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Bonus Chapter: The Warrior’s Bride – Roxie Ray 
 

This is meant to be a sort of “second epilogue,” which will serve two purposes: It'll demonstrate how 

Dhimurs and Judy have become warriors fighting side by side (the culmination of the book's main 

through-line, in which Dhimurs had to learn to accept her as an equal), and it'll also give us a neat tie-

in to the next trilogy, where the Sives have been rounded up for their betrayal and are now serving time 

at the Karcerikus Maximum-Security Terraforming Facility. 

 

Dhimurs 

 

As my ship's rusty hatch squealed opened and I stepped out onto the snowy wastes of Egone, I 

grumbled, mentally cataloguing every discomfort and annoyance of this thrice-damned mission.  

 

There was the destination itself, of course. Egone was a remote, icy hellhole at the farthest edge of the 

galaxy – a place no sane being would travel to if they had any other options. Smugglers, thieves, 

pirates, fugitives, scoundrels with multiple bounties on their heads, murderers who had escaped death 

sentences on countless worlds… the most heinous, hopeless, abominable trash of the galaxy all ended 

up here sooner or later, hiding from the authorities and planning their next moves.  

 

The shuttle I'd used to get here was a garbage scow minus the charm. I couldn't have flown an official 

Valkredian vessel on this trip – I'd have been spotted from twelve systems away, and the scum I was 

hunting would have made themselves scarce by the time I arrived. Even so, every step of the way, I 

was reminded of how much I missed the relative luxury provided by the now-destroyed flagship the 

Angel's Wrath, with its formidable weapons arrays and its state-of-the-art engine core that had made 

leaping from sector to sector seem as easy as hopping over a puddle on a rainy day. Flying it had been 

the greatest honor of my military career. 

 

Whereas this miserable heap of junk – whimsically named “The Stardancer” – made each light-year 

feel like a tortured slog, its engines coughing and belching every step of the way, its consoles lighting 

up and honking with false alarms several times each hour… until some mechanism or other actually did 

conk out, in which case, the warning indicators remained eerily silent.  

 

Likewise, the clothes I was wearing looked and smelled like they'd been picked out of a waste disposal 

unit, and cramming my wings into them made my feathers ache. And the disguise tech I was using to 

hide my true face itched. I was masquerading as a Mana, which I wasn't thrilled about, given the fact 

that I'd spent so many of my recent years fighting a war against them. Besides, undercover operations 

weren't exactly my specialty. I was a soldier, not a spy. 

 

The worst part of it all, though, was missing Judy during the long and lonely trip to Egone.  

 

The mating ceremony had only been a few days ago, and we hadn't been able to spend much quality 

time together before Akzun and Zark had assigned this mission, citing how crucial and time-sensitive it 

was.  

 

Besides, if everything went as planned, I'd be seeing her again soon enough.  

 

As I stalked down the wintery hillside toward the unnamed village below, I was acutely aware of the 

bundled-up scavengers watching me from their hidden positions in the snow drifts around me. If I'd 

been piloting a proper Valkredian ship, I wouldn't have had anything to worry about – the security 



protocols would have easily confounded such rabble if they tried to dismantle it and steal the parts. As 

it was, though, I figured the odds of returning to find my borrowed vessel stripped down to scraps were 

around fifty-fifty. I briefly considered drawing my blaster and firing a few warning shots at them, but I 

was supposed to be keeping a low profile… and besides, that might make them even more eager to 

mess with my shuttle as soon as I was out of sight.  

 

I trudged through the slippery streets of the lawless outpost, keeping my guard up. There were half-

frozen outlaws slumped and sprawled all around, but I knew some of them might have been sentries, 

playing dead until provoked to get up and open fire. That was the thing about Egone: one had to be 

ready for anything.  

 

The crude shelters fashioned from blocks of ice all looked relatively similar. They had random patterns 

etched into their facades from the constant winds blowing across the surface of the frigid planet – but 

only one of them had subtle patterns which had been engraved purposefully, to attract just the right 

kinds of lowlifes.  

