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Bonus Scene – The Dragon’s Choice – Roxie Ray 

 

“This is amazing,” I whispered. The city had tried a light show last year and it had gone 

well. This year it was greatly expanded, winding through town and the beach so everyone could 

drive through. We’d taken over one of the benches along the beach, this one positioned 

perfectly so we could see all the setups on the sand. We would get back in the car and drive 

through the rest of them when I got cold enough to carry on.  

Porter chuckled. “I wanted to go see it last year before we started getting serious, but I 

went to visit my mom’s grave and missed it. Next year, we should get Sammy to fix it so nobody 

can see us and we can fly over all this.”  

Snuggling closer to my husband-to-be, I let him tuck the blanket more securely around 

my belly. “Can’t have our girl getting cold,” he whispered.  

Sammy had been keeping a close eye on my progress, as well as the clan doctor. I was 

in good hands with a little more than two months to go.  

Rubbing my belly, I hummed a Christmas tune that had always made me feel warm and 

special when I was a child and my parents were drunk or high. I always knew there would be no 

Santa for me. 

Not so for this sweet girl. She would have Santa. Always. Every day.  

“I started the registry,” I said. “A little late for it, but I’d planned on us buying everything 

ourselves. Bri and Skye had a fit when I told them I hadn’t registered.”  

Porter ran his fingers along my stomach, a move that frequently made the baby kick. 

“They want to throw you a shower?”  

“Yeah.” I loved watching him interact with our daughter in my belly. “I just hadn’t 

expected it. They said there’s a bunch of people coming.”  



“Well, that’s not so surprising is it?” he asked. “You’ve become pretty well-loved by the 

pack. Look at how many people you’ve worked with.”  

I ducked my head. It was nothing, really. But my video editing business had taken off 

and I’d needed help, especially once I started getting bigger and a lot more tired. And maybe I’d 

helped a couple other pack members find their niche in the online world. Heck, one couple that 

lived on the outskirts of town was now doing audio books. Editing voice wasn’t that hard to 

figure out and I’d learned with them, which helped give them the confidence to keep going.  

“Aren’t you cold yet?” Porter asked. “I’m starting to feel pretty chilly.”  

Stretching out of his arms, I sighed and took one last look at the twinkling lights. “Yeah, 

and a hot chocolate sounds great.”  

Porter hopped up and folded the blanket, then held out a hand to help haul my big butt 

up off the bench.  

“Oh,” I whispered. My pants were soaking wet. I turned and looked at the bench, and in 

the dim light just barely made out a big wet spot. “Oh, gosh.” How embarrassing. I couldn’t bear 

to tell Porter what I’d done, but I’d have to get the blanket away from him to cover the car seat 

before I sat down in pee-soaked pants.  

“What is it?” Porter asked.  

Giggling out of embarrassment, I covered my face with my hands. “I think the baby 

must’ve been pressed against my bladder. I peed.”  

Porter’s brows furrowed. “No, I don’t think so. Urine has a pretty distinctive smell, and 

my nose is extra strong, as you know. I don’t smell urine.”  

He leaned over, closer to the bench, then turned his head toward my crotch.  

“Porter,” I hissed, looking around to see if anyone saw him sniffing my junk. “Stop it.”  

“That smells slightly sweet,” he said. “Sweetie.” Porter put his hand on my arm. “That’s 

amniotic fluid, I’m pretty sure.”  



Gasping, I cradled my stomach. “No,” I whispered. “It’s too soon. She’s still got two 

months to go.” Horror filled my stomach as the first bit of pain hit me. “Oh.” The pain spread 

from my sides to my front, and my entire abdomen tightened. “Oh!” Clutching Porter, I tried not 

to fall over from the sudden pain. It wasn’t severe, not yet, but it was surprising.  

Tucking his hands under my knees, Porter lifted me as if I were no heavier than a small 

child. “Let’s get you home. I’ll text Sammy and Doc to meet us there. Maybe she can do a spell 

to stop the labor.”  

Relief spread through me. “Oh, Porter, that’s true. Thank goodness. Sammy will fix this.” 

I clutched his shoulders and let him carry me to the SUV.  

He tucked me carefully in the passenger seat then ran around to drive. As he backed out 

of the parking spot in the big lot by the beach, he yelled and slammed on the brakes. As I sat 

there, bewildered, he glared into the back seat. “I thought you had a bell,” he croaked. 

Whirling as best I could with a gigantic stomach, I grinned when Sammy shot me a 

cheeky grin. “I managed to get it off,” she said.  

“I’m in labor,” I gasped as another contraction wrapped around my middle. “And it’s way 

too early.”  

“Drive,” she said simply.  

Porter nodded once and put the car in reverse again. “Home?” he asked.  

“Is that where you want to give birth?” Sammy asked.  

“No!” I shook my head and panted. “No, it’s too soon! I don’t know where I want to give 

birth.” I hadn’t even taken a tour of the hospital yet. How did I know if I wanted a home birth or 

not?  

Sammy reached around the seat and put her hand on my stomach as she hummed the 

same Christmas carol I’d been singing earlier. How in the world had she known?  

“Sammy,” I said with more than a little desperation in my voice. “Can’t you stop it?”  



After a few more seconds of humming, as Porter drove us toward our home, she sighed 

and sat back, taking her hand off of my stomach. “No, it’s time.”  

“It can’t be time,” Porter growled.  

“I checked with the pixies,” Sammy said. “Pixie pregnancies are shorter. Combined with 

dragon, we don’t know what your little bundle of joy is about to come out with, but she’s 

coming.”  

A particularly strong contraction washed over me without warning. Crying out, I clutched 

my stomach and then my yell turned into a squeak as the pain moved to my core. Burning 

agony spread through my inner thighs, up to my womb. Instinctively, I began wiggling out of my 

pants. “She’s coming!” I yelled.  

“Not in my car,” Porter yelped.  

“Pull over!” Sammy screeched. 

Porter did as he was told, turning on the interior lights as he did, and I got my pants 

down past my knees. Leaning forward, I breathed through the pain as my little girl’s face 

appeared between my legs.  

With another shout of pain, I bore down and my sweet girl slid out of me and into my 

arms, followed by a huge rush of fluid that went splat into the floorboard. 

Whoops.  

“Oh, oh. Oh,” Porter breathed. I spared him a glance to find him staring at the baby with 

the happiest look of wonder on his face. Giggles bubbled up my chest. She seemed fine. Our 

girl was fine.  

Sammy waved her hand and the baby began to cry. “I cleared her airway,” Sammy said. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t spare your pain. I was focused on her, making sure she was healthy, because 

I wasn’t completely sure about the whole gestation period thing. But she’s perfect.” She handed 

me the blanket we’d used to watch the lights. “Here, wrap this around you and the baby. Porter, 

get us home.”  



Lifting her carefully, I stared down at my little girl’s eyes. Her bright, golden eyes. 

“Aurelia,” I whispered. “It means gold.”  

She blinked, and I gasped. “Her eyes.”  

Porter pulled into the driveway and parked, and we all peered down into Aurelia’s eyes. 

“What is it?” Porter asked.  

“Wait for it.” I stared intently, waiting for it to happen again. 

And then she blinked and I laughed. Her eyes, for a split second, flashed rainbow.  

“What are we in for?”  


