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This is the bonus content for A Bride For The Alien King, it won’t 
make sense unless you have read the book. If you would like to get a 

copy of the book click here.  

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07ZLG51XM
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07ZLG51XM
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Bonus Chapter: A Bride For The Alien King – Roxie Ray 
 

 “My queen, the delegation from Xehrul will be arriving this evening,” Meri-

Dana said, as she displayed powder blue robes in a light transparent fabric. “What 

about this robe over your gown?” 

 I frowned. “Beautiful,” I nodded. “But I want to look fearsome as well as 

feminine. Get me the jade green bejeweled corset; I’ll wear it with my leather trousers 

and my warrior’s bracelets.  

 “As you wish, my queen.” 

 I took a deep breath and stepped in front of the mirror. I had just come in from 

Svetcor riding in the mountains and my hair was matted, my cheeks were flushed and 

my garments were slightly askew. The purpose of my ride had been met however, and 

that was all that mattered.  

 “How are our borders looking, your grace?” 

 “Strong,” I nodded approvingly. “But we need to continue making 

adjustments. As quickly as we find ways of tightening our security, there are those 

who find ways around them.” 

 “The Sives,” Meri-Dana spat.  

 “Where are the children?” I asked, glancing outside. The sun was still perched 

high in the sky, but its rays were subdued and gentle.  

 “The boys are in the glen. I believe they are practicing with their sparring 

master.” 

 “And Sara?” 

 Meri-Dana’s lips pursed up and I suppressed a sigh. “What has she done this 

time?” I asked, trying my hardest to give my youngest child the benefit of the doubt.  

 “She escaped her lessons this morning,” Meri-Dana told me. “So I send her to 

her room early.” 

 I nodded. “I will talk to her, but first I will change.” 

 I removed my stained riding trousers, vest and boots and headed into the 

washroom for a quick bath. I’d planned on lounging only minutes, but once my skin 

felt the soothing warmth of bubbling water, I ended up reclining my head back against 

the tub and letting the water massage out the knots in my bones. I was so enjoying my 

bath that I didn’t hear him until he was kneeling down beside my tub.  

 “My love.” 
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 His breath tickled at my ear and I opened my eyes to his ice blue gaze. It still 

amazed me that in fifteen years together, Quatix seemed to have aged only a year at 

most. He was still just as strong and handsome as ever. There was age and maturity in 

his eyes however, and that was the only clue his physicality allowed for. Sometimes I 

stared at my ageing body with weariness, worried about the day I would look older 

than he did.  

 “My king,” I smiled, reaching out one wet hand to cup his face.  

 He didn’t seem to mind. He turned his face into my palm and kissed it gently. 

“This is precisely how I like you,” he said teasingly. “Wet and naked.” 

 I laughed. “Stop it, Meri-Dana is right outside.” 

 “She’s seen worse,” Quatix chuckled. “Remember that time she walked in on 

us in the wardrobe?” 

 “You attacked me without warning – 

 “I seem to recall you were the one who seduced me,” Quatix countered.  

 I laughed incredulously. “Please!” 

 Quatix smiled warmly. “I like to think that was the day we conceived Qualin.” 

 I smiled, remembering all three of my pregnancies. Each one had been marked 

by a different war, but I had managed to carve out a little haven for Quatix and myself 

here on Svante whenever our children were close to being born.  

 “Your daughter has been up to the usual antics today,” I told him.  

 Instead of the frown that usually accompanied any mention of his sons, Quatix 

smiled easily. “What is it she has done now?” 

 I rolled my eyes. “You are too hard on the boys,” I accused him. “And too 

easy on Sara. You must at least pretend you don’t have a favorite.” 

 Quatix’s smile was subdued. “I love all my children equally. But Sara… she’s 

my only daughter, the apple of my eye.” 

 I remembered the months following Sara’s birth. Quatix had refused to leave 

Svante on off-planet duties. He had stayed behind so that he wouldn’t miss any of 

Sara’s milestones. Their bond cemented itself when Sara was still in swaddling 

clothes. Quatix was the only one who could soothe her. Sara preferred her father to 

me from the very beginning. A less secure woman might have been jealous by that, 

but I took it in my stride. I loved their bond, even if it made me feel a little left out at 

times.  
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 “And she knows it,” I said, shaking my head at him. “She skipped out on her 

classes again today.” 

 Quatix chuckled under his breath and I glared at him. He tried to suppress the 

chuckle but it burst forth and blossomed into a poorly masked laugh.  

