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Bonus Chapter: Her Alien Warrior Prince – Roxie Ray 

 

Akzun 

 

The Angel's Wrath cut through deep space, sharp and swift, like the fin of a Vorrian Sabre Shark 

moving through dark water. I stood in front of the view screen with my hands laced behind my back, 

imagining that I could actually feel the stars parting before us like waves. I knew it was a fanciful 

notion, but there were times when I quietly gave myself over to such private fantasies – silly and self-

indulgent, perhaps, but it was my prerogative as Blood Ruler and commander of this magnificent 

vessel. 

 

“You cut quite the imposing figure, brother,” Zark smirked behind me, one leg draped casually over the 

arm of his seat next to the Captain's chair. “Chin out, feet apart, shoulders square. Are you posing for a 

statue in the Hall of Rulers, perhaps?” 

 

I sighed good-naturedly. He could just as easily have communicated that to me telepathically, but I 

knew why he didn't: He enjoyed ribbing me in front of the others on the command deck, a gentle 

reminder for me not to give in to the pretensions of my office and title. 

 

And sure enough, I could hear a few of the junior officers trying to stifle their mirth. Even the usually-

stolid Commander Koro couldn't help but chuckle. 

 

I turned around and raised an eyebrow at him. “Just because you have no gravitas doesn't mean the rest 

of us have to slouch our way through life. Come on, give it a try. Sit up and straighten your spine, just 

for a few minutes. It might keep you from developing a hunched back like that ghoul Nos.” 

 

“Lecturing me about my posture now, are we?” he hooted. “You sound like our mother!” 

 

“At least I don't look like her,” I shot back smartly. “Really, Zark, when are you going to get a proper 

haircut? With all those long ringlets, you look like a little girl’s doll.” 

 

“Oh, a low blow indeed!” Zark cackled. A few members of the crew relaxed, allowing themselves to 

laugh. So did I. 

 

And after all, why not? 

 

Ordinarily, the mood on the command deck of the Valkred flagship was strict, stern, and militaristic – 

fitting, since generally, the Wrath was deployed for battle (these days, against the Mana, more often 

than not). 

 

But not this time. 

 

This time, we were on a mission of peace and celebration, heading to the Sang 7 colony at the 

outermost edge of the Valkred Empire to participate in their Festival of the Rose Moon. 

 

The citizens of Sang 7 had proven themselves to be some of the fiercest warriors in their too-frequent 

skirmishes against the Mana – which was no surprise, given their uncomfortably close proximity to the 

borders of the fish-people's territory. Despite the tragic losses they'd suffered, they still made a point of 

observing their local traditions, as a demonstration of defiance toward their enemies and a way to 



celebrate all that they still had to be thankful for. 

 

I greatly admired their bravery and perseverance, and when I asked the colony's administrator how we 

could show our support for their efforts, he’d told me that their fighters would be deeply inspired by 

my presence at the festival. It would be a much-needed reminder, he’d said, of the majesty of the 

empire they were fighting for. I had promised to bring the Wrath as well, and the administrator had 

expressed delight at this, telling me it would do a lot to bolster their spirits. 

 

Yes, and perhaps we can give the bumpkins guided tours of the ship while we're at it, Zark had joked 

telepathically, reading my thoughts. We can even hand out toy replicas of the Angel's Wrath to their 

children. 

 

I see nothing wrong with that idea whatsoever, I’d replied archly. It's the very least we can do for 

people who are so eager to have us, and who have suffered and sacrificed so much on our behalf. 

 

He'd snickered at that, but when we boarded the ship, I saw that he had indeed commissioned miniature 

versions of the ship to be distributed as gifts. 

 

Zark enjoyed his cynical little japes, but in the end, he understood the kind of leader I wanted to be: one 

who wasn't solely defined by how he waged war, one who didn't measure his rule by how feared and 

imposing he was. 

