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Bonus Scene – The Dragon’s Fake Fiancée – Sadie Sears 
 
The set-up - It’s been ten years since the bite that turned Gretta into Sam’s life mate, and 

seven kids later, the family is getting ready to attend Zoe’s college graduation. 
 

Gretta 
Sam wrangled the twins—the boys, Chase and Chandler—into the bathroom where I was 

struggling not to whip out the little stick and wave it in front of Sam. 
We’d built the house to accommodate the family we wanted not the one we’d had, but 

we were getting to the point of adding on. Thank God the Dragon for Hire business was 
flourishing, and my research had earned me accolades that came with prestige and money, 
because seven kids ate a lot of food. And used a lot of toothpaste. I slid the tube along Chase’s 
toothbrush then went for Chandler’s.  

“Brush your teeth,” Sam told our seven-year-old sons, and then he dashed out to corral 
our five-year-old daughters, also twins.  

All of the O’Lachlan kids were blessed with Sam’s blond hair and amber eyes. Hardly fair 
since I was the one who suffered through labor and delivery seven times and had long since given 
up hope of a moment alone with my husband where we weren’t too tired to chat or weren’t 
sleeping or we weren’t so desperate to be together there wasn’t time for words.  

Sam poked his head into the bathroom and smiled at me. “Baby’s hungry.”  
Of course she was. At seven months old, the sheer size of her appetite and number of 

times every day she demanded to be fed meant my shirt was barely ever closed. “Can you give 
her some of those orange puffs in the diaper bag until I’m finished getting ready?” 

It took a lot longer these days to be beautiful. Sam said it didn’t, but he had no idea what 
I went through. He shot me a wink and the finger guns then disappeared again as Chase shot a 
dollop of tooth paste at Chandler and the dollop landed on Chan’s tie.  

And because this wasn’t my first rodeo, I did what every mom in America would. I 
unclipped the tie and tossed it on the counter. “Brush, boys and stop playing. Zoe is waiting for 
us. And we don’t want to let her down, right?” Name dropping Zoe was a secret weapon since 
my babies loved their cousin more than anyone else in the world except their daddy. 

We had less than twenty minutes before we had to be on the road. But I still hadn’t 
finished swiping on my mascara before I pulled first one five-year-old’s hair into a braid then the 
other. I shuffled the boys around to the hallway where I had to let the baby latch on and figure 
out how to switch out my bathrobe for the summer sundress Zoe had picked out with me last 
week.  

This was one of those bittersweet days. I was so happy for Lila and so proud of Zoe, but 
I’d thought I would have years before I would have to say goodbye to my niece, not hours. 
However, she had an audition for a play on Broadway tomorrow. And Lila and I wanted to spend 
every minute with her before she left for New York, so today Sam and the other guys were taking 
the kids—all the kids—so the moms could have lunch and drinks with Zoe before we saw her off 
then spent the evening consoling her mother. Lila was going to take it hard, and I wanted to shield 
her from the pain—I’d spent years trying to help her and old habits die hard. But today, she would 
need me. 



“I packed the diaper bag. The boys are in the car with their tablets. Morgan and Melanie 
are watching videos, Sarah has her Wuthering Heights, and Matty is waiting for Mommy.” 

Of course he was. Matty was two and had a touch of separation anxiety. But when he 
hugged me, it was all worth it. 

The baby was almost finished feeding, and I was mostly dressed. I had shoes on anyway. 
But thank goodness for Sam or I wouldn’t have made it out the front door much less to the car 
without forgetting one of the little ones.  

Sam had a way with the kids. A way that meant I never had to raise my voice or lift a single 
finger I didn’t want to. Fortunately, I loved my family, and nothing made me happier than sharing 
the workload with him.  

He crouched in front of me and brushed his finger along the baby’s forehead, but he 
smiled into my eyes. “Did I tell you how beautiful you are?” 

And he said things like that all the time. “I think you mentioned it a time or two.” He 
trailed his fingertip from my temple to my jaw then drew it around to my chin. Sam had always 
been a master at using touch to emphasize his point, and like every other time, I could have 
melted. In a decade, all the feelings we had—predestined or not—hadn’t faded.  

He moved to sit beside me on the bed. “Boys had a Cheerio war in the kitchen.” 
Not quite a news flash since Cheerios had become this month’s weapon of choice. “I’ll 

clean it up later.” 
“The dog chewed one of your new throw pillows.” 
That rascal. “She’s a Great Dane. She was probably hungry.”  
He could have told me the house was sinking and we were going to have to live in the 

treehouse out back, and I wouldn’t have cared because my gorgeous husband was staring at me 
with his amber eyes and his half smile and the soft tilt of his head. That look of his was also why 
we were about to transform from a family of nine to one of ten—eleven if I was carrying twins 
again.  

“I’m pregnant, Sam.” 
He always knew and he always smiled when I told him. “I know.” He laid his hand over my 

belly. “Another boy for the brood or a princess for the castle?” 
“Let’s not find out this time. Let’s just be surprised.” If I’d asked him to fly me to the moon, 

he would have figured out how to break the atmosphere and get us there. I had that kind of 
husband, and I’d never been happier about anything. But I hadn’t asked him to go for the surprise 
before. And when he frowned, I thought I might have finally found the one thing he would deny 
me.  

But his smile reappeared as he leaned in and nibbled the spot just below my earlobe. 
“Whatever you want.”  

What I wanted was to put the baby in her carrier, throw my husband onto the bed and 
show him how happy I was to be his wife and the mother of his children and the lucky girl who’d 
been chosen by fate to spend the rest of her life with him. Instead, I smiled, cocked my head so 
he had better access to my throat then sighed and handed off our daughter so I could get dressed.  

I loved my husband and my family and every single thing about my life all because destiny 
had given me the best fake fiancé in the history of the world, and I’d been lucky enough to 
manage to make him mine.  
 