 “You’d never react this way if it were one of the boys.” 

 Quatix bit his lip. “I don’t deny I’m harder on them,” he sighed. “But Sara… 

she’s our miracle baby. We had a girl, my love. After decades of boys, you and I 

made a little girl. Do you know how significant that is?” 

 “Is that why the delegation from Xehrul have insisted on meeting our little 

princess?” I asked pointedly.  

 Quatix nodded, though the smile slid off his face. “I think they want to 

propose a match between the crown prince and our Sara.” 

 I gritted my teeth. “She’s eight years old,” I said. “Why are we even 

entertaining the notion of an arranged marriage?” 

 “The marriage would never take place without her consent,” Quatix said 

immediately. “And even then, not until she’s twenty-one at least. She’ll have the final 

say, my love. In any case, I could not risk insulting the Xehrulians. We need to – 

 “I know, I know,” I interrupted him. “I understand the politics. I just don’t like 

it.” 

 Quatix bent down and kissed my forehead. “Let’s go talk to our daughter 

together, shall we?” 

 I nodded and Quatix helped me out of the tub. He wiped me dry and dressed 

me with patience and care. After so many years together, we still looked at each other 

like we did on our honeymoon. It was the greatest gift life had ever given me.  

 Once I was dressed we moved down one floor where the children’s’ rooms 

were situated. The boys had a large wing to themselves and Sara had the other side. I 

had argued that it was unnecessary extravagance, but on that point, I hadn’t been 

successful in convincing Quatix to dial back a little. We moved through the main 

solar into Sara’s bedroom.  

 Her room was unkempt as always, but it had a remarkable view of the jungles. 

Perhaps that was why Sara was so obsessed with them. She would have spent all her 

time outdoors if we’d let her.  

 “Sara?” I called.  

 I turned around and frowned. “Where are Lorca and Vigar?” 
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 At that exact moment Lorca bounded through the door breathlessly. “My 

king,” he said, bowing low. “My queen.” 

 “Have you lost track of the princess again Lorca?” I asked, half amused and 

half annoyed.  

 “Forgive me, my queen,” Lorca said. “She… she’s as stealthy as a cat.” 

 I shook my head and walked out of the room with Quatix right behind me. 

“Oh wipe that smile off your face,” I told him. “You needn’t look so proud.” 

 “I am proud,” Quatix said, refusing to hide his feelings. “She may have the 

physicality of an earthling but she’s Svantian through and through. Where do you 

think she’s gone?” 

 “Where else?” I said. “The jungle. She’ll want to watch her brothers spar.” 

 Quatix and I headed down to the gates and the guards brought us our Svetcors. 

Riding was like second nature to me now. I remembered that first ride through the 

mountains of Vandor. I had been terrified I would fall off. Now it was as easy as 

breathing. I jumped onto the back of my steed and raced through the mountains 

towards the jungle’s glen.  

 “We should get Sara a tutor of her own,” Quatix said.  

 It was not the first time he’d brought up the suggestion. I sighed. “She’s too 

young.” 

 “Svantian customs are different,” Quatix argued. “We train our young early.” 

 “And what is she training for?” I demanded.  

 Quatix looked at me out of the corner of his eye. “Her mother is a warrior,” he 

pointed out. “Is it any wonder she wants to be one too?” 

 “She wants to be like you,” I pointed out. “Not me.” 

 Quatix smiled. “But she has your spirit,” he said. “And your stubbornness.” 

 I smirked at him. “Regardless, the boys started their training at eleven, and 

Sara will have to do the same. I want her to enjoy her childhood while she can.” 

 “You’re going to force a childhood on her?” Quatix asked, with one raised 

eyebrow.  

 Before I could answer, I saw the glen up ahead and the sound of sparring 

swords. I pulled my Svetcor to a canter and approached slowly. I was almost at the 

glen when I noticed a dabbled shadow fall across my path. I looked up and saw Sara 

clinging to one of the thicker tree branches. Quatix followed my gaze until it fell on 

Sara.  
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 She turned her head at the last moment and spotted her father and I. Her large 

blue eyes went wide and she tensed visibly.  

 “Come down from there this instant,” I said firmly.  

 As always, Sara’s eyes flickered to her father. “Come my angel,” Quatix said, 

using the term of endearment I had used when our children were infants. “It’s 

alright.” 

