

    
        
          Stargate Meets Battlestar Gallactica

        

        
        
          David Moore

        

        
          Published by David Moore, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      STARGATE MEETS BATTLESTAR GALLACTICA

    

    
      First edition. June 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 David Moore.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227461483

    

    
    
      Written by David Moore.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Chapter 1: The Signal

Chapter 2: The Jump

Chapter 3: First Contact with Destiny

Chapter 4: Old Ghosts, New Faces

Chapter 5: The Language Barrier

Chapter 6: Shared History

Chapter 7: Unknown Territory

Chapter 8: Power Struggles

Chapter 9: The Enemy Within

Chapter 10: Echoes from the Past

Chapter 11: The Spiral Awakens

Chapter 12: Memory Leaks

Chapter 13: Unity and Division

Chapter 14: The Spiral Key

Chapter 15: Kobol’s Twin

Chapter 16: Mutiny Protocol

Chapter 17: Red Sky Protocol

Chapter 18: The Twelve Symbols

Chapter 19: The Hybrid Speaks

Chapter 20: The Labyrinth System

Chapter 21: The Gate Engine

Chapter 22: The Origin Code

Chapter 23: Cylon Rebirth

Chapter 24: Loyalty Tested

Chapter 25: The Second Exodus

Chapter 26: The Betrayer

Chapter 27: Twin Suns, Twin Ends

Chapter 28: Gaeta’s Sacrifice

Chapter 29: The Grey Spiral

Chapter 30: Rewrite

Chapter 31: The Consensus War

Chapter 32: Kara’s Choice

Chapter 33: Unknown Stars

Chapter 34: The New Scrolls

Chapter 35: Reunion

Chapter 36: Spiral Sector Nine

Chapter 37: The Child of the Spiral

Chapter 38: The Spiral Sleeps

Chapter 39: Zak’s First Breath

Chapter 40: Starborn

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every fan who ever imagined their favorite universes colliding in the stars.And to those who believe that stories never truly end—they just find new gates.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "You are the authors now.The Spiral has spoken.Rewrite wisely."— Ancient Protocol, Project Pantheon

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1: The Signal
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The CIC was quiet—but not the comforting kind. It was the silence that came just before something broke. Admiral William Adama stood at the center console of the Battlestar Galactica, staring down at a screen that pulsed with a rhythmic, almost musical signal. It wasn’t Colonial. It wasn’t Cylon. And it wasn’t noise.

It was a message.

“What am I looking at, Lieutenant Gaeta?” Adama asked, voice low and taut.

Felix Gaeta didn’t turn around. His eyes flicked between two screens, one filled with spectral data, the other with a looping audio wave. “We picked it up just after our last jump. It’s been repeating every 4.2 minutes. Structured. Mathematical. Too clean to be natural.”

“And the source?”

“That’s the thing. It’s not coming from any known beacon or satellite. We’re triangulating, but it’s... strange. Like it’s moving.”

Adama raised an eyebrow. “Moving?”

“Yes, sir. Not in real space. It’s—” Gaeta hesitated. “It’s like it’s phasing through subspace layers. A ghost signal.”

Tigh grunted from the other side of the console. “You saying this thing’s jumping like an FTL pulse?”

Gaeta nodded grimly. “Or something far more advanced.”

Starbuck’s voice crackled over the comm from the port Viper bay. “Whatever it is, I’ve got a bad feeling about it. The pilots are hearing phantom chatter on shortwave. Like voices in static.”

Adama leaned back. His fingers drummed once against the edge of the console. Then he looked to Gaeta. “Can you clean it up?”

“I’ve been working on it. We ran it through every Colonial cipher—nothing. But then I tried a pattern-recognition algorithm from the Pegasus database—one they reverse-engineered from the Temple of Five.”

“And?”

“The symbols look... ancient. Maybe even pre-Colonial.”

The bridge dimmed suddenly. A subtle hum ran through the floor plates, like the ship had shivered in space. Hoshi called out from the comms station.

“Sir—new contact. Bearing 032 mark 9. No transponder. It’s... it's big.”

Adama moved quickly to the display. “Put it on screen.”

The tactical monitor flickered, then resolved into an image: blackness. No stars, no planets—just an unnatural absence, a pit in space.

Then the void pulsed—just once—and the signal flared through every speaker on Galactica in a unified, harmonic wave. Not just data. Not just noise.

A voice. Not human. Not Cylon. And yet...

It spoke a word no one understood—but everyone felt.