 

My predecessor had tried to take some of the mystique out of the role of Blood Ruler, to make our 

empire's leaders less remote and more approachable in the eyes of our people. I felt it was my duty to 

continue that trend. 

 

“Blood Ruler,” Commander Koro said, interrupting my reverie, “we're approaching Sang 7, but there's 

a Mana battle cruiser within our sensor range.” 

 

A chill went up my spine. So much for a rare peaceful mission. “Are they attacking the colony?” 

 

Koro checked his scanning instruments, frowning. “Negative, sir. They're positioned just across the 

border, in their own territory. Their shields are up and we're detecting short-range weapons discharge, 

but not in the direction of Sang 7. We're entering visual range now.” 

 

“Put it on screen,” I ordered. 

 

A moment later, the Mana cruiser appeared on the viewscreen. Its guns were indeed blazing – at three 

Krote corsairs that were surrounding it. 

 

Zark breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank the Succubi! For a second there, I thought we'd have a fight on 

our hands. Guess we can proceed to the colony after all, eh, brother? By the time we get there, the 

Mana will be space dust.” 

 

He was right, of course. I knew that. 

 

So why was I so hesitant to give the order to ignore the danger the Mana were in? Just moments before, 

I'd been enjoying the notion of a day without violence. 

 



Perhaps that is the reason. Because I am so thoroughly weary of waking up every morning to new 

battles with the Mana, new reports of hostilities and casualties. Some days, it feels like this thrice-

damned war is going to last forever. And by the time one of us emerges victorious, will there even be 

anything left to fight over? Will it just keep going on and on, senselessly, down to the last warrior 

standing in a pile of bones and rubble? Or might I have a chance to finally stop it here? 

 

You cannot be seriously contemplating saving the Mana from the Krote, brother, Zark insisted 

telepathically, his eyes wide. He knew better than to question me out loud in front of the rest of the 

crew… but from the sound of his thoughts, he was horrified by what he'd seen in my mind. 

 

Why not? What if this is the chance we've been waiting for? I answered. A way to reach out, to make 

peace with them at last? Anything is better than just continuing as we have been, and watching the 

bodies of our own people pile higher each sun cycle. 

 

Zark’s eyes softened, just slightly. Akzun, you're an idealist at heart, and I've always loved you for 

that. Even when I've ridiculed you for it. But please, listen to reason. First, what you're suggesting 

would mean crossing the border into Mana space, which is unthinkable. Second, the idea that you 

can end the war by rescuing a single Mana ship is ludicrous, and you damn well know it. And third, 

think of the colonists on Sang 7 –  you don't think their long-range scopes are viewing the conflict 

between the Mana and the Krote? You made the journey here to honor their sacrifices in this war. 

Will you now spit on those same sacrifices right in front of them by helping their sworn enemies? 

How can you possibly think of doing that to them? 

 

Koro and the other crew members were tense, waiting. Even though they weren't privy to the details of 

our telepathic conversation, they could still tell we were communicating with each other silently. And 

they knew that didn’t usually bode well. 

 

I looked at the Mana ship. One of its nacelles had been carved off by a proton beam, and it was adrift. 

It was still firing, but wildly – its targeting mechanisms must have been damaged. Just a few more 

minutes, and it would be destroyed entirely. 

 

Because it's the right thing to do, I answered grimly. And because to prolong this war that has 

already cost them so much would be to truly dishonor them. 

 

Zark shook his head, smiling wryly. You're a stubborn fool, do you know that? 

 

Yes. But at least I have a decent haircut. 

 

“Set a course to intercept the Mana cruiser,” I ordered the helmsman. “The moment you're in range, 

target those Krote ships.” 

 

“Yes, sir,” he answered without hesitation, but I could sense the crew's surprise at this course of action. 

 

The Angel's Wrath crossed the distance swiftly, soaring into the thick of the battle. At first, the Krote 

ignored us, continuing to focus all of their fire on the Mana. 

