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Chapter One

 


I was just a boy when the
war began. There was a field of grass and fragrant flowers near my
hovel of a home. It tickled my skin and sometimes a bug would crawl
on me. I like watching them, letting them go their way. I was on my
back watching the clouds in the sky. My sister was next to me. She
liked to name each cloud and watch them soar high above us. We both
had dreams and wild, vivid imaginations. Maybe one day we could go
up there, among the clouds. Our people had only recently sent
someone off planet, their mission to see if other life existed. I
watched the news every day, wondering what alien life forms would
look like. Would they have tentacles? Would they ride some slimy
space animal? One day, despite my poverty-stricken upbringing, I
was going to fulfill my dreams.

One day, I was going to
touch the clouds.

I noticed the object first,
a small dot of a thing slicing through the fluffy whiteness. “What
do ya suppose that is,” I asked my sister Nyka.

“Maybe it’s a big, slimy
alien,” she suggested excitedly.

Sometimes it was hard having
a younger sister. I rolled my eyes, watching as that object flew
from the darkness of space to our world. I was so excited to meet
an alien, I didn’t know the destruction it would bring or that this
would be my last conversation with my sister.

I woke from the dream sharply but kept
my breathing steady. Always did. I never knew who was watching and
I wanted to have the advantage. When I didn’t hear anything, I
opened my eyes. Dreaming of my sister always sent my nerves on
fire. Her memory made my soul ache. I glanced around, confused for
a moment. That’s right; I was in a spaceship. Free, the word felt
strange to say let alone think. I was finally free from slavery.
The new king, the man that was supposed to have owned me, let me
go. Malvern, the thief who would be king. I grinned into the dull
light. He wasn’t a bad guy in my book.

I stretched out any kinks in my neck
and shoulders before I sat up. The space was cramped, but it’s all
I had. I was heading toward a main space station looking for a way
to put credits in my pocket. I needed currency for my main goal:
find Nyka. I flinched, the memory still raw. My skin was pale and
cool to the touch thanks to my unusual DNA. I was Verglas, and I
could very well be the last of my species in the
universe.

That was a depressing thought. I left
the small chamber that served as a bedroom and fumbled to the
control room. There were two seats here with various computer
systems lit up or rumbling. I sat down with a plop and let out a
huge yawn that made my ears pop. “Bring up Universal News Column,”
I ordered. It was my lucky fucking break that this ship had a
decent operating system. I fought and fucked like a beast, but I
didn’t fly well.

The screen that showed we were flying
by a few populated planets blinked and up came my information.
Let’s see, there was a call for female twins. Well, that was
definitely off my list. I scrolled down. The next wanted someone to
undergo extreme body modifications. No, thank you. I had enough
with my unique traits from being Verglas. Not many men form icy
flakes on their skin when they’re horny and have their cum turn to
snowflakes.

Next came one from a familiar planet, I
smiled. It was an ad for a king searching for his estranged
brother. It was signed Malvern. The thief king that set me free was
looking for his brother, Ashthor. I kept exploring. Here we go. I
clicked on the column and a voice roared to life.

“Join the eightieth annual
Space Race for Heroes. That’s right, it’s time to fight in the
harsh elements of space for our entertainment. Anyone can enter!
Prizes are enormous thanks to our benefactors. Noah’s Space Parts
is offering a year’s worth of service on your ship! Delvina
Technologies and Research is offering ten thousand credits. Wow,
for that much cash I might join in! They’re also offering an
unusual set of items. A lifetime supply of condoms for any pesky
diseases from having intercourse with humans or sethlapods, and a
rare Verglas slave to start your new harem! There are some great
prizes this year so come on down and join the Space Race for Heroes.”

The slave’s face flashed on screen. In
that single moment, my entire world exploded. I gasped, my eyes
wide and my mouth hanging open. Nyka. My sister was in chains, her
blue eyes narrowed and her sky colored hair unmistakable. She had
bruises on her collarbone and on her jaw. Fucking bastards—it was
my sister they were offering up for a prize. I roared, the sound
animalistic, echoing through the small ship.

