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CHAPTER 1
 
JIRAN
 
 
Jiran’s mouth twisted in distaste as he stepped out onto the landing strip. Krakia was a barbaric planet that seemed to house the worst of all species. If it had been up to him, he never would have set foot here.
“Welcome to Krakia, sir,” a large, red-skinned Krakian landing strip official greeted him with an appraising look.
Jiran’s tail swished anxiously. For a while, he wondered if he should have arrived in disguise, but he wasn’t sure he would’ve been allowed on the planet then. Money and power were everything on Krakia.
He showed the official his ID, denoting him as a member of nobility on his home planet of Zarata. As himself, Jiran had the money to fit in on this planet. He could put any number of bets on the gladiator fights or buy any of the prized slaves if he wanted to.
He was only interested in one, but the official didn’t need to know that.
The male scanned Jiran’s ID with his tablet and nodded.
“Which way to the gladiator pits?” Jiran asked.
“That way, sir.” The man pointed to a bustling street filled with aliens of all races. “There are some hotels right by the arenas.”
“Thank you.”
Jiran started walking down the street, making his way through the throngs of people. He didn’t intend to stay at a hotel. In fact, he didn’t intend to stay long on this planet at all.
He had one goal, and one goal only: finding his sister.
Deseer had been traveling to a famous bazaar planet, disguised as a commoner to have more freedom, when they’d suddenly lost all contact with her. The intergalactic investigators believed she had been captured by a trafficking ring, but they hadn’t made much progress in retrieving her. It was all bureaucracy and time-taking.
Jiran had done some investigating of his own, and he had found that around the time his sister had disappeared, Krakian soldiers had been scouting for prizes for their yearly Winter Festival—a gladiator fight with slaves as prizes.
Jiran despised the whole practice of slavery, but unfortunately, in some parts of the universe, it was the way of the world. He expected Deseer to be given as a gift to one of the winning gladiators, as was the custom here, and the thought left a foul taste in his mouth.
He was going to free his sister if it was the last thing he did.
First things first, he had to ensure that she truly was here.
Fortunately, he was far from the only one wanting to get a look at the female slaves. A crowd had already formed around the cages where the slaves were held near the gladiator pit. It took him some time to get close enough to see.
When Jiran finally got a clear view, he scanned the cages. His eye caught on a pale female with long, flowing black hair and dark eyes. A human.
She was pretty, her skin sparkling with crystal dust. She wore bright, revealing clothes with sparkling jewelry hanging from her ankles, wrists, neck, and ears.
Her eyes were shied away from the crowd. Although the people watching the slaves were loud and boisterous, she paid them no mind. She sat placidly in her cage, unlike some of the others who were actively trying to escape from their chains.
Of course, there was no escape.
Unlike some of the other slaves, her cage was luxurious, with silk drapes, cushions, and a long couch for her to lie on. The label on the front of her cage was marked as ‘pure’. Jiran knew that ‘pure’ slaves were ones who had never had any contact with men, and were highly prized both by potential buyers and gladiators.
Jiran tore his eyes away from her. He wasn’t here to rescue unknown slaves, no matter how appealing they were. As he continued scanning the lineup, he finally found who he was seeking.
Deseer.
His sister looked a little worse for the wear, her purple skin marred with some minor bruises and scrapes, but she didn’t appear to be seriously harmed. That would all change once she was sold or given away, but Jiran was going to get to her before that happened.
She sat in the middle of her cage with an annoyed expression on her face, her tail twitching as she stared into the crowd. Jiran ground his teeth at the sight. Her cage was simple and dirty, and it took all of his self-control not to get out his gun and try to fight her out right now.
He edged closer, wanting her to see him. He might not be able to get her out right now, but he wasn’t going to let her live another minute in fear. Finally, her eyes found his. Deseer’s eyes widened, relief breaking across her face.
Jiran nodded to her, trying to put a lot of unspoken words into the gesture. He would get her out of this.
Deseer nodded back, a small smile coming to her face. She moved back in her cage, sitting down with her back against the bars. She only had to wait for Jiran to save her.
The question only remained… How was he going to save her?
Jiran was no fighter, and he knew he had no chance of winning a fight, so entering as a gladiator was not an option. He was good with a gun, but guns weren’t allowed in the fighting pits.
He scanned the crowd.  Some of the gladiators set to fight later today were also admiring the slaves, most particularly the human one. Jiran paused to listen to their conversation.
It seemed that the human female was to be the main prize for this season’s event. But Jiran had been right: the other winning gladiators could have their pick from the other slaves—including Deseer.
A couple of the gladiators glanced around before slipping into a deserted alley. Jiran followed behind them at a distance, his tail twitching anxiously as he snuck into the alley. He edged up against the opposite wall, listening carefully to their conversation.
“You really want this one, don't you, Braol?” a voice said, taunting. “It'll cost you.”
“It’s not wise to mess with me, Ogrel,” Braol growled. “There are other ways for me to win, and you know that. Name your price.”
The other gladiator seemed to hesitate. Jiran got the impression that Braol was quite willing to cheat to win, and that such cheating would not end well for his opponents.
 “A thousand credits,” Ogrel finally uttered.
“Done. The human female is mine. Lose the fight.”
The conversation ended and the gladiators left. Jiran wandered back to the main street, his mind buzzing with thoughts.
He couldn’t win in the gladiator pit, but bribery was something he could do. It wouldn’t work to bribe the gladiators in a fight, as he wasn’t a good enough fighter to make the show believable. But if the corruption here was widespread, there were other options.
Maybe he could buy a gladiator to win Deseer for him? He had the money to pay a dozen times over the most optimistic estimates of what Deseer might fetch on the market. But buying a gladiator was risky in case they lost.
Maybe… he could bribe whoever was guarding the slaves? And if that didn’t work, he could always take matters into his own hands and pull out his gun. Jiran wasn’t a violent man, and he didn’t want to shoot any of the guards, but he would do anything to save his sister.
Walking in circles, Jiran’s tail swished as he eyed the slaves from a distance. Between glimpses at Deseer, his eyes were constantly drawn to the pale-skinned human female. He couldn’t understand why. He had no reason to care about a human slave any more than any of the other enslaved women. He was here for Deseer, nothing more.
The announcer let the crowd know that the slaves would be moved back to the palace—to protect their delicate minds from the fighting in the pit.
Jiran knew it was his time to act. He pushed the human female from his thoughts.
He needed to focus on his mission and get himself and Deseer out of here.
 



CHAPTER 2
 
SARAI
 
 
Sarai was trembling with excitement. Her time had finally come. She’d been brought up her whole life just for this moment. She had remained pure, untouched by any male, and now, she was a prize beyond imagination. Men everywhere would want her.
She peered past the bars of her palace discreetly, trying to get a glimpse at prospective owners. She saw Braol near the front of the crowd. Everyone said he was the best gladiator on Krakia, and she knew he had an interest in her. He would probably win her at the fights, and she would be added to his harem.
He moved closer, stepping right up to the line around her silk-draped palace. No men were allowed past that line; after all, she had to remain pure until her owner claimed her. Some of her excitement was replaced with nervousness as she looked at Braol.
He was big and dominating. His skin was a deep red and a pair of dark horns framed his face. His eyes were darker yet. Close up, she could see that his gaze was cold as he appraised her. He smiled at her, revealing a row of sharp teeth, but the expression held no true joy. He simply looked at her like she was a morsel on a particularly juicy plate food.
Stay calm, Sarai told herself, taking a deep breath to relax her mind and body.
She had no reason to be frightened of Braol. Not only was he
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