Rush.
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On the other side of a collapsing star system, the Destiny drifted. Its ancient hull groaned as it adjusted orientation, its long-dormant sensors awakened by the same signal.

In the control room, Dr. Nicholas Rush stood frozen. The ship had just adjusted course on its own, responding to a frequency Rush had never seen—one written in an Ancient sub-dialect he’d barely begun to decipher.

“What the bloody hell...” he murmured.

“Is that one of ours?” Colonel Everett Young asked, coming in behind him, eyes narrowing.

Rush shook his head slowly. “No. But it’s intelligent. And it’s looking for something.”

“Or someone,” Eli Wallace added, eyes wide.

The screen brightened. Coordinates unfurled like a riddle across the interface. Beyond it, in the black between galaxies, a flash of light twisted and shimmered.

Two ships.

Two destinies.

One signal.
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​Chapter 2: The Jump
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Alarms howled through the CIC like war drums. Red lights strobed, casting shadows across every tense face. A dozen DRADIS contacts had just blinked into existence—Cylon basestars surrounding Galactica in a tightening net. There was no warning, no time.

“Multiple FTL signatures confirmed!” Lieutenant Hoshi shouted. “Cylon fleet has us boxed in—four basestars, maybe more. Raiders deploying.”

Adama didn’t flinch. His jaw tightened. “Bring all batteries online. Launch Vipers. Prepare for emergency jump.”

Colonel Tigh leaned in. “That signal—what if it’s a trap?”

“We’re out of options,” Adama growled. “We jump. Use the coordinates from the signal.”

Gaeta hesitated at his terminal. “Sir, we don’t know where it leads. It could be the middle of a sun—or worse.”

“Can’t be worse than here,” Kara Thrace barked from her Viper cockpit, already screaming down the launch tube. “Unless you want me to land in a basestar’s hangar bay.”

Adama locked eyes with Tigh. “Prep the fleet. Execute the jump.”
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Onboard the Destiny, the ship trembled—an almost imperceptible shift that only those deeply in tune with her systems noticed.

“Something’s... approaching,” said Tamara Johansen, watching sensor data stream in. “A gravitational ripple. Not natural.”

Colonel Young stood over Rush’s shoulder. “Is it another Stargate activation?”

Rush shook his head. “No. Not Stargate. Different physics entirely. It’s... tunneling through spacetime.”

Suddenly, a sharp spike lit up Destiny’s main display—a localized energy bloom. A violent distortion shimmered in the blackness off the port bow. Space folded, then tore.

And out of it emerged a battered, beautiful beast—bristling with turrets, hull scarred by years of war, still shining with purpose.

The Battlestar Galactica.
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CIC – Galactica

Gaeta blinked rapidly as stars reassembled on the viewscreen. “Jump complete. FTL drives cooling.”

Tigh grunted. “Where the frak are we?”

Everyone stared.

The space around them was... wrong. The stars were unfamiliar—red-shifted, cold, distant. The nearest stellar cluster was barely registering. A kind of darkness hummed beyond the glass—a void that pressed against the ship like a hand.

“Wait,” Gaeta whispered. “We’re not alone.”

He keyed in a proximity scan.

Another ship hovered in the near distance.

Long, curved, alien. Ancient.

“It’s not Cylon,” Adama said slowly. “And it’s not Colonial.”

“Then who the hell built it?” Tigh asked.
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Control Room – Destiny

The viewscreen locked onto the approaching vessel. Rush stared, then stepped closer.

“It’s... human. But not Earth.”

“Looks like a flying museum,” Eli muttered.

“Still alive,” Young said. “No power readings like ours. Their tech is older. Less refined. But still operating.”

“Should we hail them?” Lt. Scott asked.

Rush narrowed his eyes. “Not yet. Let’s see if they notice us first.”

“They already have,” T.J. said.

The Galactica rotated slightly, angling broadside to Destiny. DRADIS locked on. The Colonial ship powered down its forward batteries.

A nonverbal signal. A gesture.

We are not your enemy.

Rush breathed out. “Fascinating.”
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Viper Bay – Galactica

Starbuck climbed out of her Viper, sweat clinging to her brow. She watched the massive alien ship drifting beyond the landing bay window.

“That thing gives me the frakking creeps,” she muttered.

Lee Adama stepped beside her. “And yet... it’s the first thing we’ve seen in months that didn’t try to kill us.”

She looked at him. “Not yet, anyway.”

Behind them, the signal repeated again—now louder, clearer. No static. No interference.

A voice.

This time in perfect Colonial Standard:

“You are not alone.”
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