
Emperor of Two Moons

Angry Galaxy: Book 2

☼

Rod Little

This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictionally. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locations is entirely coincidental.

Emperor of Two Moons 

ebook edition

Paperback ISBN: 9798765530061

v1 01

Copyright © 2022 Rod Little. 

All rights reserved. Including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof, in any form. No part of this text may be reproduced in any form without the express written permission of the author. 

For other books by Rod Little: 

www.rodlittleauthor.com 

[image: image]

Table of Contents

Chapter 0.1

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Angry Galaxy Book 2

After escaping Cacherin, the Starship Praihawk sails through an unknown galaxy in search of supplies and—more importantly—a way home. On their first planetary landing, they invite unexpected trouble by interacting with the local creatures. Because of his ability to calm the snakes on the alien planet, Bohai is mistaken for a legendary figure in the planet’s history. That figure is revered on this planet, so Bohai feeds into this deception to get supplies for his crew. He and Sam soon realize their ruse was a mistake. While some revere this figure, other worlds want to use him for their own ends, and many wish him dead. It seems the ancient warrior has more enemies than friends. And it’s too late to convince the world they are not who they claim to be.

Thus, the hunt for Bohai and his crew begins.

More than any, a Kassani General named Xhosa wants revenge on the warrior Bohai is pretending to be. Swarms of ships set out to hunt down the Praihawk from all directions and catch a resurrected leader who doesn’t actually exist. Truth and fiction matter little for those who wish Bohai dead. They will stop at nothing to get their revenge, with Sam, Kiran and Teak caught in the crossfire. And the crew’s only potential ally is a robot programmed not to get involved.

The sequel to Hidden Planet and the next thrilling installment in the Angry Galaxy
~ Prologue ~

Synopsis of Hidden Planet

Where we’ve been, where we’re going.

They crashed on a planet of dark secrets and immense power

In Book 1, Hidden Planet, a crew of three, Sam, Bohai and Teak cruised into deep space on the Starship Praihawk to explore undiscovered worlds and find new resources for Earth. When they were snared by a planet that shifts through time and space, a failed escape plunged them into intergalactic war. Trapped between a xenophobic world hell-bent on preventing anyone from leaving, and a fleet of enemy ships pulled from the past, the Praihawk's crew had to outwit both sides to escape. 

* Sam's DNA gives him the sparking ability of Neptune. He can create heat and lightning at will;

* Bohai can communicate with certain creatures;

* Teak is a large spider with deadly venom. 

Captured and held prisoner in a sleek modern city, they made friends with Anya, the daughter of the Minister of Education. She helped them escape into the wastelands, where they made friends with a reptilian alien, a Shakari named Kiran. They regained access to their ship and flew into space, unaware that the planet had already shifted to a new world and a new time. They were plunged into the middle of the Sayan wars.

Retreating back to the planet, they were followed by Captain Tenken of the Sayan fleet, leading two Sayan ships. With the help of Anya and her people, they were able to damage both enemy ships and save the planet from war. They were able to prevent the Sayans from leaving and perform their own escape once more.

However, the planet has shifted again. It is gone. Now the Praihawk and its crew are trapped in a new world, years from Earth. They enter this new galaxy with a long journey ahead and many eyes on them. 

Continued now in Angry Galaxy Book 2: 
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Foreword

It took me a long time to finally get this book out. I detoured a bit, strayed into horror and penned The Whisper Killer, a book which brought me a lot of positive attention — for which I am grateful. So, if you’re more a fan of the sci-fi side of my work than the horror, don’t worry. Both sides will continue, and the horror end does keep me off the streets. I’ll continue working on Angry Galaxy alongside any new horror projects. At least three more intergalactic installments are planned. Both worlds can exist within my small brain and inside my keyboard. They occasionally fight and hurt my head, but they always come out as friends.

