to the ground…and some who hadn’t.

      She absolutely, positively did not want to marry and have babies.

      Being the special, rare creature she was, in the twenty not-so-sweet girlhood years of her life she’d been claimed as the future bride of nearly three dozen boys—each one confident that when they came of the age to marry, she would make their crystals glow and they hers.

      Glowing crystals wasn’t just a metaphor. On the day she was born, her father journeyed to Crystal Lake like all the new fathers did. He dove beneath the waves, swam down to the deepest part and pulled her stone from the lakebed. Like all Draig children, she wore the stone around her neck, and would continue to wear it until the day it glowed, telling her which of the dragon-shifting men she was destined by the gods to marry. From that moment on their souls would join, they’d hear each other’s thoughts, they’d have dragon babies, whatever. Technically she might be destined to marry an offworlder like most Draig men, but no one on her planet seemed to think so.

      Gods’ bones, she hoped she wasn’t destined to end up with any of the idiots on her planet. They had yet to impress her.

      When it was her turn to go to the Breeding Festival, the crystal would glow, signifying her curse for all to see. Well, her blessing as her mother called it. Lady Grace did not appreciate her daughter calling marriage a curse. Grace did not appreciate a lot of things that Medellyn liked, such as swords and bows, ceffyl riding, camping alone in the forest, hunting, sparring, smashing arrogant looks off of dragon men’s faces.

      It was a fight with her mother that had sent her running through the mountain forest. Medellyn hated the woman, hated what her mother wanted her daughter to be. Grace was only a human, brought to their planet as a bartered bride. She’d married Medellyn’s father without question and spent most of her days completely in docile agreement with whatever her husband said. Medellyn couldn’t imagine taking anyone else’s opinions over her own.

      Her father, Axell, was a highly praised warrior in the Draig army and carried the title of Top Breeder of the ceffyls. The man’s whole life focused on four things: his wife, his only child, and mares and steeds. Her father was a very important man, but his work kept him away from home several nights a week as he slept outdoors with the herd. With a three-year gestation period and only about a fifty percent live birth rate, the animals were not a resource that could be easily renewed. His ceffyls supplied the soldiers with mounts and farmers used them for beasts of burden to help with the fields.

      Like Axell, Medellyn was a proud dragon. Had she been born male, she would have been a warrior, too. Instead, she was special. How could her human mother begin to understand the wildness than ran in her dragon blood? If she had, Grace would never have asked Medellyn to tame her spirit.

      Breathing hard, she came to an abrupt halt and screamed into the trees. Her body shook with rage and she tore at the pretty gown she wore. She hated her body, hated being special, hated being expected to act like a lady when she felt like a dragon. Her taloned finger snagged on the crystal around her neck and she cut the leather strap of the necklace. The crystal flew several feet away.

      “I am not some man’s chattel,” she yelled, knowing she’d run far enough away that her mother could not hear her retorts. Since she was shifted her voice was hoarse and powerful, and she reveled in the fierceness of it. “I am not some breeding ceffyl to have children. It is not my place to give you fifty grandkids. I can’t help you only had one child. If you would have made me a boy, I wouldn’t be a disappointment to you!”

      Tears stung her eyes as Medellyn walked aimlessly, searching the forest floor for the fallen necklace. Finding it, she grabbed the inert crystal into her fist. It was a reminder of all she was expected to be. She took a deep breath, looking at her fist and then to the stones littering the forest floor. A small smile formed on her mouth. Medellyn dropped the crystal on the hard ground and glared at it. Rage boiled inside her, the kind of rage surely only a dragon-shifter could feel.

      “This is what I think of your fate,” she growled as she fell to her knees.

      Medellyn grabbed a heavy rock and smashed it down onto her necklace. The crystal cracked. The noise gave her some satisfaction so she hit it again. Grunting with each strike of the stone, she didn’t stop until her future had been ground to dust.