 

“They probably think we're just here to point and laugh at the Mana.” Zark was joking, but there was 

an apprehensive edge to his tone. “I wish they were right.” 

 



“They'll be wishing that, too, soon enough,” I said. “Tactical, are they in our crosshairs?” 

 

“Affirmative, sir.” 

 

“Good. Fire at will.” 

 

The Wrath's pulse tubes thumped out their glowing mortars, and the plasma disruptors sang their 

deadly song, hastily sketching blast patterns on the armor of the Krote ships. The Krote briefly 

discontinued their attack, as though taken aback by our intervention. 

 

Then they turned toward us, unleashing a lethal barrage that danced across the thick surface of the 

Wrath's hull without another moment’s hesitation. 

 

“Well, we've got their attention,” Zark commented ruefully. 

 

“Hopefully, it'll give the Mana a chance to regroup,” I replied. 

 

“Sir, we're getting a message from the Sang 7 administrator,” the comm officer announced, his voice 

raised over the cannon blasts. 

 

“Not now.” But by the stars, when this fight's over, we'll have a lot of explaining to do. 

 

The Krote tried to move into position to surround us, which fit with their usual raiding tactics. But it 

was no use. The Wrath’s multi-directional offensive turrets were state of the art, and they kept the 

Krote ships firmly in their sights, hammering away until two of them ruptured and exploded. 

 

The third backed off immediately, turning around and zooming off at top speed. 

 

Often, when such battles had a successful outcome, the crewmembers let out a cheer. Not this time, 

though. The air was silent and heavy as we all watched the Mana cruiser, its lights flickering. 

 

Finally, the comm officer spoke up. “We're receiving a transmission from the captain of the Mana ship, 

sir.” 

 

“On screen,” I ordered quietly. 

 

The image of the Mana captain sputtered to life – clearly, their communications array had taken heavy 

damage. It was difficult to read the facial expressions of members of his race, but from what I could 

tell, he seemed relieved… and curious. 

 

“This is Captain M'ruvev, of the Mana ship Bira'Koda. With whom am I speaking?” 

 

“I am Akzun, Blood Ruler of the Valkred. What is your status? Do your people require medical 

attention?” 

 

He looked at me for a long moment, then said, “I believe we will be able to tend to the needs of our 

injured crewmen ourselves… thankfully, our medical facilities were largely spared from the Krote's 

onslaught. However, your offer is greatly appreciated.” 

 



“What about your engine core?” I asked. “If you'd like, we can send over a couple of our engineers to 

assist you with repairs.” 

 

M'ruvev gave me a pained smile. “Again, you are most generous. But I believe we'll be able to limp 

home on our own. And to be perfectly frank, sir, if I were to allow any of your personnel onto our 

vessel, it would almost certainly result in my court martial and execution upon returning to my home 

world. My superiors are most concerned about our systems being sabotaged with network-infiltrating 

devices, or biological weapons being unleashed in our medical bay. I'm sure you understand. 

Regrettably, this war has made us all far more paranoid than we'd like to be.” 

 

I chuckled. “I admire your honesty, at least. And I hope that one day, our hostilities will be behind us, 

and there will be no further need for such precautions.” 

 

He nodded slowly. “I do not know if that day will ever come, Akzun. I truly hope so. In the meantime, 

know this: Your actions today will not be forgotten. I intend to make a full report of them, and to do 

everything I can to convince our leaders that they were meant as an overture of peace. Whether they 

will choose to believe this, I cannot say. But you have made a friend among the Mana today. And if 

you ever wish to use me as a conduit to make further diplomatic attempts, I promise to make myself 

available.” 

 

“Thank you, M'ruvev.” 

 

The transmission ended, and the comm officer spoke up: “Blood Ruler, the Sang 7 administrator is 

demanding to speak with you at once. He sounds most upset.” 

 

“Yes,” I sighed heavily, “I imagine he does.” 


