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have read the book. If you would like to get a copy of the book click here.   
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Bonus Scene – The Dragon’s Chance – Roxie Ray 

 

“Okay, now you need a teaspoon of vanilla,” he said, handing me a measuring 

spoon and the little bottle of brown liquid. “And then you can mix the frosting.”  

I beamed at Wayne. He’d been teaching me to cook. While I didn’t really have 

any real interest in cooking or baking, it was time we spent together, close in the kitchen. 

And when I finished a recipe and it came out delicious, I couldn’t help but feel immensely 

proud of myself.  

Plus, it was some content for my videos. I’d filmed several recipes as we worked 

together. They didn’t go over as well as my makeup videos, but they weren’t flops by any 

means.  

And my followers loved getting glimpses of Wayne. They were smitten. 

So was I. 

After mixing the frosting, I focused the camera and smiled at Wayne. “Taste?”  

He nodded and smiled as I scooped up a fingerful of the decadent chocolate 

frosting.  They’d love this part, as did I.  

I held out my finger, and Wayne wrapped his delicious lips around my finger, 

sucking the rich chocolate off.  

I sighed and smiled up at him as I wiped my finger on a towel and leaned against 

my mate. “Good?”  



Returning the favor, Wayne scooped up a little blob of chocolate on his pinkie 

finger. I looked up at him as I let my cheeks cave in just a bit and sucked the creamy 

goodness off his finger. 

“Holy crap.” I sighed. “That’s delicious.”  

“There’s one more ingredient,” he said. “I’ll go get it.”  

Confused, I looked at the camera. “I’m pretty sure we got all the ingredients,” I 

said wryly. “I don’t know what he’s up to.”  

Wayne walked back into the kitchen a few seconds later with the sweetest, tiniest 

little white puppy in his arms.  

“Oh, my goodness,” I whispered and held out my hands for the little fluff ball. 

“Who is this?”  

“This is Samson, and he’s all yours.” Wayne held out the little guy. “He’s a golden 

mutt from the pound.”  

Squealing, I pulled the dog close and stuck my face in his fur. He turned his head 

and licked me all over my face, his puppy breath sending me into transports of delight. 

“Oh, Wayne.” I squished little Samson between us. “You rescued.”  

“Of course I did.” He kissed the top of my head. “I remembered that you once told 

me that your Dad has a dander allergy.”  

I nodded against him, fighting tears of joy. “He does. That’s why we’ve never had 

a pet.”  



“Everybody should have a pet at some point or another,” he said fondly. After we 

turned to the camera and waved goodbye, and of course, I waved little Samson’s paw 

for the fans, we cut it off and Wayne got to the more specific reasons.  

“Also,” he said. “Neither of us are really big on kids. Sure, sure, if it happens, it 

happens, but I thought you’d make a great dog-mom.” He beamed at me. “And I can 

teach Samson to play catch, right?”  

I giggled and hugged him again, then put the puppy down to explore his new 

home. “Oh, man, you are in so much trouble. I have no idea how to house break a 

puppy.” With my arm around Wayne’s waist, I sighed in happiness. “It’s a good thing you 

waited until we moved in here. I couldn’t have dogs at my townhouse.”  

Giggling and laughing, we followed Samson all around the house, then when he 

looked like he was about to squat right on my living room rug, I picked him up and 

rushed outside into the bright summer sunshine. Sure enough as soon as I set him 

down, he piddled right where I put him.  

“Okay, Dog-Dad,” I called. “Start an internet search. We gotta figure out how to 

be the parent of a golden-mutt.”  

My heart swelled with happiness as Wayne did just as I asked him. He’d totally 

surprised me, making me think the video today was for the baking only. But he knew I’d 

want to film a moment like this.  

“Hey, maybe we can make content out of training him,” I suggested. “And playing 

with him, letting him try new foods. You never know what people will watch.”  

As my mate grinned and nodded his head eagerly, I inhaled the salty sea air and 

thanked my lucky stars for the magic that brought the dragons into my life.  