 

I shuffled up to the circular metal door and rapped on it with my knuckles.  

 

A narrow hatch slid open, revealing a pair of suspicious, cat-like eyes belonging to a Svanteian. “Show 

'em,” he hissed. 

 

I dutifully rolled up my padded sleeve and held my bare forearm up, displaying the tattoos Khim had 

needled onto my flesh. The Sives' real tattoos used special ink which could never be removed – at 

least, not without having the entire area of skin carved off.  

 

Thankfully, the versions I'd received were merely incredible simulations, developed by Valkredian 

spymasters for infiltrations such as these. They identified me as a sworn member of the gangster 

brotherhood, listed the crimes I'd carried out in their service (extortion, hijacking, and murder), and 

showed which prison I'd previously served time in (the Karcerikus Maximum-Security Terraforming 

Facility). 

 

The Svanteian produced a handheld scanner, passing it over the tattoos to verify their authenticity. 

Then he nodded, pulling back a series of heavy locks and latches and opening the door for me. “Glad 

you could make it, pal. After the drubbing we got handed at Cexiea last week, we'll need all the loyal 

members we can put together.”  

 

The mere mention of Cexiea put all thoughts of the unpleasant trip and uncomfortable disguise out of 

my mind immediately. If this mission was a success, it would all have been well worth it.  

 

I stepped into the low-ceilinged igloo, where at least two dozen Sives were sitting around – sharpening 

blades, polishing blasters, and exchanging boasts and dirty jokes. I looked around the room, trying to 

appear casual as I sought out a Drekkir and a Xehrulian and made eye contact with them. We traded 

nods that were almost imperceptible.  

 

So far, so good. I was in position, and no one suspected my true identity. 

 

The heavy thunk-clunk of metal footsteps echoed off the bricks of ice, and Umel limped to the center 

of the room. In his current condition, he was a welcome sight indeed. During the skirmish on Cexiea, 

Surge and Thezis had, regrettably, been unable to prevent Umel from getting away – but they had 



managed to shoot the legs out from under him, forcing him to crawl the rest of the way to his shuttle, 

dragging his bloody stumps behind him while the other Sives covered his escape.  

 

Now he was walking on a pair of cobbled-together, ill-fitting cybernetic prosthetics that looked like 

they were causing him extreme agony with each step.  

 

Excellent. 

 

He may not have known it yet, but his days of pain were only just beginning.  

 

“All right, guys, let's focus up,” Umel announced, smacking the side of his metal leg to get everyone's 

attention. “I'm sure if…”  

 

There was another knock at the door, and the Svanteian slid the hatch aside again, checking the 

newcomer's credentials before allowing him admittance. He was a hulking Kroteian, and he pushed 

past the guard, snatching a chair out from one of the other Sives and straddling it. For a moment, it 

looked like the Sive in question – a skinny Mana – was going to make an issue of it… but as soon as 

the Kroteian scowled at him, he backed down at once, sitting cross-legged on the floor.  

 

I gave the Kroteian an appreciative grin. He snorted, unimpressed, then fixed his attention on Umel. 

 

“Right, fine, good to have you with us,” Umel sighed fussily. “Hey, better late than never, right? 

Anyway, as I was saying: I'm sure if Bis'er were here, he'd thank you all for having the guts and loyalty 

to join us on this frozen fucking rock. But as you know, he's gonna be running this thing from a hidden 

location for a while. Can't risk the exposure, you understand.”  

 

“But we can, huh?” the Kroteian growled.  

 

Umel shrugged, putting on his best shit-eating grin. “You guys all signed up for this life. You all took 

your oaths. You know how this syndicate works. It's a pyramid: risk flows downhill, rulas flow up. You 

think I want to be standing here? After the shit that went down with Torqa? I got a price on my head 

that would choke a Macurian cave troll, and not even just from the Valkredians… the Mana want a 

piece of me, too. But we've got business to discuss, and it can't wait.”  

