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Bonus Scene – Taming My Rebel – Sadie Sears 
 

 

Context: When Draven and Mae first meet in the book, it’s from Mae’s point of view, but this short 

scene reimagines what that initial meeting might have looked like from Draven’s point of view  

 

Draven 

I was still naked when the scream echoed around the woods that edged right up to my house on the 

bluff. I barely knew my dragon anymore, but that didn’t mean I didn’t let him out to fly once in a while. 

Usually when the urge grew too big to ignore, when it felt like I might rip my way out of my own skin if I 

didn’t give in.  

But the afterward part was still inconvenient. Sticking my hand in a hollow in a tree to retrieve an 

over-sized baggie of clothes. Standing around naked in every type of weather while I dressed. Feeling all 

bloated, with a taste of fish and worse lingering in my mouth? Yeah. Not good. 

Not good at all. 

The scream pierced the night again. Raw and real and absolutely fucking terrified.  

And just as the urge to fly gripped me and wouldn’t let go, the urge to find the source of the scream, 

to save her, drove me now.  

I shoved my legs in my pants and thrust my arms into my shirt before I ran off while still doing the 

buttons and pushing the hem into my waistband.  

My demon chittered and yipped inside me, sensing a hunt. He liked to hunt, He liked to main and 

shit, too, but I didn’t. Things. I liked to find to find thing.  

But now, it seemed, I was looking for a woman. 

A goddamn woman.  

Like a reflex. 

Because she was screaming in the woods at night. 

But my demon knew, so I also knew, that she was being chased by a demon. There was a hunt on. 

And for the first time in… Hell, for the first time in forever I wanted to find a someone.  

First things first, though. I needed to get rid of the demon on her tail. The copper tainted scent of 

blood drifted toward me. Lots of blood. I stopped and drew a deep inhale. Shit. Lots of blood from lots 

of different people. 

A black shape flitted between the trees in front of me, and his pointed teeth gleamed in the 

moonlight as he ran.  

There he was. I took off after him, right on his tail. 

“I’ve got this one.” I just needed him to retreat.  

He rolled his creepy-as-fuck eyes toward me, and his smile grew.  

Probably recognized a kindred spirit. 



Then he sped up, and my demon chittered again. The race was on. The hunt had started. I sprinted 

on his heels and forced him of the path, enjoying the thunk of his head as it hit the large tree to our left.  

It wouldn’t teach him any kind of lesson about hunting women in the woods, but it would prevent 

him finding this one. Whatever homing beacon she’d activated inside me was still responding to her. 

She drew me toward her until my garage came into view.  

I was close. 

I walked around the building. It was pretty big. But I had a lot of cars. Quite the collection, in fact.  

And I kept them locked away. I always locked them in here, so how in the hell had this woman 

gotten inside? Because she was in there, in my space, her scent mingling with mine in all the right ways… 

There was no doubt about that. 

I took another step forward and bumped into a milk crate. What the–? That thing wasn’t where I’d 

left it. I glanced up. Huh. It was right under the window. Presumably a window large enough for a 

woman to climb through, even if she wasn’t tall enough to reach it. 

And whoever she was, she sure as hell couldn’t read the runes that marked my property. An 

unfamiliar flicker of pleasure in my chest was glad about that, though. 

I jogged around to the double doors and pressed my finger to the keyless lock pad. Then I threw 

myself through the door and snapped the lights on. Holy hell. She was actually touching one of my cars. 

“Get your hand off my car!” It wasn’t the most intelligent thing I could have said, but the words were 

out before I could stop them.  

It was reflex to protect my things. 

I mean, it was a valid statement. But probably not the exact thing I should have yelled at a woman 

who’d just been cased through the woods by a demon. Her screams still echoed a little bit in my head. 

She looked up at me and parted her lips like she might say something. I wanted to hear it. Anything 

this woman with mesmerizing eyes had to say to me was something worth listening to. 

But she didn’t speak. 

She launched herself into my arms and I caught her like it was the most natural thing in the world, 

securing her to me as she lifted up on her tiptoes and pressed her body the entire length of mine. I 

swallowed a groan as I inhaled her, her scent lodging in my chest and swelling to fill my body with a 

warmth I’d never known. 

She closed her eyes and I moved without even thinking about it, almost like I was acting on muscle 

memory—something my body knew but my mind had no knowledge of at all. I pressed my lips to hers, 

something desperate and yarning taking hold of me. Like she was air and I was drowning. I needed her.  

I’d found her. 

I wanted to possess her, to make her want me to. I wanted her safe.  

She parted her lips, and I pushed forward with my tongue, seeking entry, asking permission, before 

I stroked against the soft inside of her mouth, her soft sighs spurring me on.  



Desire started a slow burn at the base of my cock and sent a shower of sparks right through me as I 

altered my grip, holding her closer. She followed my lead, pressing against me, her body so a close to 

mine a sweet, sweet torture. Seduction in its most instinctive form, and I’d never experienced it before. 

But she pushed against my chest, the heels of her palms slamming against me, forcing her away. 

Cold rushed to fill the gap between us, and the loss of her body was a physical ache that sank right down 

to my bones.   

I narrowed my eyes. What the hell? And why did I care? I’d known loss. Too much loss, but losing 

this woman from my arms was actual pain, even though she was right in front of me.  

Maybe because she was still right in front of me.  

I wanted something I couldn’t have. 

She moved fast, stepping away, putting more distance between us as she twisted away behind a car. 

Her eyes still gleamed, though, and she still watched me in a way that sent want rocketing through my 

whole body. 

She scrunched her hands into fists and lifted her chin slightly, defiance in her gaze as she looked at 

me. Suspicion wandered through her gaze alongside confusion, but I got it. She’d been chased through 

the woods and kissed a stranger. Strange night. 

I didn’t get it, though. Not really. I’d kissed her back, and it was like our souls knew each other. 

Like she belonged in my arms, in my life. My eyebrows twitched into a frown as she continued to watch 

me.  

Every so often, her gaze darted to the door behind me, like she was sizing the distance up, like she 

could somehow make a run for it.  

Like she wanted to escape. 

“What the hell are you doing in my garage?” My vice had dropped in volume, but desire and 

passion had made it gruff, a little raspy, and her eyes widened. 

 

 

 