The same man on the screen
added quickly, “All proceeds for joining go
to the Delvina government and ten percent is donated to Stephanye’s
Homeless Heroes Foundation.”

I grabbed the flight controls. It
looked like I had a new destination and I was going to kill them
all.

****

Delvina was a thriving planet. I
touched down in the landing zone, this one designated for the race.
That’s after flying over hundreds of cities on the planet’s
surface. How the fuck was I going to find my sister in this chaos,
let alone break her out? I hit the latch for the door and waited as
it lifted, surveying my reflection in the steel wall. I hid my
wrists under a long sleeved black shirt; they were still raw from
the chains I had worn. Black pants and boots that were too snug. I
made sure my long blue hair was braided and over my shoulder. When
the sun shone in, I squinted and fisted my hands. Crowds bothered
me—the clanking of metal, and the sight of weapons. I had some
serious issues as I stepped out onto the landing zone. It would
take a while for me to adjust to my new life free of slavery.
However, I’d be willing to face anything to save my
sister.

A cool blast of air hit me. It must be
fall on this planet.

A man, if you could call him that,
approached. He had a bald head with white material that reached his
ankles like a giant blanket around his body. His eyes were large on
his face and his nose was, well, it was more like two slits on his
face. “Entering the race?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice
raspy. I didn’t talk much.

“Greetings, I am Gigi
Mark-na. It’s five hundred credits to enter.” He held out a large
black box with a blinking red bar.

That was almost all the money I had.
King Malvern had been as generous as he could. I nodded, placing my
hand over the scanner. It took my prints and used a small pin to
draw some blood. I frowned, grinding my teeth to stay
calm.

“Name and
origin?”

“Rykna. Space born.” I’d
rather not share my real home world. They used my name and prints
to enter me into the race. I could see him bring it up on a small,
holographic screen.

“Please sign here.” He
presented me the screen. “It waives your right to any financial
compensation in the race, which includes loss of limbs and death.
This is a race with many difficult obstacles that will risk the
life of you and your crew. However, the rewards are
great.”

I signed.

“Credits removed. Proceed
to the gray building. Good luck in the race,” he rattled
off.

I watched as he scurried to the next
ship in the landing zone. This was my best chance of saving my
sister, winning a fucking race. I couldn’t believe with all the
technology and wonders in the universe we still sold people like
objects. I shoved my hands into my front pockets, making sure my
weapon was still hidden in there and then started walking. How the
fuck was I going to win a space race? My ship was League, so it was
nice but also small with no weapons. Besides that, who would fly? I
could fight and fuck, but I wasn’t a pilot. I was lucky I could fly
the damn thing in a straight line.

The structure wasn’t far away. I moved
through the rest of the area with each landing zone filling up with
various ships. Rowdy sounds filtered out from the open door as
inhaled a stale smell. I was handed a flyer from another guy with
slits for a nose. They must be the majority species on
Delvina.

I glanced back, staring out at the
place my sister was held captive. Which city held her? The large
metropolis before me was packed with tall buildings reaching toward
a gloomy sky. There were domed tops, some pointed, mostly in
various hues of silver. A few buildings sported holographic
pictures that flickered as some big, white animal flew past it.
Must be something native because no one ran screaming. There were
tons of windows, but they were too far away for me to see anyone
inside. I spotted mountains and a few lakes, but no big forests to
support all these beings. I wondered briefly just how they produced
oxygen. Around me were plants that rose from a dark dirt. They had
no leaves but were all stems and thorns. A few colorful flowers
grew. The fragrance was so strong it made me sneeze. I
sniffled.

The door to the building slid open and
I tentatively stepped inside. Instantly my nose twitched, and I
closed my eyes as another sneeze welled up. My back hit something
solid and as I fought the sneeze, I faced a man as tall as me. I
nodded at him, forgetting momentarily that I could actually talk
now that I wasn’t a slave.

“Hey, handsome.” He
grinned, his smile vivid in the dull light of the room. The guy had
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