With any luck, books 3, 4 and 5 of the Angry Galaxy series will come sooner than expected. And with more luck, one or two of you will enjoy them. Fingers crossed. I’ve grown fond of Teak in particular, and he gets restless if left out of the loop. I won’t make him wait long for his next ride in space. Who knows, someday we may even see old friends from the Nebula again.

Keep the spark!

— Rod Little 

PART I

––––––––

“No one knows what unrevealed horrors space holds, and the world will never rest entirely easy...”

– The Attack from Space, Captain S.P. Meeks
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​Chapter 0.01
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The elevator tube opened with a sharp thwick. An android crew member entered the bridge with an update for the number one, the control leader of the cybernetic ship.

“We have located the missing humans.” He spoke in a language of beeps and tones.

The leader, also a robotic unit, swiveled ten degrees. “Have you discovered how they initially evaded our sensors?” 

“We have not.” 

“But they are found. Where are they now?”

“We have located them in the auxiliary control chamber on deck two. The humans are attempting to gain access to the command parameters of the ship. They have breached our first level of security by means we do not yet comprehend.”

“Interesting. They are clever and resourceful.”

“They have dropped off sensors again. Curious.”

Seven bridge crew, all cybernetic bipedal androids with little resemblance to real people, lifted their heads from their workstations. The data collection process never stopped, never paused, but the units were now multi-tasking to confront the human problem. They had not expected this sabotage attempt. The humans were a constant source of fascination and, in some ways, consternation.

“Where are they now?” the number one asked.

“Unknown. Their last location was the auxiliary control room. They have disabled unit MAVTE 192554. They are a more violent species than we had originally logged. We must update our records for future reference.”

Another unit spoke up. “We have modulated sensors to detect them again.”

The robot pulled up schematics on a control panel and confirmed the two human life signatures. They were still in the auxiliary control chamber, working to gain access to bridge controls.

“They are attempting to override the xenodrive,” number three said. “Their methods are remarkable. Doomed to failure, but remarkable.”

“Certainly,” said number two. “They have no chance of success, and yet they make the attempt. Is that a failing?”

“It bears scrutiny at a later date,” said number three.

Number one did not shout orders or directions. The protocol was already written in their programming. They each knew their role and how to perform it. Number two remained on the bridge to command. Number one stepped into the elevator with number three and the reporting robot. The elevator closed and descended.

Exiting the tube three levels down, their metal feet clanked down the hall to the engine room and auxiliary control. On the way, they were joined by a security unit, a robust android uniquely suited to handle the situation.

Inside the auxiliary control chamber, the two humans had removed a wall panel and were now rigging wires within it. To what end, the robots could not guess. On the floor lay a fallen cybernetic crew member. It had been short-circuited and lost use of its legs and arms but was not entirely disabled. Its two bright LED eyes stared up at the ceiling. One flickered.

“Stop,” number one said in the human’s language. “You are causing damage that must be repaired.”

One of the two humans whirled around and held up his hands in surrender. The other produced a makeshift weapon he had fashioned from tools found on the ship. He fired it at the robots. Number three was thrown against the wall. It fell to the ground unharmed, but immediately initiated a repair subroutine.

The security unit marched to the human and knocked the weapon from his hand. In a single gesture, it grabbed the human’s neck with a powerful metal hand and thrust the man against the bulkhead, then released him. The man’s skull split. Blood trickled down the wall as his body slumped to the floor.

“I surrender,” the other human said. “I give up. It was all his idea. I swear.”

“You swear?” number one asked. It was a curious phrase. He added it to his data banks on the human’s language. “A curse or an oath?”

“I don’t want any trouble, guys,” the human said. “I was only following that guy.”

More units arrived and took the human prisoner, holding him by each arm. He did not put up a fight. Had he done so, it would have made no difference. The robots were stronger. They were unbeatable.

“Take him to a containment chamber,” number one instructed. 

“I’m going, I’m going,” the human said. “Don’t need to push me. I’m all about peace. You know, all peace, love and harmony.”

