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Bonus Chapter – Her Dragon Daddy – Roxie Ray 

Maverick 

Summer after Senior Year of High School 

 

“Son, I know you’re eager to go see Ava,” Dad said. “But you’re getting so close to your 

shift. Maybe you should make something up about having a flu and tell her you’ll call her when 

it’s over.” 

I considered his words. Ava and I hadn't gone a whole day without seeing each other all 

summer. But he was right. My shift was coming and soon. Every day, I felt more out of control 

and more like my chest would split apart with rage and power. 

"I promise, once you've shifted, as long as you make time to shift frequently, you won't 

feel this out of control," Dad said. Axel nodded. My brother had his shift already, too. But they 

were both betas, and from everything we could tell, I'd be an alpha when I completed my first 

shift. What if they were wrong? 

"Okay. I'll go to our date tonight and toward the end, I'll act like I'm not feeling good." 

Lying to Ava felt like the worst idea in the world, but no way Dad would let me claim her as my 

mate until we were older. If he would've let me, I would've claimed her when we were little 

kids. If that was even possible. 

Fated mates were rumored to exist, but I didn't believe in it. No outside force could tell 

me how to love Ava. I loved her because she was the perfect woman, not because of fate. And 

as soon as we were old enough, I'd ask her to marry me. 

"I guess that's fair enough." Dad slapped me on the shoulder. "I'll see you tonight." 

With a grin, I grabbed my keys and ran out the front door of the manor to pick Ava up. 

We had a date for the drive-in, which mainly meant a lot of making out. My old truck, which 

had been my grandfather’s once upon a time, roared to life. Axel and I enjoyed keeping the 

engine top notch. Nothing like the roar of a powerful engine. Except maybe the roar of a 

dragon. 

I'd bought a little teddy bear to give her. My upcoming shift had been rough, and my 

temper took the brunt of the emotional rollercoaster having an unshifted dragon put me on. I'd 

been short with even Ava, and I never wanted her to think I didn't love and appreciate her. I 

wanted a life like my dad had with my mom. They'd been married for nearly thirty years already 

and were as devoted and in love with each other as ever. 

Ava deserved the best, but I couldn't explain to her yet that my short temper and 

irritability would get better very soon. I'd just have to tell her I'd do better. No more picking 

fights or biting her head off. Figuratively, of course. 

She lived at the bottom of my driveway in a cabin her Nana and Papa had built. Her 

Papa had died during the summer when we were preteens, while she was here staying with 

them. I'd stayed by her side for an entire week. We were young enough then, young enough 



that everyone involved had been okay with me staying with her. I slept beside her, holding her 

hand, showered at her Nana's house, everything. 

Mom came over every day, cooking and cleaning for her Nana. They'd become good 

friends over the years, living so close together. Then when Ava and I became best friends as 

children, that had helped. 

I pulled up in front of the cabin as I thought about how long Ava and I had been 

together, so to speak. Every summer for as long as I could remember. And I'd just graduated 

high school. I couldn't go off to college, not until I got a handle on my dragon, so I'd told her I 

was taking a year off. She'd gotten a scholarship to Colorado State, but that was only an hour 

away. It would be totally doable. 

Ava bounced out of the front door and down the steps. I jumped out of the cab and met 

her in front of the truck. Every time I saw her after not seeing her for a day, or even a few 

hours, I got so excited I had to touch her. 

She jumped into my arms and dug her hands into my hair as I pressed a kiss to her lips. 

"I missed you," I said in a husky voice. "You look amazing." Damn, I hated that I'd have to stay 

away for a while. Even a week felt like a lifetime. 

"Thanks. You do, too." She giggled against my lips and kissed me again. If we didn't 

leave, I'd strip her naked right here on her grandmother's front porch. 

That wouldn't have gone over well. We'd been having sex all summer, every chance we 

got. If we could sneak away somewhere private, we did. I hoped to get her alone tonight for a 

while, especially since I wouldn't be able to see her gorgeous body or sink myself into her for 

such a long time after tonight. 

Claim her. 

I jerked as I heard my dragon's voice in my head. I hadn't heard him many times, maybe 

three or four over the last several weeks, and it startled me every time. Luckily, I was able to 

cover my sudden movement by taking her arm and leading my girl around the car. I loved 

opening her door for her, even though it made her roll her eyes and laugh at me. 

"Mav, can we skip the movie?" Ava asked. I'd just pulled up to the ticket counter at the 

drive-in. My heart soared. She's asked to skip the movie several times this summer, always to 

go somewhere and make love, as she called it. "I want to talk." 

Talk. That was a new one. "Sure," I said. "Do you want to walk somewhere? 

