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Bonus Chapter – Her Dragon Protector – Roxie Ray 

 
"Axel," I cried out. He was sleeping like a freaking log. Usually, he slept so lightly, but no. Not when it 

was important. Now he was deep asleep like he'd been drugged. "Wake up!" 

He snorted and rolled over but didn't wake. I leaned in close and put my forehead to his. Asher. If Axel 

wouldn't wake, I'd try his dragon. I need you! 

Asher grunted in my head and woke immediately. I knew he would. What's wrong, my mate? 

Wake Axel up! It's time. 

A couple of seconds later, Axel sat straight upright. "What's wrong?" he repeated Asher's words out 

loud. 

"It's time!" 

He jumped up and circled the bed as I struggled to swing my legs off the side and get to my feet. This 

enormous belly made things especially difficult. 

"Are you sure?" he asked. "Have you timed the contractions and everything?" 

"Of course." He grabbed my hands and helped me sit up as another contraction started. I breathed 

through it. They weren't too bad yet, but I knew they were going to get worse and worse. I'd seen many 

babies born in my time as a nurse. I knew what was coming. "They're not too close together yet, but I 

want to get up and make sure we have everything so we can be ready to go to the hospital. 

We'd debated having a home birth. Since the baby was going to be born a dragon, if anything went 

wrong it was entirely possible the hospital would run a bunch of tests. But I opted to run that risk. I'd 

rather have to find a way to destroy records and proof than be over a half-hour away from the hospital. 

I'd seen too many crazy things happen over the years to leave it to chance. 

Axel pulls on clothes as I sit on the side of the bed and wait for the next contraction. When he's 

dressed, he grabs the outfit that's been sitting on the top of our large bureau for weeks. My going to 

the hospital outfit. 

The wonderful man does everything for me. Helps me up, out of my undies, and into a clean pair, 

pulling them up for me until I could reach them. When it was time to put my shoes on, he did that, too. 

"I'm pretty sure I'm going to keep you," I said as another contraction began. Moaning, I ignored his 

snort of laughter and tried to breathe like they taught me in the classes. It wasn't easy to keep in mind 

exactly how to suck air in and out while my insides were being squeezed. 

"Should we go now?" he asked. I checked the app on my phone where I'd been logging contractions 

all night. "Not quite yet," I said. "They're still a little too far apart." 

I gave him an apologetic look. "Sorry. I could've let you sleep a little bit longer, but I got lonely going 

through the contractions all alone." 

He sank onto the bed beside me and wrapped one arm around my back and put his other hand on my 

belly. "I wish you'd woken me for the first contraction. I don't want to miss a single moment." 

As he pressed a kiss to my forehead, the feeling of warm liquid spreading across my crotch made me 

moan. "Okay," I said. "It's time to go." 

"Did the contractions jump or something?" he asked, looking very confused. 

"No, look." I nodded my head toward my pants, which were obviously soaked. "I'm just glad I was 

sitting on this thick comforter when it happened. I doubt it got through to the bed." 

Axel helped me struggle to my feet, and I checked. Sure enough, the comforter was damp, but not the 

bed. Axel grabbed it and threw it in the corner. "I'll take it down and throw it in the washer on our way 

out." 



I nodded and pointed to a drawer in the bureau. "Grab another pair of my maternity pants from that 

drawer. Those are the comfy ones. I waddled toward our bathroom to get one of the massive pads I'd 

bought for this and after the birth. 

When we'd picked out the washer and dryer, I went for oversized for just this reason. I didn't have to 

go to the laundromat for big loads. I loved our new home, and Axel had worked with the contractor so 

that as our family grew, additions could be added without disrupting the aesthetic. 

I came out of the bathroom in time for another contraction. "Holy shit!" I yelled. The difference in the 

pain levels before and after my water broke was significant. 

Axel dropped the pants and panties he'd gotten out for me and ran across the room. "What?" he 

shouted. 

"It hurts!" I practically screamed and bent over, clutching my stomach. Axel helped support me, 

practically lifting me off the ground, which helped tremendously. I didn't have to do anything but try to 

breathe through the pain. 

Screaming was still breathing, right? 

After seventeen thousand years, the contraction slacked off. "Holy shit, Axel, get me to the hospital 

fast." 

"What happened?" he asked. 

"I wasn't thinking. When the water breaks, it removes a sort of cushion and the pain is more intense. 

The first contraction after it broke was awful." I grabbed my phone and checked the time. I wanted to 

be sitting when the next contraction came. Shoving my pants down, I wiggled my legs and moved as 

fast as I could to get them off. Axel jumped and helped me again, love him. We got the pad in the 

panties and just got it pulled up when I felt another one coming, but I was still across the room from 

the bed.  

Clinging to his shoulders, I braced myself, but he swept me off my feet and cradled me close. "I've got 

you," he whispered. 

In his arms, it was easier to close my eyes and breathe, channeling the pain so that I felt some 

semblance of control. I knew that was total bullshit. They would only get worse. 

