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Bonus Scene – Her Fated King – Roxie Ray  

 

Alora 

 

The tiara atop my head should have felt heavier. The last time I’d worn the 

crown of the queen of Lunaria, it certainly had been. 

But much like my wedding bracelet, the tiara didn’t feel so heavy this time. 

The worst days on Lunaria were over. Though the work that Ronan and I had ahead 

of us was probably a lot, I knew we’d be able to manage it together. 

We had a cub together now. A kingdom. And best of all, we had each other. 

As I held little Rex in my arms before the coronation bonfire and the people 

cheered, I found myself smiling. 

I didn’t even have to fake it this time. 

“Now,” said Ronan’s oldest mother, Mother Mozula. “For the final part of the 

night…” 

She pointed to Rex with one of her canes and the tallest of Ronan’s mothers, 

Mother Yeta, came to take Rex from me. 

“It’s okay,” I tried to tell her. “I can keep holding him. I’m alright.” 

“You have one last duty tonight, my dear.” Mother Mozula’s toothless mouth 

split into a sly grin. “And you won’t be wanting to hold your cub through it, I can 

all but guarantee you that.” 

“What is it?” I looked to Ronan, confused. 

He was blushing. I could even tell through the glow of the fire, his cheeks 

were darker than they should have been. 

But…what did he possibly have to be embarrassed about now? 



“Er…well, it is, ah…it is traditional, you understand,” Ronan said slowly. He 

offered me his hand. “I did explain this to you, I think, when we first met.” 

“That was so long ago, Ronan…” I placed my hand in his uncertainly. “I’m 

afraid you might have to remind me.” 

“Well…” Ronan chuckled as Mother Mozula shooed us toward the cave at 

our backs. I remembered Ronan explaining that these caves were sacred, though he’d 

never exactly explained why. “It is perhaps best if I just show you, my queen.” 

“Okay…” He’d piqued my curiosity, at least. I followed him into the cave as 

Ronan’s mothers turned to the crowd. I could hear them behind us, giving a blessing 

to our people, while Ronan and I slipped away. “You know, I do recall that the last 

time you went into one of these caves, you started having prophetic dreams. If it’s 

all the same to you, I think I’d rather avoid that.” 

I’d only just stopped having the nightmares, after all. The ones about all the 

horrible things Brixta had done to his children and his harem. The ones where I died 

giving birth, or almost worse, the ones where little Rex came out looking like my 

late ex-husband. 

“I do not think that will be a worry,” Ronan said. “Edon was…different from 

Lunaria. More…mystical. More dangerous, in many ways. The sacred caves here on 

Lunaria seem to have a magic to them too, of course…” 

Ronan drew me toward a purple glow that emanated from the ceiling of the 

cave. Above us, a thin layer of crystal allowed the moonlight to enter. Overhead, I 

could see all nine of Lunaria’s moons beginning to align as we were bathed in purple 

light. Little glowing white dots floated around the ground at our feet. They gathered 

on Ronan and I, landing on our legs and our hands as we stepped onto the soft green 

moss beneath us. They made no sound, but I got the sense that they were…giggling, 

somehow, as they swarmed us. 



Ronan chuckled at them, then swatted them away as he took both my hands 

in his. 

“Long ago, before Lunaria’s histories were even written down, these caves 

were places where the priestesses of Lunaria would come to inhale holy smokes and 

try to summon visions of the future from the moon,” Ronan explained. 

“Ronan, if you’re suggesting that you and I should get high right now…” On 

one hand, I’d never tried anything like that. But on the other, I didn’t even like the 

smell of wine anymore, thanks to Brixta and his drinking habits. We had a cub to 

think of, not to mention a kingdom. And Ronan already had prophetic dreams 

enough, as far as I was concerned. “Are you sure this is the time?” 

“Get…high?” Ronan looked at me, bemused. “I do not know this turn of 

phrase, vringna. If you wish for me to lift you, of course, I can oblige.” 

“No.” I laughed. The translation chips we were both implanted with were 

pretty sophisticated after more than a decade of contact between Lunarians and 

humans, but it still amused me when something didn’t cross between our languages 

quite right. “Why don’t you just tell me what we’re in here for. The suspense is 

killing me.” 

“You are not allowed to die, my queen, if you recall.” Ronan shifted his hands 

up to my face. With his lower hands, he pulled my body against his. “It is customary 

for a husband and wife to make love beneath the moons in these caves, though. We 

do not have to, of course, if you are still recovering from Rex’s birth…” 

“Um…” I rolled my lips together to try and stop myself from grinning too 

eagerly. “This would be the first time we’ve done that since…well. Since Rex was 

born. You’re right.” 

“We can just sit in here, then, until you feel we have spent an adequate amount 

of time.” Ronan smiled down at me as he raked his fingers through my hair. He 



shook his hands against my scalp, ruffling my hair and making it wilder. “We may 

have to do some, ah…performative moaning, of course. The people will 

expect…noises. But I do not want to push you if you are not ready.” 

“Ronan…” Finally, I let my grin shine through in full force. “I think I might 

be ready, actually. If the people are expecting…noises…we might as well make 

them genuine, don’t you think?” 

“You mean that, precious one?” Ronan’s eyes lit up and shifted to dark blue 

in an instant. 

“I do.” I raised my hands to his cheeks and pulled his lips down toward mine 

for a kiss. “I really do. But…go easy on me, okay? You might have to be gentle.” 

“I can be gentle,” Ronan said, nodding quickly. He kissed me again, excitedly, 

like we were just two sex-starved virgins again and cupped my breasts with a pleased 

sigh. “For you, my love…I can be as gentle as you like.” 
 