 "Sure," she said. "That sounds good." The drive-in was on the outskirts of town, pretty 

close to my property, actually. We could've walked here to see the movie, but that defeated 

the purpose of having a cool, old truck.  

 

I didn't bother locking up my truck. Nobody would bother it. Taking Ava's hand, we 

walked across the street and into the woods that belonged to the county. Another ten minutes 



or so and we'd end up on Kingston property. "So, what's up?" I asked as soon as we were out of 

earshot of anyone at the drive-in. 

"We need to talk about your temper," she said. 

That reminded me of the stuffed animal. "Oh, shoot," I said. "I got you a teddy bear. Just 

a little apology for my temper and being so short with you lately." 

She smiled and squeezed my hand as the light faded from the sky. We'd left late, close 

to dark because we'd planned on seeing the movie. "I appreciate that. But Mav, I have to make 

a strong statement here." 

I stopped but didn't let go of her hand. When she kept going, I tugged her to a stop, too. 

"What are you talking about?" What did a strong statement mean? 

"If you can't get your temper under control, I'm going to have to take a break." 

She couldn't have been serious. Over one summer of me struggling with my temper? 

"What are you talking about, Ava?" Speaking of my temper, it roared to life. 

"I'm saying, I've still got several weeks before my classes start at CS, and maybe I should 

go get my stuff from my mom's alone." 

My jaw dropped. I'd been hoping to time it right so I could go with her. It had to be after 

my first shift, so I'd been asking her to put it off. But she was moving to the dorms in another 

month. If we went right before school started, I was pretty sure I could handle it. That was 

another three weeks for me to shift and get a grip on it. 

"You don't understand, Ava," I said. "It's not that simple." 

"I know. A temper runs in your family and you're working on meditation," she said. "But 

you've said that all summer and you picked a fight with me yesterday. Then today, you act like 

nothing happened." 

She wasn't the only one that had acted that way. "You came out of the house thrilled to 

see me. As happy as I was to see you." 

She lowered her head and her features disappeared in the growing darkness. "I know. I 

was excited to see you. But I made up my mind yesterday, and I'm sticking to it. Control your 

temper." 

"Or what?" I asked.  

"Or lose me," she said. 

Rage bubbled up in me. The thought of losing Ava sent me into a near panic, which of 

course, came out as anger. Rather than yell at her, I turned around, facing a tree. 

The anger ate at me, making my ears pound and roar. Before I knew it, I reared back and 

punched the tree. The pain on my knuckles cooled the burn of rage and let me breathe again. 

When I turned around, Ava was gone. I listened as hard as I could, more than a regular 

human but not as good as it would be after I shifted. She was on the path that would come out 

at the bottom of our driveway. We'd both walked it many times. I followed behind as far back 

as I could until I heard her footfalls change when she hit the gravel of our driveway. 



Then, my chest simmering with rage, I went back for my truck. I'd drive to her house and 

tell her I was taking a week to cool my head. It was true, in a way. At least I wouldn't be lying 

and saying I was sick. 

When I got back to my truck, that dick, Roman stood beside it. He'd been sniffing around 

Ava all fucking summer. His family were dragons, too, though unrelated. He'd shifted the year 

before and was an alpha. Since then, he'd insinuated several times that he'd try to take over the 

territory one day. 

Over my dead body. 

"What the fuck do you want, Santos?" I roared as I neared the truck. 

"What's wrong, Kingston?" It was all I could do not to wipe the smirk off of his face. 

"That little slut of yours turn you down?" He laughed and looked at his two cronies, both wolf 

shifters that weren't in favor of the local pack. Black sheep, so to speak. Grabbing his crotch, he 

squeezed and leered at me. "Maybe I should go give her what you can't. Show her how a real 

dragon fucks." 

My dragon didn't like that. He roared inside me, loud enough that based on the look on 

Roman's face, he heard it. My temper snapped like a brittle rubber band pulled too tight. As my 

vision went red, I let go of my control and let my fists and feet do what they wanted to. I was 

pretty sure my dragon was in control because it went by in a blur. When I finally sucked in a 

deep breath, and the haze of red left my mind, Roman was on the ground, completely still. 

Oh, fuck. I'd killed him. My anger melted away and turned into blind terror. Backing 

away in horror, I opened my truck door and got in, backing away. As I threw it into drive to go 

home and tell Dad what I'd done, I looked at Roman, lying on the ground. His two cronies bent 

over him. 

Roman's head moved and he lifted his hand. 

Relief spread through me. I hadn't killed him, but still, I'd lost it so fully that I didn't 

remember hitting him at all. Just a wave of rage and wild abandon. 

What was I going to do now? 

 

  


