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Bonus Scene – The Dragon Savior– Sadie Sears 

 

“Excuse me?”  

The most beautiful voice I’d ever heard interrupted me from my browsing. I had the weekend off 

duty and had come into town to replenish my reading material. I probably should’ve used the 

local library, but I was hard on books. Dog-earing, breaking spines, the whole shebang. A 

librarian’s nightmare.  

The second I saw her, my world shifted. Like the planet no longer revolved around the sun. 

It revolved around her. “Hello,” I whispered.  

“Hi.” She tossed her long, wavy black hair over her perfect shoulder. “Could you help me find 

this textbook?”  

I glanced down to see the woman had a cell phone in her hand, holding it up so I could look at it.  

I’d been in the bookstore so many times that I knew exactly what section a textbook about 

journalism would be in. “I can definitely help you find it.” I turned and glanced around the 

stacks. “This way, I believe.” Shifting the pile of books in my arm, I led the way.  

She followed, and I couldn’t help but glance behind me every few minutes, checking to see that 

she was still there. 

And real. 

When we hit the education section, I stopped. “Last name?”  



She read the phone screen. “Um, Anderson.”  

“Easy enough.” I moved to the first stack and found the book in a few seconds. “Here you go.”  

Oh crap. Now what should I say? “I’m Vince,” I said.  

She clutched the book to her chest and beamed at me. “Damini.”  

“That’s a lovely name.”  

“Thank you. It’s Pakistani.”  

“Mine is, uh, I don’t know what mine is.” I furrowed my brow. “I bet there’s a book in here 

somewhere that would tell me.”  

Her laughter danced in the air around us, tantalizing me like bells at Christmas. I didn’t want the 

moment to end.  

“Journalism, huh?” I nodded toward the book.  

“Yep. I’m going to be a real reporter, digging in deep and getting the stories out there. The true 

stories, not this whole fake news crap.”  

I beamed at her, but then, she could’ve told me her objective in life was to poke puppies and 

starve kittens and I probably would’ve still thought she was amazing. “That sounds great.”  

“Do you go to the college?” she asked.  

“No, I never was one for organized schooling.” I gave her a cheeky grin, making sure my dimple 

showed as her melodic laugh hypnotized me again.  



“I assume you like to read, since, you know…” She waved her arm in the air in a circle, 

indicating the bookstore.  

Shifting the books again, I smiled from ear to ear. “Love it. I read pretty much all the time. If I’m 

not working, or working out, I’m reading.”  

“That doesn’t leave much time for a social life.” She glanced at my hands. “No rings.”  

“No, I guess it doesn’t. I figure when the right woman comes around, it’ll work out.”  

She made a tiny chirping sound in the back of her throat. “That’s a nice attitude. Usually guys 

your age are out at the clubs all the time, looking for the next hookup.”  

I couldn’t help but laugh. If only she knew how old I really was. “Nah, those days are behind 

me.”  

“That’s nice to hear. Going out once in a while is great, but I dislike party guys.”  

I shrugged, and the movement dislodged the stack of books in my arms. “Shoot,” I whispered 

and dove down to pick them up.  

Cue Damini to do the same thing at the same time. Our heads conked together, and both of us 

ended up sitting on our asses in the middle of the education section. I looked at the stunned look 

on her face and burst out laughing. “Are you okay?” I asked through my laughter.  

She nodded. “I’m fine. I’ve got a hard head.”  

“Me, too.” More than she knew.  



Damini helped me stack the books up and get them situated in my arms again. “Thank you,” I 

whispered, trying to fight the urge to pull her into my arms and confess that I was already in love 

with her.  

“Sure. No problem.” She wiped her hands on her pants before bending to pick up her book, 

which she’d set down to help me. “So, think you could you check me out?”  

I raised my eyebrows. Was she being sarcastic? I’d been checking her out since I laid eyes on 

her. It was all I could do not to let my eyes stray to the parts of her body that would get my face 

slapped. “Um, who now?”  

“Would you care to ring me up? My text book.” She held the big volume out. “Once you shelve 

those books you were putting out when I asked for your help. I don’t mind waiting.”  

I whipped out the dimple again. “Damini, I hate to tell you this, but I can’t ring you up.”  

She bit her lip. “Why not?”  

I leaned in conspiratorially and whispered. “Because I don’t work here.”  

Her jaw dropped. “Oh, no. I feel so silly.” 

Chuckling, I shook my head. “Don’t! Though I am curious what made you think I did.”  

She nodded at my shirt. “Forest green. The same color as the employees.”  

I glanced at my shirt, then stood on my tiptoes to look over the stacks. Sure enough, the lady at 

the register had on a forest green button-up shirt. “Well, that’s understandable. I’ll tell you what. 



Since I can’t ring up your book, how about you let me buy you a cup of coffee? Then you can 

help me pick out a new shirt.”  

Damini laughed, and a tiny, indelicate snort escaped. She clapped her hand over her mouth. “I’m 

sorry.”  

Damn. I was going to marry the hell out of this woman.  

 


