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Bonus Scene – Her Dragon’s Hope – Stella Jenn 
 

Slice of Life 

Timing: Approx two months after the end of the story. 

Setting: Montreal, Canada 

 

Hannah’s POV 

 

Ben’s truck, despite its questionable make, had made it across the border to Canada. We’d 

spent a week in Montreal, as a kind of claiming-honeymoon, and we were getting ready to head 

south across the border. I’d never seen so much snow in my life and I was happy to be cozy in 

the truck with my super-hot blooded dragon mate. 

“Wait… We forgot the most important item on your wishlist!” He slapped the wheel. 

“Oh, no. It’s fine.” I waved it off like it didn’t matter. 

“Hannah.” He looked at me seriously. “I’m not going to let you leave Canada without trying 

poutine. That’s practically a sin.” 

I laughed and leaned over to kiss his cheek. “I love how much you care about my authentic 

Canadian experience. But we’re already on the highway!” 

He punched in something on the GPS. “Trust me. I know where to get the best stuff.” 

I shook my head in disbelief, but couldn’t stop grinning. Poutine! Yes! I couldn’t wait to get cozy 

in a restaurant and slurp up a plate of cheesy potato. 

Snow was coming down heavier as we pulled into a run down truck stop, and I glanced at him 

as he parked beside a big rig. I thought we were stopping for gas. 

“Coming in? Or do you trust me with your order?” He unbuckled his seatbelt. 

“My order?” I looked over my shoulder at the metal sign rattling in the wind and the greased up 

windows of the diner. “Wait… This isn’t where we’re getting poutine.” 

“Oh yes it is.” Ben grinned like he’d executed the perfect surprise.  

“Ben, I appreciate the effort. But this place looks… Uh. Not totally hygienic?” 

A huge trucker with a smear of gravy on his face waddled past the truck. I saw way too much of 

his buttcrack as he hoisted himself up into his cabin with a lot of strained effort. I grimaced and 

looked at Ben, who was still grinning proudly. 

He squeezed my hand tight. “Trust me.” 

I sighed and relented. I really did trust him. He’d never led me astray, not when it came to big 

things like protecting me or tiny things like ordering the best toppings on the pizza. Maybe he 

was right. Fine. I was willing to try the questionable truckstop poutine. 

He grabbed his jacket from the backseat—a costume he had to wear so he didn’t get too many 

stares—while I went through the ritual of donning my huge parker, mittens, hat, earmuffs and 

scarf. Once I was insulated, I opened the truck door and groaned as frosty air bit at my nose. It 

was cold. So freakin’ cold. Snow stuck to my eyelashes as I raced across the lot toward the 

diner and I almost slipped on ice near the door. 

The place was packed. Every booth was taken and a huge TV blared loudly from the back wall. 

It was the opposite of my idea of a cozy restaurant, but I had to admit…it smelled really good. I 

was still getting used to my heightened senses—it was great when things smelled delicious, and 



absolutely awful when I got a hint of a disgusting scent. Luckily, the diner just smelled like 

poutine. Rich, cheesy, umami poutine. My stomach rumbled. 

A pair of truckers looked up from their bowls of poutine and gave me that look. The one that 

said they’d eat me for breakfast if they got the chance. I wasn’t afraid of them like I used to be. 

I felt a blast of cold air as the door opened behind me, followed by a shock of warmth as Ben 

stepped up beside me and slung his arm over my shoulder. The two creeps quickly looked 

away. 

“You want the classic poutine or fancy toppings?” Ben asked as we walked up the counter. 

“I guess the classic, right?” I glanced over my shoulder to the packed restaurant. “I don’t think 

we’re going to get a table though, Ben.” 

“You want a table? You’re shit out of luck.” The gruff woman behind the counter pointed to the 

packed booths. 

I humphed, and Ben tapped his fingers on the counter.  

“We need poutine.” He had his no-nonsense, problem-solving voice on.  

She shrugged. “We do take-out.” 

“Yes. Great. Can we get a poutine and I’ll get, uh…five hamburgers?” 

The woman raised her drawn-on eyebrows, looked over his huge size, and shrugged before she 

shouted our order out to the kitchen. In less than five minutes, I had a foil take-out container and 

a plastic fork in my mittens. 

Ben carried the burgers as we hurried back across the parking lot. The snow was coming down 

harder and the wind was colder than ever, and whipped us like crazy. I had a feeling my lips 

were blue by the time we made it into the truck. But I had poutine! It was happening! I was 

moments from deliciousness. I couldn’t wait. 

I threw off my mittens, tore open the top of the take-out container, and grabbed my fork. I was 

ready for my first mouthful of Canada’s greatest dish when— 

“Oh, no.” I wrinkled my nose and poked at the poutine. 

“What is it?” Ben leaned over. “Oh. It’s kind of…” 

“Solid.” The melted, stretchy, hot cheese had congealed into a solid mass in the cold. “So much 

for classic poutine. This is like…cold-tine.” 

“Oh honey.” Ben grimaced. “Bad pun. Try again.” 

“Disappointment-tine.” I pouted and looked around for a trash can to dump the take-out and my 

hopes. 

“That’s better, I guess. Hey, where are you going?” 

I paused with the door cracked. “To throw this out. I can’t eat it.” 

“Sure you can. Give it to me, I’ll fix it.” He motioned for me to hand it over. 

“You’re not going to yell at that nice woman are you? It’s not her fault—”  

He scoffed. “Have I ever been mean to servers? I can warm this up.” 

I’d felt his body heat. Sure, it ran hot, but he wasn’t an oven. Not in his human form anyway… 

Oh shit. I thought with some panic that he was going to shift right there in the middle of the 

truckstop to blow some fire at my poutine, burn it to a crisp, and give everyone a huge scare. 

But instead, he reached into his tool kit in the back, and came back brandishing a tiny 

blowtorch. 

“A dragon who carries a blowtorch?”I laughed. 



He just grinned and motioned for me to stay back. He didn’t have to tell me twice. With the 

poutine at a distance, he seared the top until the cheese was bubbling and the car smelled like 

fried potato. 

With a proud grin, he took my fork and fed me my first and most delicious scoop of poutine. It 

was the best thing I’d ever tasted—thanks to my handy, loving, reliable dragon. 

 

 


