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Bonus Chapter: The Alien Jailer’s Mate – Roxie Ray 

 

This chapter is a “deleted scene” which takes place between chapters 6 and 7 – after Sharon is thrown 

into the Seg Cell, and Tetro manages to deactivate the null field long enough to speak to her and give 

her some relief. After that, Tetro's got the rest of his borrowed shift to finish...which will give him a 

brief glimpse at a crucial clue regarding Karaak's true agenda. It'll give the readers who receive it a 

bonus piece of the overall puzzle which will begin to unfold more fully in Book 2.  

 

Tetro 

 

Closing the door of Sharon's Seg Cell and reactivating the null field felt horribly nauseating, like 

carving a hole in my own body and ripping out one of my vital organs.  

 

I'd heard stories from the other jailers about the nightmarish conditions inside these individual 

confinements, and from the voices coming from the other cells, those tales hadn't been exaggerated. I'd 

heard my share of screams in battle – shrieks of pain and fear, howls of anguished rage so ear-splitting 

that they echoed in my ears for days afterward – but nothing like the gruesome noises that emanated 

from the throats of those locked in these compartments. These prisoners sounded like they were being 

skinned alive, like their souls were being ripped into bloody pieces.  

 

And these inmates were some of the toughest, nastiest, most dangerous criminals in the galaxy, from 

places so harsh and brutal that they could scarcely be imagined. If these Seg Cells were capable of 

reducing these convicts to mewling, weeping creatures maddened with sheer terror, what effect would 

they have on a human woman… even one as strong as Sharon?  

 

But I had no choice. This was my first time patrolling the lower levels where the Seg Cells were 

located. If the other admin on duty – a morbidly obese Xehrulian named B'Naaka, who generally 

seemed far more interested in picking at the insides of his dirty ears and examining what he found there 

than paying attention to his job – saw that I had opened one of the cells to give some respite to the 

occupant, there was a good chance he'd report me and make sure I never worked a shift down here 

again.  

 

That was unacceptable. What if Sharon was sent to the Seg Cells again? If so, I had to be able to access 

them so I could find opportunities to ease her distress as much as possible.  

 

Which meant relying on the patience and tactical instincts I'd learned in the military, and knowing 

when and how to choose my battles carefully.  

 

I activated the null field just as B'Naaka came around the corner, munching on a large pastry and 

spewing crumbs as he whistled a jaunty tune with his mouth full. Just the sight of him made me want to 

retch. The food stains on the front of his uniform resembled some obscene abstract painting, and the 

smell of him was like diseased offal left in the sun to rot.  

 

What had qualified him, in Karaak's eyes, to be employed as a jailer here, I wondered? Had he been a 

flabby disgrace when he'd been hired? Or had he once been a formidable warrior who'd simply let 

himself go upon arriving here and realizing how little would actually be demanded of him? Perhaps 

there were chapters of his past that I was unaware of – ones that merited more caution than I assumed 

I'd need upon first meeting him.  



 

“Hey there, new guy!” he said, cramming the rest of the pastry into his maw and licking his fingers. I 

winced as a shower of moist crumbs hit my face. “Has Seg Cell detail bored you to death yet?”  

 

“Frankly,” I replied archly, “I welcome the peace and quiet.”  

 

“And the extra rulas from doing double duty, too, I bet, huh?” He chortled. “But since you're lingering 

outside the cell of that cute Earthling girl, I guess you've already realized those aren't the only perks 

from picking up a shift or two down here.”  

 

He winked conspiratorially, jabbing a pudgy elbow in my ribs. It took every ounce of self-control I had 

not to seize his arm and break it in response.  

 

“I am only here to carry out my assigned tasks,” I answered. “Subjecting the prisoners to such… 

distasteful violations is not within my purview.”  

 

B'Naaka shrugged. “Fair enough. More for the rest of us, then. Too bad this inmate's only down here 

for the night, though. She is unbelievably fuckable, am I right? Plus, the best part of working down here 

is that most of the time, not only don't they resist when you make a move on them, they actually thank 

you for giving them a little break from the Seg Cell! They'll let you do whatever you want to them, just 

to buy themselves a few more precious moments before the null field comes on again. Man, I tell you, 

this job is the best – I love it here.”  

 

I remained silent, staring at him stonily and waiting for him to finish. So much for choosing my battles 

after all. Because if this revolting bag of lard made any attempt to open Sharon's cell and subject her to 

his piggish urges, I would have no choice but to punch my fist into his stomach and rip the living shit 

out of him.  

 

Then again, maybe I wouldn't have to. Maybe if I scared this tub of guts enough, his already-

overtasked heart would simply seize and explode in his chest. 