      “That is what I think of your destiny.”
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      Var Royal Palace, Eighteen Years Later…

      Prince Attor of the Var smiled at Lord Myrddin from across the inner courtyard of the palace where they had come to dine away from the king’s hall. Though they were not related, the man was like an older brother to him and sometimes even like a father. Myrddin was well liked in the Var court—especially by the visiting female dignitaries. Though he was shorter than most cat-shifters, his dark hair and eyes seemed to draw the women in. There was an air of power in him that was well deserved. He came from a long line of nobility, one of the old houses.

      Like most of the Var palace, the inner courtyard had intricate symmetrical patterns on the walls made of decorative tiles of red, orange, blue, gold and green, with beautifully arched entryways with no doors. There could be no doubt the palace was lavish, but the maze of halls was purposefully confusing to outsiders. The idea had been to disorientate those who should not be wandering the palace alone. Instead, it made for many nights when servants had to be sent out to find some drunken dignitary who’d stumbled around and had become lost.

      Attor had proposed installing a central mainframe computer connected to every room. It would not only help the drunks find their way back to their rooms without assistance, but it would monitor their whereabouts. He’d done his research, found a system that could answer vocal queues, track bio-functions, open doors, deliver food and locate anyone programmed into the system by a simple command. But did his father hear him out? No. The king had laughed and waved him out of the dining hall.

      Attor looked at the piece of fruit in his hand. He had been told the courtyard had been one of his mother’s favorite places and, as a child, it was one of the only ways he could feel her presence. King Auguste loved his son from a distance, and Attor had never known the love of his mother. She’d died giving birth to him—an only son—and King Auguste had never fully recovered from the loss of his life mate. Over the years, the king took other women to his bed, but nothing came from the empty pairings. And, with each passing affair, his father seemed to lose a bit of himself until he was a drunken, hollow shell of a king. Attor resented the weakness his father allowed to show.

      Had he bothered to shift into his mountain lion form, he would have been able to hear Myrddin’s words over the rush of the water fountain behind him. The fountain was in the center of the room, surrounded by fruit trees and yellow ferns. It was the fruit he had come to dine on, since he was avoiding his father’s inebriated conversation.

      Myrddin winked at him and smoothed the front of his long nobleman’s jacket. Attor gave a small laugh. He didn’t need to hear the conversation to know what the man was doing. Myrddin didn’t believe in taking only one woman. He wanted several and had made it his roguish mission to have sex with as many women as he could seduce. And the women did come easily, for who were they to say no to money and power. Though not nearly as jaded as his friend, Attor would not turn a willing woman from his bed.

      “I thought you were chasing the visiting Azoomian woman,” Attor said as Myrddin approached.

      Myrddin grinned, reaching to test the firmness of a fat yellow fruit hanging above him. “Mm, she was not as big of a challenge as she would have me believe.” He gave the fruit a notable squeeze. “I squeezed her juices from her last night and had to tell her this morning that I would not be making her my lady.”

      “Did you promise to marry her?” Attor knew it wouldn’t have been the first time his friend had used that line.

      “Does it matter?” Myrddin laughed and gave the fruit a hard yank, snapping it forcefully from the limb it clung to. The noble tossed it at Attor, forcing him to drop the piece he held to catch it before it hit his face. “Women are like fruit on a tree, to be tasted, enjoyed, and then discarded for the next piece.” Myrddin kicked the half-eaten piece across the floor. “Hold one too long and it will be sure to rot in your hand.”

      “There are many who find happiness with life mates,” Attor argued.

      “Like your father joining fully to your mother, bowing to her like a besotted fool? I was young, but I still remember how he doted on her. There is your proof that a man cannot bow to a woman and still call himself a man. Women have the potential to be the ruination of men and kingdoms,” Myrddin countered. He sighed sadly and shook his head. “Life mating is for peasants who cannot afford many half wives. But you will be king someday, Attor. Someday soon, if your father continues to keep company with liquor bottles and too much food.” He sat and placed his hand on the younger man’s shoulder. “To be ruled by a woman is to be ruled by weakness, and kingdoms are only as strong as their rulers. A king must stand alone, beholden to none. When you are king take half mates—many, beautiful half mates. If one dies, you can have sons with the others.”

      Attor said nothing. This was not the first time Myrddin had tried to convince him of such things. He looked at the fruit in his hand. It was ripe, but it didn’t feel as firm as the piece he’d been enjoying before Myrddin had made him drop it. The kings before him had all had one mate and they’d been happy, or so the stories told.