 

“What business?” a heavily-scarred human male piped up. “Most of our guys have been slaughtered! 

Our rackets have been shut down! Look around, for Christ's sake! Hell, look at yourself! We're the only 

ones left, and in case you ain't noticed, we ain't lookin' so hot these days!”  

 

Inwardly, I couldn't help but wonder about him – the galaxy was a harsh place for Earthlings, so if he 

was here among these cutthroats and acting as their equal instead of laboring as a slave somewhere, he 

must have been damn tough. 

 

“See, that's your problem right there, Kelso,” Umel shot back. “No one ever profited from fixating on 

doom and gloom. No, if we want to rebuild, now is the time for us to focus on opportunities, not 

setbacks. Sure, things look bleak in the short term. Sure, the Torqa alliance turned out to be a total 

fiasco. Sure, the two biggest empires in the universe are on the lookout for us. But Bis'er, see, he's got 

his eye on the big picture.” 

 

“Yeah?” the Xehrulian asked. “What's that, exactly?” 



 

“I'll get to it, if you morons will give me a chance,” Umel snapped testily. “What you're forgetting is, 

those mercenaries Torqa hired? They're still out there. They still have ships equipped with cloaking 

devices, powered by captured Lunians. Except now, they've got no one to organize them, right? No one 

to pay them. Well, Bis'er made contact with them. He's putting them to work for us. With a handful of 

cloaked ships and a horde of hired guns to boost our ranks, we'll make things better than they were 

before. We'll be feared, we'll be unstoppable, and better still… we'll be richer than ever!”  

 

I'd heard everything I needed to. I deactivated my disguise tech, revealing my true face and shouldering 

my blaster rifle. “All right, everyone, hands up! You're all under arrest!”  

 

There was a moment of silence… and then the Sives laughed uproariously. 

 

“What are you, Dhimurs, some kind of idiot?” Umel sneered, drawing a laser pistol from a hidden 

compartment in his mechanical thigh. “What are you gonna do? Take us in all by yourself?”  

 

“That's not exactly what I had in mind, no.”  

 

The faces of the Drekkir, Xehrulian, and Kroteian shimmered as their own disguise tech shut off – 

revealing Judy, Surge, and Respen. Judy and Surge leveled their weapons at the Sives, while Respen 

drew himself up to his full (and rather impressive) height, his eyes and hands glowing with cosmic 

energy. 

 

The circular door blew open and a dozen more undercover Valkredians and Mana flooded in, 

surrounding the Sives in seconds. 

 

“I'm betting I'm not looking quite so attractive to you now, huh, Umel?” Judy asked with a triumphant 

smirk. 

 

Seeing her standing there, hair wild, cheeks flushed, ferocious, determined, weapon at the ready… I 

had never felt so in love with her. I'd been correct in my belief that she would be more than just a mate 

– she would be a worthy warrior and comrade in arms. I couldn't wait to bring her back to Valkred and 

make love to her. Perhaps, I thought, we might even do a bit of sparring first, just to get our blood up. 

 

“I'm relieved to hear that you will be able to tell us the locations of the imprisoned Lunians,” Respen 

added. “I look forward to returning them to Yuluna as soon as possible.”  

 

“I ain't telling you a thing, Moon-Man!” Umel spat. “And don't bother trying to threaten me to make 

me talk. I know you don't believe in killing!”  

 

“That is true,” Respen agreed calmly. “It is my belief that all life is sacred. Just as it is also my belief 

that all life naturally includes a certain amount of pain. How much pain your life will include is entirely 

dependent upon your cooperation.”  

 

Respen concentrated – and the metal in Umel's prosthetic legs twisted and groaned, forming shards that 

dug deep into his flesh.  

 

He shrieked pitifully.  

 



The sound was music to my ears.  