 

“Oh, and hey, if you're looking for another form of entertainment while you're down here, check this 

out,” B'Naaka went on, walking over to one of the Seg Cells and gesturing for me to accompany him. I 

did, bracing myself to have to listen to more of his heinous, perverted garbage without offering so 

much as a disapproving comment in return. I'd already alienated enough of my fellow jailers – if 

possible, I wanted to avoid making an enemy of him as well. 

 

Even if I found him detestable.  

 

He hit a button on a panel next to the door – and a section of the metal parted, revealing a hidden 

observation window into the cell. Inside, all that was visible was the swirling maelstrom of darkness 

that was produced by the extradimensional generators.  

 

“It's the only Seg Cell with a window,” B'Naaka said. “Can you guess why? Go on, guess!”  

 

I shook my head impatiently. The last thing I was in the mood for was to waste my time playing inane 

guessing games with this idiot.  

 

He hit the null field button, deactivating it. When I saw what was in the cell, my breath froze in my 



chest. 

 

The occupant was a Lunian female. She was old, bent, and weak-looking. Her eyes were dulled by 

confusion and dementia, and her skin didn't glow like the other members of her race. She was covered 

in filth, and she wore dirty, tattered rags that exposed most of her body. Her pale skin was covered in a 

mixture of old scars and fresher gouges. The tips of her long fingers were crusted with scabs.  

 

But as strange as it was to see one of the Moon-People in such a pitiful state, her surroundings were 

even more bizarre.  

 

It wasn't hard to see what had happened to her prison uniform. She'd ripped off pieces and unraveled 

threads so she could create small spheres of fabric and hang them from the ceiling. They were 

suspended in clusters, “dyed” different colors with what I could only assume was a mixture of the 

grime from the walls and her own bodily fluids. The walls around her were painted with what looked 

like star systems and constellations… some of which I recognized. It was clear that she had scrawled 

these images in her own blood.  

 

“Take a good look,” B'Naaka said, obviously enjoying my surprise and confusion. “We're only allowed 

to shut off the null generators in this cell for sixty seconds at a time.”  

 

“Yes, but is that…?”  

 

“Uh-huh. Even though she's been in this Seg Cell with the field cranked constantly, even though her 

mind is completely gone, she's still somehow managed to make sense of the void by overlaying it with 

a fully accurate three-dimensional map of the cosmos. With herself as galactic central point. Crazy, 

right? I mean, they say Lunians have strong minds and stronger wills, but to be able to do that…!” 

 

The Lunian stared out at me with frenzied eyes, mumbling. I noticed that she was missing most of her 

teeth.  

 

“Listen to me, Manaean,” she wheezed urgently. “Listen, for there's not much time. Carbon. Nitrogen, 

you see? And oxygen, yes, and the elements and atoms that make us who we are. All birthed when the 

universe initially exploded into being. They're inside of all of us, do you understand? But we are not 

independent of them, no, no. The central configurations of our very selves, our identities, are still tied 

to the stars. If he has his way, then soon, those bonds will become the strings he uses to turn us all into 

his puppets. The blood, yes. The blood… and the stars… they are… one…”  

 

Her words crackled and burned in my brain, and for a peculiar moment, I thought of Korkos – his odd 

obsession with astrology and horoscopes.  

 

But before I could question her or try to make sense of her ramblings, B'Naaka activated the null field, 

and she was swallowed in nothingness once more.  

 

“Don't let her freak you out,” B'Naaka advised me. “She's just babbling a bunch of nonsense. Her mind 

is mush from being in there for so long.”  

 

“But who is she?” I asked. “What has she done to be imprisoned here?”  

 

“She's called Mad Boola. No one knows exactly what she's doing here on Karcerikus, but she's the only 



Lunian here… aside from Karaak, of course.” B'Naaka looked around furtively, as though making sure 

no one was eavesdropping, and then went on in a whisper. “There are plenty of rumors, though. Lots of 

speculation. Some of the people here think she's Karaak's sister. They say she betrayed him, and he 

locked her in this cell permanently. That way, the constant barrage from the dimensional field would 

melt her mind, and Karaak could always keep a close eye on her so she wouldn't be able to make any 

more trouble for him. But who really knows – those are just theories.” 

 

“What did she mean?” I inquired pensively. “All that talk about us being made of stars, and Karaak 

using them to control us…”  

 

B'Naaka smirked. “I don't take that stuff too seriously. Karaak already controls me, and that suits me 

just fine. Hey, did you want to take a break? Go get yourself a snack or something?” 

 

I shook my head and resumed my patrol around the block of Seg Cells. I had no desire to leave 

B'Naaka alone with Sharon, even for a moment.  

 

Still, as I patrolled the corridors, I kept glancing at Boola's cell and hearing her enigmatic words 

echoing in my head.  

 

I didn't know what she'd meant by them… but I had a peculiar feeling that I'd find out.  


