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Bonus Scene – Her Dragon Rebel – Roxie Ray 

 

Straightening my shirt, I raised my hand to tap on the door, then stopped. My nerves jangled. I'd 

never spent any time alone with Kara's dad. Hell, I'd barely spent any time with him at all. In the 

months since Kara and I realized we never wanted to be apart again, I'd had dinner over here a 

handful of times, but that was it. 

Shaking my hands, I breathed out and tried to center myself. 

He likes you. 

Valor was right. Ash did seem to like me. So did Kara's sister, who was also waiting behind this 

door. 

With an internal groan, I pressed the doorbell and stepped back with my mind whirring. What if 

he thought it was too soon? We'd only been together a few months, after all. Would he run me 

off or demand I do some crazy task? 

The door opened abruptly as I turned to run, my nerves taking away all my good sense. "Rico," 

Ash bellowed. "Good to see you, boy!" He opened the door fully. "Come in, come in." 

I walked in and looked around, belatedly remembering to hand Ash the bag in my hand. "Here 

you go," I said. "My Uncle Perry says always bring alcohol." 

Ash burst out laughing, and his voice drew his other daughter, Melody. "I'll take that," she 

chirped. He passed it over. "Want a glass?" Melody asked. 

I shook my head. "No but thank you for having me over tonight." 

"Of course. When you said we needed to sit down, the three of us, I figured I knew what was 

coming, and I might as well feed you while you're here. Does my daughter know you're here?" 

I shook my head. "No, sir, she doesn't." 

Ash hummed low in his throat. "With Kara, that's dangerous. Are you sure you know what you're 

doing?" 

I was sure, but the lump in my throat prevented me from speaking. 

Ash took pity on me. "Dinner's already on the table. Come on." 

He didn't give me much chance to object or try to begin the conversation. 

"As I'm sure you suspect—" I began after the three of us—me, Kara's dad, and Kara's sister—

were sitting around the dinner table. But Ash interrupted me. 



"Tell me, how's the schooling going?" 

I'd enrolled in several classes to help me with the new business I was going to open up very 

soon in Black Claw. Kingston Security. "It's great, actually. The course work is so interesting, 

and I ace all of the classes I take. Of course, I'm not taking them to get a degree, but to increase 

my knowledge so I can offer potential clients the best possible solutions." 

Ash nodded. "I was happy to hear the man my Kara wanted to spend her life with was taking 

steps toward such a sensible career. Everyone always needs security. Home defense, self-

defense, bodyguards." He slapped his hand on the table. "Good man." 

Melody rolled her eyes. "Yeah, not to mention his trust fund." 

I froze, eyes wide. Kara hadn't mentioned whether or not she'd told her father I had a trust fund. 

Some men, fathers, didn't like the idea of trust funds. It made people think of playboys and 

spoiled, useless men. 

"Well, that's just a little icing on the cake, if you get some inheritance, isn't it?" Ash eyed me. 

"How much money are we talking about?" 

I cleared my throat. "Uh, well. It's a fair bit. Neither Kara nor I would ever have to work if we 

don't want to." 

Ash narrowed his eyes at me. "You expect my daughter to give up her business?" 

I gulped. "No, not at all." The conversation had steered itself around to the topic at hand, and I 

hadn't even taken my first bite of food. 

"Sir," I said. "I asked you—" 

"Where do the two of you plan to live?" Melody interrupted to ask. 

"Uh, her house, I guess. We haven't really gone into it. She's happy there, and I probably can't 

keep living in the manor. Eventually, we'll buy or build something of our own. Knowing her, she'll 

want to build." 

Ash nodded. "That she will." He fixed me with a direct stare. "Do you plan to live off that trust 

fund? Is this security business some game for you?" 

I shook my head and chewed. I'd tried to take a bite, not realizing her was going to pepper 

another question directly behind the first. "I've discovered I don't like living a purposeless life. I 

can't say I'll work myself to the bone, but I want to..." I searched for the right word. "Help, I think. 

I want to give people the tools they need to take care of themselves. And I like working with my 

hands." 

Washing down my bite of chicken with a quick gulp of water, I sucked in a breath and tried 

again. "Sir." I waited for him to look at me expectantly. 



Ash set his fork down and patiently smiled at me. "Yes, Rico?" 

"I am not here to ask for your daughter's hand in marriage." 

His face went from patiently waiting to confused. "Then, why are you here?" 

"Kara is a grown woman. She will make the decision whether or not she marries me. I'm here to 

ask if you will support her decision, whatever it is." 

I glanced toward Melody to find her looking at me rather like a young girl looked at a puppy. Oh, 

geez. 

Ash stood, so of course, I stood. He circled the table and held his hand out. "Son, that was the 

best not asking for a daughter's hand in marriage I've ever heard of." I shook his hand and he 

pulled me into a tight hug. "Welcome to the family." 

When we finally sat back down, I smiled at the still beaming Melody. "I asked you to be here to 

do me a favor." 

She raised her eyebrows. "Sure." 

"Can you help me pick out the ring?" 

The next thing I knew, I had a sobbing sister in my arms. "Of course I'll pick out the ring!" she 

yelled into my chest. 

"Help," I whispered. "Just help." 

What had I gotten myself into? 

 