 Only with her father’s assurance did Sara start to shimmy down the tree. I 

couldn’t help notice how agilely she moved. Her body was very human, but her 

movements were Svantian through and through. Quatix was right about that much at 

least. Quatix jumped off his Svetcor with agile grace that matched his daughter’s and 

moved closer to her.  

 “Darling,” I sighed. “You are supposed to be in your room.” 

 “I hate my room,” Sara said, raising her voice with indignation. “I want to be 

out here amongst the trees. I want to live in the jungle.” 

 Quatix smiled and lowered himself to one knee in front of her. “A jungle is no 

fit respite for a little princess.” 

 “I hate being a princess!” Sara said, her eyes growing bright with fire. “I want 

to be a prince.” 

 Quatix hadn’t expected that. He glanced at me helplessly. I got off my Svetcor 

and walked over to the two of them. “Why do you say that, darling?” I asked.  

 “Because princes get to do whatever they want,” Sara sniffed, loosing some of 

the heat in her voice. “They get to be warriors. They get to learn to fight and ride 

while I have to stay in my room. Everyone tells me I’m special because I’m a 

princess. You always tell me you’re trying to keep me safe. No body understands, I’d 

rather be free than safe!” 

 Her childish voice pierced my heart and I realized how heavy her words were. 

She was a free spirit, a child of Svante and sometimes I forgot that she had a warrior 

in her, just like her father and her brothers.  

 “Mama,” Sara’s voice was soft and anxious. “Papa?” 

 “Yes, my love?” Quatix urged her gently.  

 “Rolix and Qualin said that the visitors that are coming tonight are coming to 

take me away,” she admitted. “They told me that I’m to be married and I will be 

queen of Xehrul and wear fine silks and never have to raise a sword my entire life.” 
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 Quatix and I exchanged a glance. “I will be having a talk with your brothers,” 

Quatix said firmly. Then his expression softened. “Have no fear, my love,” he said. 

“No one is taking you anywhere. When the time comes for you to marry, if you 

choose to marry at all, it will be entirely your choice. Your mother and I chose each 

other freely and we want you to have that same freedom.” 

 A small smile appeared on Sara’s face. She looked a lot like me with her dark 

curls and her heart-shaped face, but she had inherited her father’s ice blue eyes. Even 

at eight, she was a beauty.  

 “And no one will stop me from riding Svetcors or picking up swords?” Sara 

asked tentatively.  

 Quatix chuckled under his breath. “No one.” 

 Sara’s smile sprung to life and lit up her delicate features. “And I can wear 

riding trousers, painted vests and warrior’s bracelets.” 

 “If you choose to, yes,” I nodded.  

 Sara threw her arms around Quatix and hugged him tightly. He rose to his 

feet, taking Sara with him. I walked towards the two of them and kissed Sara’s arm 

tenderly.  

 “Mama?” Sara asked, her voice contained a trace of vulnerability.  

 “Yes darling?” 

 “I want to be a warrior.” 

 “Then that’s what you’ll be.” 

 “But… what if I can’t?” Sara asked, and I heard the worry in her voice. “I’m 

not as big as Rolix or Qualin and I don’t have their scales.” 

 I ran my hand over Sara’s smooth unmarked skin, as pale and scale-free as 

mine was. “I wasn’t a warrior either, my darling,” I told her as she clung to her 

father’s neck. “But I learnt. And you will too.” 

 “Really?” 

 “I promise you will,” I nodded. “In fact, your father and I have discussed it 

and we’ve decided to start your training early.” 

 Sara’s eyes lit up. “You mean… I don’t have to wait till I’m eleven?” 

 I smiled. “You don’t.” 

 Sara laughed with delight and kissed Quatix’s cheek, before bending down to 

kiss mine. Quatix set her down on the ground and nodded to her.  

 “Go through to the glen and join your brothers, we will join you shortly.” 
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 Sara took off through the trees and Quatix turned to me with raised eyebrows 

and a knowing smile playing on his lips.  

 “I didn’t realize we had made that decision,” he said teasingly.  

 “Shut up,” I said.  

 Quatix laughed and pulled me into the circle of his arms. “Thank you, my 

love,” he said into my hair.  

 “For what?” I asked, with a frown.  

 “For those children,” Quatix replied. “And for my life. It has been an 

adventure.” 

 “The adventure’s not over yet,” I reminded him.  

 A twinkle sparked into his eyes. “I’m counting on it,” he said, leaning down to 

kiss me.  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 