Before they escorted him out through the door, he asked about the other human.

“Shouldn’t you get medical help for him?”

They paused. The security unit scanned the fallen human with a finger. He relayed a message in beeps.

“No need,” said number one. “This human has ceased to function.”

“Can’t you help him?”

“We cannot,” said the robot. “In human terms, he is dead.”
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“We’re frakked,” Sam said. He fidgeted with a tool while watching the sensors. Nervous energy caused his index finger to spark. “We’re lost.”

“We’re not lost,” Bohai replied absently. His eyes darted from screen to screen. “We’re headed somewhere.” But he had no idea where.

Lightning cracked across a cosmic cloud, briefly turning it from purple to maroon. These reaches of deep space had no stars, no planets or moons. At least none that could be seen on their viewscreens. It was a void filled with remarkable phenomena the crew had never thought possible, such as the space lightning they had been observing all day. It flashed again and split the darkness like a red dagger, ominous and suited to their mood. Things had turned bad. The starship Praihawk was in fact lost.

Coordinates stopped making sense some time ago, occasionally even showing that Earth was merely hours away. Now only one set of coordinates appeared: 0, 0, 0 in the year 0. An impossible time and location. Kiran suggested a magnetic or electronic field might be interfering with their equipment. If that were true, it hinted at deeper problems.

“These jamming fields cannot be generated naturally, not in space,” he pointed out. “The interference is surely intentional.”

That struck a sour note with the others. To be lost was bad; to be hacked or manipulated was worse. It meant someone was tracking them, watching them, but had not engaged. Not a friendly gesture.

“So, someone is intentionally messing with us?” Sam asked. His tall, slim figure seemed always to be bent forward while looking at the screens, even though the ship’s ceiling gave him a foot clearance. An old habit from his high school days—by seventeen he had already reached six feet. He brushed his hair out of his eyes. “I don’t see any ships on sensors. No starbase, nothing. Who could be jamming us? I don’t see anything out there.”

Bohai scrunched his brow. “Think, Sam. If they can screw up our navigation system, I’m pretty sure they can screw with our sensors, too, man. We need to get a real look at our front yard. We gotta open a window.”

Kiran grunted agreement.

Bohai pressed two console buttons. The front window shield slid aside to reveal a true view of space, not just an image on a screen. The clouds and lightning looked brighter, more savage. The crew saw very little else of interest. That was not surprising, given they had no magnification on the windows. Multi-colored particle clouds parted as the ship cut through them. Strikingly beautiful, but a hindrance to visibility. Nothing else figured outside the ship—at least not to the naked eye. A few wisps of a maroon cloud floated over the ten-foot-wide window and enveloped it, briefly blocking their entire view. A minute later, it was gone.

Alone in the middle of a strange world, the four young shipmates felt like survivors on a raft in the middle of the ocean. No matter how fast they paddled, they never seemed to get any closer to shore. And now a fog bank to obscure the spiny creatures that might be circling their lonely craft. Distance to any safe planet seemed overwhelming and forever out of reach. Adding to their misery, food would soon be scarce. They had only two months of rations left on board for the humans and Kiran. Teak, the spider, could go months without food, but eventually even he would starve. And his food had to be caught alive. Rats or small animals. That could prove to be a challenge. They hid their worries, but their spirits were low.

Prior to the scanners failing, they had pinpointed a planet that looked like it might be a good prospect for supplies. Sensors indicated it supported plant life, so there was bound to be something they could eat—assuming plants in this galaxy were edible. Surely not all were poisonous. That planet was their target. They planned to attempt a surface landing. However, loss of sensors and navigation left them wondering if it still lay ahead on their path. It was one of many uncertainties frustrating this mission.

“I’m going to stay on this same heading,” Bohai said. “Regardless of what happens, we need to reach that planet for food.”

“We think it has food,” Sam corrected him.