      “The king is drunk again, isn’t he?” Myrddin let go of Attor’s shoulder and leaned his elbows onto his knees.

      Attor nodded. “I left when he started challenging the Azoomian noblemen to duels.”

      Myrddin thought the king pathetic and had often admitted as much to the prince. Attor however just found his father a sad, broken buffoon.

      “Enough depression. Let the king have his games. Your time will come soon enough and you can lead this kingdom to greatness. You can give your people the war your father promised us years ago. I’ll be by your side, leading your armies, while we defeat those stinking dragon-shifting Draig and take the northern lands as ours. Yours will be a great kingdom, cat-shifters ruling over our slave dragons. Why should they get the mountains when my castle is stuck in the shadowed marshes?”

      Attor didn’t really care for politics. In fact, they bored him. Wars were tedious and long. He had a palace. What did he want with more land? Then, again, if he was living in the stinking waters of the marshes near the Var-Draig border he might think differently.

      “I know what you need,” Myrddin said, dropping his voice to a whisper. He reached into his tunic shirt and pulled out a tiny bottle. “I acquired some nef off a couple of marsh farmers.”

      “You know they’re called that because they make their liquor stock out of marsh water, right?” Attor gave a small shiver of disgust.

      “But not the nef,” Myrddin said. “And the marsh water is purified during the process. Some of it’s not bad if you need a quick drunk. But I didn’t bring it up to debate alcohol quality. Did you see that Syog beauty I was talking to? A couple of drops of this in her wine, and she’d be game for meeting us in the forest for a chase later. My universal translator is rough when it comes to Syog, but I’m pretty sure she wants light and dark meat.”

      Myrddin reached to muss up Attor’s short blond hair. His friend’s eyes shifted with liquid gold. All Var liked the hunt.

      Attor’s breathing deepened. Nef was illegal and very hard to get. It tamed the cat within them and created restraint in Var men. However, that wasn’t why the drug was forbidden. Restraint was fine. Natural restraint without the aid of drugs was better. But, give nef to a humanoid female and it had the opposite effect, making them wild with uncontrolled, indiscriminate passion. When taken together, it would make men’s pleasure last longer and women insatiable.

      His nostrils flared as if he could already feel the ground beneath his paws. Syogs were not the brightest species, but they were athletic and strong. Unless they were scarred, which many of them were due to their brawling culture, as a whole they happened to be one of the most symmetrically appealing races in the known universes.

      The woman Myrddin indicated was phenomenal to look at. Her hair was knotted to the top of her head, but would look marvelously long if she unbound it. She wore the short coat and pleated skirt of her people, and by the look of her naked legs, would be able to run hard and fast. Her dark eyes boldly met his in challenge and, as was the Syog way, she would not look away until he did first.

      “What’s her name?” Attor asked.

      “Does it matter?” Myrddin countered.

      “She agrees to take the nef?” Attor swallowed in excitement. A run would do him good, especially if it ended in a hard coupling on the forest floor. “She wants us both?”

      “It’s settled,” Myrddin said by way of an answer. “I’ll set it up. Meet me by the flaccid tree in the forest.”
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      Draig Territory, Var-Draig Borderlands

      “Mede, I always wanted to ask you. Can you fly?”

      Mede grimaced. Saben was clearly well into his cups even though the Order of the Dead Dragons’ celebration had only just started. Members of the order had gathered to witness her initiation. Well, that was only half true. They really came for the revelry that would ensue while she ran her trial.

      “Well?” Saben insisted.

      “No. That’s just an old story,” she said.

      “But you’re female,” Saben insisted. “If you are captured tonight, I might not get the chance to ask you again.”

      “I’m a woman?” Mede gasped in fake shock. She pretended to look down at her body. “That would explain why you proposed to me when we were children.”

      “Ah, come on, now.” Saben leaned forward to whisper, which wasn’t really all that quiet—especially considering they were in an encampment of dragon-shifters with incredibly sensitive hearing. “You can tell me the truth. You shift into the dragon of legend, don’t you? You can fly.” He leaned back, pointing a finger from his goblet-laden hand. “I see it on your face. You can fly.”