When it stopped, he helped me finish dressing and held me again when the next one hit. "Are we 

ready?" he asked. 

I nodded my head. "Let's go." He got me and the bags downstairs and was almost back down with the 

dirty clothes and blanket when another one washed over me. Faster this time. 

Moving with his preternatural speed, he scooped me up again, but I couldn't focus and be calm. The 

pain was intensifying. "Let's go, now," I grunted as I fought the urge to scream again. 

He kept me in his arms and scooped up our bags and the keys, somehow. 

By the time the contraction was over, the pressure between my legs told me it was too late. "No," I 

panted. "He's coming. Now." 

Another contraction hit, maybe a minute after that one. We'd only made it out to the porch. 

"What do you mean?" Axel asked with a shocked expression on his face. 

"I mean we aren't going anywhere. Take me inside!" 

He turned back to the house and walked into the living room. The contraction abated, and I breathed 

again. "Go grab the new tarp under the kitchen sink," I said. "Fast." 

He set me on the edge of the couch and ran to do as I asked. I'd bought the tarp for exactly this 

situation. 

Crying out, the pressure between my legs took me to the living room floor. I used the coffee table to 

support me as I tried to let the pain and pressure do what it needed to do instead of fighting it. 



Axel returned with the tarp. "Push the coffee table against the couch, spread the tarp on the floor, then 

use that blanket my water broke on. Put it over the tarp. And hurry." The last word came out as a moan 

as yet another contraction hit me. They were seconds apart now. 

My body desperately wanted me to squat down, and I couldn't fight it. Leaning against the couch until 

he moved the coffee table, I worked to pull my pants and panties off while still on my knees. I didn't 

even get them past my butt before Axel was done doing all I'd asked. Damn, he moved fast. 

He helped me get my lower half bare and supported me as I knee-walked to the middle of the tarp. 

"What should I do?" he whispered. 

"I have no idea," I said. I sat on my butt, but that didn't feel right. Another contraction had me lunge 

forward onto my knees. I moaned through it, totally oblivious to my ass straight in the air. 

Suddenly, I understood what everyone meant when they said a ring of fire. My core felt like someone 

put a white-hot poker to it. 

"Oh, my gosh," Axel whispered. "I see his hair. There's so much of it." 

"Explains my heartburn," I yelled as the urge to push overcame me. I read every article on the internet 

and every book I could find, as well as asking every woman I knew, and still didn't know how to push. 

Until I had to. Then, I got it. I pushed and breathed, pushed, and breathed. Screams came and went 

along with moans and grunts. Axel hovered, not sure what to do. 

"Just don't let the baby fall on the ground," I said as I pushed harder than I ever had before. 

Ava ran in as I screamed. "Oh, my gosh," she said. "You pushed the head out!" After a little jump and 

squeal, which I only noticed because I was between contractions, she dashed from the room. "Let me 

wash my hands!" 

"Oh, thank goodness," Axel said. 

"I'm here, too!" Maverick called. "I heard you in there so didn't come in! I'll be in the kitchen!" 

I looked toward the door to see him shuffling along with his hands over his eyes so he could see the 

floor but not the center of the room where I was naked with a baby's head hanging out of my twat.  

"Thaaaaaaaaanks!" I yelled as another contraction stretched the word into a yell. I couldn't help it and 

had to push again. 

Ava sprinted toward me and fell to the floor with a thump. "Ow," she muttered. "Oh, yeah, you're good 

now. I missed the hard part." 

I swung my head around to look back and saw her reaching toward me. After the feel of a bit of tugging, 

then the sensation of a lot of liquid leaving me, she grinned big, and just like that, it was over. 

"Oh, my god, Charlotte, that was amazing," Axel said. "Maverick hand me towels!" He scrambled to 

his feet and darted toward the kitchen, returning in seconds with a handful of my good kitchen towels. 

I didn't even care. I still hadn't heard or seen the baby, but I knew the umbilical cord stretched out still. 

I hadn't passed the placenta. 

"I'm going to roll over," I said, then smiled as I heard my son's tiny voice for the first time. 

"Go ahead," Ava said. "I've got you." 

I collapsed on my side, then carefully maneuvered my leg so that I didn't yank on the umbilical cord. 

Ava helped me and I realized the baby was in Axel's arms. He crooned at his son and wrapped him in 

soft towels. 

I didn't know where Ava got the nose sucker, but once I was on my butt, she reached over and 

suctioned out the baby's mouth and nose. We'd both read a book on childbirth just in case something 

like this happened. It had helped us decide that we didn't want to do this, as well. 

That obviously didn't happen. 

I heard the sirens coming as Axel put our baby in my arms. Ava grabbed a blanket off the couch and 

threw it over me. "We'll let the paramedics clamp the umbilical cord," she whispered. 



I barely heard her as I stared into my son's gorgeous brown eyes. 

"Welcome, little Kingston. We'll name you soon, I promise." 

Axel's words settled into my heart and tears filled my eyes. "I love you," I whispered. 

He pressed a kiss to my forehead and held me and his son close. "I love you, too." 

 