“Food or not, it was on our way toward Earth—before the sensors crashed—and it’s our best shot at fresh supplies. So, that’s where we’re headed. I’m sure. I think.”

“I have no objection,” said Kiran. The large Shakari man, reptilian with an outer shell of blue armor, slid to the floor and pulled the cover plate off the control panel under the console. “But we need to work on getting sensors back. Diagnostics show they are working. I still think it is purposeful interference from somewhere outside.”

Bohai watched him fiddle with wires under the panel, then made a critical decision. “I’m going to increase speed. Maybe we can get away from whatever is jamming our sensors. I bet it’s only those damn clouds out there.”

Sam had been flipping through a tablet filled with manuals on the sensor array, but he couldn’t find anything to help. He gave up and tossed it back into the tool cabinet. “Yeah, the clouds. Very pretty, but a little annoying.”

“Huh.” Bohai tapped his monitor.

“What?”

“I could swear I saw a light flicker. It’s gone now.”

“You’re imagining it. Space madness. I knew you’d be the first to go.”

“No, look! There it is again.”

“What do you think it is?” Sam asked.

“I’m not sure.”

“I don’t see it.”

“It was there.” Bohai adjusted his screen and zoomed in on a section of space. He scanned to the right. “Someone’s out there.”

“You sure?” Sam peered over Bohai’s shoulder. “I still don’t see anything.” He hoped it was nothing. In his experience, friendly aliens were rare, especially ones who jammed their sensors.

“I know I saw it,” Bohai insisted. “I’m not crazy. Something’s....”

He zoomed out again and took in a wide view. He and Sam watched and waited for another flicker while Kiran finished repairs under the main panel. Sam could feel his heart beat in his chest and neck, even in his ears. That and the thrum of the ship were all he heard. Anticipation forced him forward again, too close to Bohai’s shoulder. Bohai pushed him back an inch. They both squinted to see through the clouds.

Seconds later, a blip flashed on the screen, and an alarm issued a high-pitched wail. Sam jumped. It was a proximity warning, which triggered more alarms on the bridge. Something was suddenly in range.

Kiran pulled himself up from the floor while Bohai tapped buttons in response to the alarms. The irritating sounds stopped. The sensors flared and showed a red dot skating across the screen in a direct path toward them. It was big, whatever it was, and it was closing the gap between it and their ship at an alarming rate. Soon it would overtake them.

“Sensors are back up,” Bohai said. “And they’re telling us we’ve got company. If those clouds don’t break, we might not get to see whatever it is before it’s too late. I’m hitting an evasive maneuvers sequence, just to be safe.”

“What does that mean?” Sam asked.

“I’m turning right.”

“Can’t you just say turning right?”

They veered off course, but sensors showed the object tracking them had turned to block their path. Bohai veered again, but the ship changed course each time. “That’s no asteroid, guys. Rocks can’t change course. It’s another ship.”

Kiran agreed. “It keeps pace with us.”

“Hmm. Someone new. They’re big as hell. And they obviously want to meet us.”

“Why do you say that?”

“It’s heading straight for us. Good or bad, whoever is in it wants to meet us.”

Or eat us?

“So, let them meet us,” Kiran said.

Sam blinked. “Are you crazy? We don’t want to meet them or anyone else in this damn place.”

“Kiran is right,” said Bohai. “If we can’t avoid them, we might as well prepare to meet them, whoever they are. And pray they’re friendly.”

“Ain’t nobody friendly in this galaxy,” Sam muttered. He grabbed two blaster pistols from the cabinet and tossed one to Bohai, who caught it deftly in one hand. “Kiran?”

“I am fine. I have my blade.”

“Suit yourself.” Sam clipped his pistol onto his belt, then sat down at his station and fiddled with its catch to get it right where he needed it.

The red dot slowed its approach.

As the clouds thinned out, the new ship crawled into view. It was a behemoth, ten times the size of the Praihawk. An oval with seven antennae along the top, like a ridge of spikes, it more closely resembled a giant glossy paperweight than a ship. Blinking lights chased around the outside, making the rounds twice per minute.