      Mede had been asked this question almost as much as she’d been claimed as a future bride. So, yes, she’d had the dreams. She’d felt her body soaring over strange landscapes. She’d felt her arms as wide as wings. She’d felt the fire of her breath and the lava of her blood. Her body had burned so hot she could barely contain it and knew a human body would never survive with pure dragon blood in it. As far as she could tell, men never had such dreams. Her father seemed to think it was a residual memory from the days long past. Though she’d often caught him watching her when she shifted as a child, as if he’d expected her to take flight.

      The dragon legend was from before her people came to Qurilixen, when female dragons were large and fierce and could not take human shape like the men. Their people had no remaining proof of such things, only the stories passed down from each generation, and the fierce creatures depicted boldly in all their artwork and pottery.

      “Can you keep a secret?” Mede leaned in to him. Saben nodded. “I can’t fly, but you can.”

      Saben’s brow furrowed in confusion. Mede shifted into dragon, slipped her hands beneath the pits of his arms and lifted him upward. In his drunken state and human form he didn’t catch what she was doing in time to stop his ascent several feet into the air. He stumbled as he landed on his feet. Then, grinning, he righted himself and held up his goblet. “Not a drop spilled!”

      Those who had seen it cheered. Saben went to drink and tipped his head back. He frowned and turned the cup over. It had been empty the whole time. Cheering turned to laughter. Mede couldn’t help but chuckle as she went to wash her hands. She loved Saben like a brother, but he sweated like he’d been running around the forest.

      “If you want to be one of us, Lady Medellyn, you know what you have to do.” Rolant approached and gave her an arrogant half-grin as his eyes lit with challenge.

      Mede flung the moisture from her hands and turned to him. She’d known the man for years. They’d trained together as children, and he was to inherit control of the ore mines from his childless uncle. He’d even once claimed he was going to marry her—though that had been years ago. So far, his crystal had never glowed around her, so their relationship was pretty much cemented in friendship.

      “The name is Mede,” Mede answered. “I don’t care if you are a prince, get it right or I’ll make you bow to me when I return with my prize.”

      “You know the initiation rules,” Rolant warned, not for the first time. He lowered his voice so the handful of Draig warriors with them couldn’t hear. His green eyes shone with concern. “Seriously, Mede, once you cross the borders, we can’t come after you. If you get caught you’re on your own until your father comes to fetch you.”

      She said nothing. Having her great warrior father come and rescue her from Var imprisonment would be beyond humiliating, almost as much as getting caught in the first place.

      Cynan came close and leaned in. He was a beefy warrior with a fierce demeanor and the playfulness of a naughty child. “What are we whispering about?”

      “My brother still wants to meet Mede but she refuses,” Rolant said, before turning his grin to Mede. “He’ll be king someday. You can’t avoid him forever. I think you two would—”

      “Don’t make me rip your throat out of your neck,” Mede warned.

      Cynan laughed. He, too, had tried to claim Mede as a child bride. In fact, she was pretty sure all the Dead Dragons had. To the others, he stated, “I don’t envy any man who’s unlucky enough to have to claim this dragon.”

      The men laughed harder and began their good-natured taunting. Since they teased her about her warrior’s fierceness, Mede didn’t mind it so much.

      “He’s a good man,” Rolant said when Cynan wandered off and could no longer eavesdrop—unless he really wanted to. Shifters had excellent hearing, so it was hard to keep secrets in a small encampment. However, they were honorable dragons and they would respect each other’s privacy with little effort. “You can’t keep ignoring invitations to the palace forever. You’re the only female, Mede. That’s—”

      “I’ve never laid eyes on our future king and I don’t want to. I have a hard enough time when people with power over me are trying to control me. I don’t want to have to defy the orders of your parents, but I am not a pet to be put on display. I respect King Tared and Queen Lorna greatly, from a commoner’s distance, but I have no interest in life at court. As for meeting new men, you sound like my mother. She constantly tries to trick me into the presence of new males in hopes their crystals will twitch in my direction, so I’ll know before the
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Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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