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Bonus Epilogue – Her Secret Champion – Roxie Ray 

 

 

Bonus chapter: Three years later, Apex and Atlanta visit an alien bar. 

 

 

Atlanta 

 

No matter what anyone tells you about preparing for motherhood, it had only 

taken me two hours of pushing and the sound of our son’s first screams to learn the 

truth: 

You were never really prepared. 

“Date night!” I wound my arm around Apex’s and hugged his bicep tight against 

my cheek. “It’s been way too long since we’ve had one of these.” 

“Did we ever have one to begin with?” Apex laughed softly as we walked down 

the cobbled street of a city on a planet whose name I couldn’t even pronounce. “As 

I recall, our courtship was most irregular.” 

“Okay. Our first date, then. I’m just glad Savannah and Coplan agreed to take 

Herc for the night.” 

“They were already watching little Leos.” Apex chuckled. “And it is not as if 

Hercule is any trouble at all compared to Leos’ taste for chaos.” 

“I don’t know about that. Together, they can be a force to be reckoned with. It’s 

like they’re twins themselves—Herc comes up with the ideas, Leos carries them out 

to the point of destruction.” Admittedly, it was a little weird not having our son  with 



us tonight. Having a break from mommy-time was nice and all, but Apex was right—

Herc was a sweetheart. I was already missing his dark, inquisitive eyes and 



the way his pink hair curled at his temple where it was streaked white, just like Apex’s. 

“Where are we going tonight, anyway? For our date.” 

“Just a bar I used to like. You are finished breastfeeding, yes?” 

“Definitely.” For the moment, at least. My nipples were only just beginning to recover, 

but I was kind of already looking for an opportunity to suggest that maybe, if Apex 

wanted, we might consider trying for a daughter. Herc was such a delight, and my body 

felt ready. If one was good, wouldn’t two be even better. “I don’t think I’ve been in a bar 

since my influencer days—and even then, I was only really drinking tonic water with 

lemon.” 

“Then let me order for you.” Apex pushed open the door of a neon-lit building and 

guided me in. “You are unaccustomed to anything stronger than wine, as I recall, and, 

ah…” He grinned at me. “Well. You will see.” 

What Apex meant by you will see was that I wasn’t even halfway through my glass of 

lightly sweet, floral, sparkling glorg (as the bartender called it) before the room started 

spinning. I had to lean forward on the barstool and brace myself against Apex’s chest just 

to keep myself from falling onto the floor. 

“You bastard!” I said through a fit of giggles. “You brought me here to get me drunk, 

didn’t you!” 

“The thought crossed my mind, perhaps.” Apex smirked and knocked back another 

glass. Of course he could outdrink me. That was no surprise. He was better practiced than 

me, and twice my size, too. “Are you angry with me, my love?” 

“Noooo.” I giggled again. The bubbles from the glorg were bouncing around in my 

stomach. It reminded me of the butterflies I’d felt back when Apex and I were first falling 

in love. “Unless you were planning on, um, like…taking advantage of me?” 

“Can an honorable husband truly take advantage of his wife?” 



“If he knows what’s good for him, he would.” I tried to wink at him, but all I managed 

was blinking really hard. Twice. Idiot. 

“Perhaps later, then.” Apex took my hands in his and moved my fingers to his lips. 

Every kiss he gave me left little fireworks exploding behind my eyes. “Truthfully, I simply 

thought this would be enjoyable for you. You have not had many days of true fun since 

Herc was born.” 

“I do have fun,” I told him honestly. “I have fun with both of you every day.” 

“But not this kind of fun,” he explained as he helped me to my feet. In the corner, an 

alien band with more tentacles than they had instruments were playing a jazzy tune. I 

wobbled my way onto the dancefloor, bracing myself against Apex the entire way. 

“Besides, there is something I have been meaning to ask you.” 

“And what might that be?” We settled into a slow, swaying dance. I was appreciative 

that the band wasn’t playing anything faster. My feet had grown half a size during my 

pregnancy, and I was feeling clumsier than ever now that I had half a glass of glorg in me. 

“Wanna get me pregnant again?” 

Apex stopped dancing and looked down at me in surprise. 

Ha. Gotcha! My inner floozy tapdanced triumphantly. I didn’t surprise Apex often, 

given all his secret agent training—but when I did, it always made me feel positively 

victorious. 

“How did you know?” he demanded, and I giggled as I placed my cheek against his 

chest. 

“Because I’ve been thinking about it too,” I admitted. “So. My answer is yes. Maybe 

later. But for right now…” 

“Yes?” 



“Dance with me, you perfect man.” 

“I am not a man,” he reminded me as we resumed our swaying. 

“No, but you’re my man.” I smiled against his chest and felt my entire body fill with 

warmth. “Close enough.” 

 