“Looks like a Christmas tree ornament,” Sam mused. “Does it even have weapons?”

“The sensors say no. None,” Bohai said. That was a relief. “But the sensors could be wrong. Or the weapons might not be recognizable by our system.”

“It’s big,” Kiran said. He liked to state the obvious.

But his point was well made. Whether or not it had weapons, it had size on its side. With size probably came speed and greater shield capacity. It could outrun them and crush them. No need for lasers. That was everyone’s thought, as its mass filled the entire viewscreen. It looked as though it might soon envelop them.

“Hail them?” Sam asked.

Bohai shrugged. He opened a channel. “This is the Earthian Starship Praihawk 4-221. We are on a peaceful mission.” No reply. “We are only looking for friends and food supplies. Please... state your intention.”

“Nice,” said Sam, grinning. “That sounded very official.”

“Thank you.”

The ship drew closer.

“We are peaceful,” Bohai added again. “Peace. We don’t want any trouble.”

The communications panel beeped, then a video image materialized on the center screen. Fuzzy at first, in seconds it tuned in crystal clear. The face was that of an android, more robotic than human. Its LED eyes blinked as it replied to them in English. 

“This is the Betamind 64892 01-01. Our mission of data collection is also a peaceful one. Please lower your shields and prepare to be brought aboard.”

“Did he say it’s the Betamax? Did Beta win the VHS wars in this galaxy?”

“Shh. Be quiet.” Bohai punched Sam in the arm. “They want us to go on board. Should we? Is that smart?”

“I think we do not have a choice,” Kiran said. He pointed to the left screen that showed the great ship descending on them while opening two doors to a cavernous bay. “They have attached a strong tractor beam. We cannot break free from it.”

“Damn,” Sam said, rubbing his arm. “They’re sucking us in.”

“Look on the bright side. Maybe they have food.”

Bohai shut down the Praihawk’s engines. If this was inevitable, they might as well save power. The ship fell quiet, save for the sound of hangar doors closing around them. The straining of metal gears could be heard on the outer side of the hull. It was a troubling sound. He shut down all internal systems and locked them.

The three humanoid crew jogged toward the back of the ship. The spider, Teak, stayed on the bridge. There was no need to frighten their new friends—or enemies—and he could serve as their back-up, should things go wrong. And things usually went wrong.

At the rear hatch, Bohai grabbed a pulse rifle from the armory cabinet and slung it over his shoulder. Though pistols were strapped to their belts, none of them held any weapons in their hands. They didn’t want to appear aggressive at their first meeting with these new aliens. The strangers looked robotic, so they might adhere to a sense of logic. There was no logic to shooting an unarmed man. The rifle was there, strapped to Bohai’s back, in case things went sour. For now, they all held their hands open and free—a clear sign of peace. Or so they hoped. Hand signals might be recognized in different ways in this galaxy.

They could still hear their ship being swallowed by the larger vessel, and then a jolt shook the hull. The scraping of metal against metal told them something had secured the ship and was locking it into place. After the clicking of clamps on the hull, all became quiet.

A minute passed. They could hear their own nervous breathing.

Bohai looked at his friends. “Here we go, gents. Let’s hope they don’t shoot us on sight.” He tapped the button that opened the hatch.

The three of them stepped out onto a dimly lit loading bay. Five other ships of various sizes, all smaller than the Praihawk, were parked alongside, each one locked in place by clamps. A one-man craft the size of a car had been hoisted on struts and was being taken apart by a robotic figure resembling the android seen earlier on the viewscreen. The android did not stop working or acknowledge them. It fired up a burner and began to separate two connected parts of an engine.

At the side of the bay, a door swished to one side. A second android emerged and stepped over broken pieces of a disassembled engine to reach them. 

“I am pleased to greet you.” 

Its voice sounded pleasant but synthetic; its motions were not fluid. Though it appeared as a biped with a human male voice, it was clearly a machine. Shiny white armor covered its body, but wires and springs could be seen in between its plated parts and at its joints. Its head and eyes moved mechanically, not as smoothly or human-like as the Bem unit they knew back at Starbase 21. However, unlike Bem, this one had feet and could walk instead of rolling on wheels.

“Welcome to the Data Collection vessel Betamind 64892 01-01,” it said.

“Thanks. Uh... yeah, thanks. I’m Sam, and this is Bohai and Kiran.” 

Sam extended his hand, but the android did not shake it. Instead, it bent closer to inspect it. It took the hand in its own and examined both sides, prodding the palm’s pressure points.

“A very nice appendage,” the android said. “I am pleased you have allowed me to examine it. My designation is MAXTA 744859.”

“Are you in charge here?” Sam asked.

“In charge? I control the parameters of the vessel and its mission.”

“Hey, you speak English! And fluently.”

“I am speaking Sayan, as are you, although your dialect is quite unusual.”

“We call it English.”

“Odd. I will add that information to our data banks. In this galaxy, most humans speak Sayan.”

“I guess that helps us.” Sam looked at his comrades, but they were carefully silent, studying the android. “What does MAXTA stand for?”

“It is the moniker of my production series.”

“We’ll just call you Max. It makes it easier.”

“Easier than what?”

“It’s shorter. Can we call you Max?”

“If you wish. Please follow me. The hangar bay is not well suited for conversation. You possess a great deal of data that I must collect from you.”

“Data?” Sam asked, but he got no reply.

The android swiveled to the reverse direction and picked his way back through the machinery to the main ship hatch. They followed him into a white corridor with bright lights that glared off white walls. It extended two hundred meters, with corridor after corridor bifurcating on either side. As they walked, two other robots passed them without acknowledging their presence. Sam and Bohai exchanged nervous looks, and Sam shrugged.

A right turn led them into an elevator tube that whooshed them upward to another level. The tube opened onto a larger room with a massive window and a spectacular view of the stars. Several workstations lined the walls, their lights blinking various colors. Four other androids were working their controls feverishly. One snatched up a tablet and marched past them. As in the hall, the robots continued their tasks without reacting to the presence of their new guests.

“Are all of you...” Bohai didn’t know how to put it. “Are all of you androids? Or non-organic... machines? Robots? I don’t know the politically correct term.”

Sam laughed. “Dude, I don’t think robots are sensitive. You won’t hurt his feelings. Max, are all you guys robots?”

“We are indeed,” said Max. “We are programmed cybernetic organisms. The ship comprises forty-seven cybernetic units. The mission parameters are limited to collecting data. We will need to add your input to our data banks.”

“Our input?”

“We will collect data from your ship, of course, but I am also interested in interviewing each of you individually. Your personal experiences will be of great value to our data collection efforts.”

Bohai doubted anyone could access the Praihawk’s data core, but he would check later to be sure. “There is another crew member on our ship, an animal. A spider. Please do not hurt him.”

“We would not do harm to any living organism.”

“Even if we attacked you?” Sam asked.

“What the—” Bohai didn’t think that was a wise suggestion. “We’d never attack you. But others might. We’re peacemakers.”

“We are capable of defending ourselves,” Max said. His diode eyes blinked. “We are also capable of restraining those who would do us harm. If you choose that course, we will restrain you in locked chambers until our data is collected.” It was not a threat; his voice merely echoed a fact.

“We won’t cause you any trouble,” Sam promised. “We’re on a peaceful mission of our own, and maybe you could help us.”

“Intriguing. Please explain.”

“Our main goal is to get back home to our planet. But first we need food. Human food. Do you have any on board?”

“We do not require the same source of energy as humans or other organic organisms. There is no nutritional substance on this ship that a human could consume.”

“Okay, then our first objective is finding a planet that has food. We were headed for one when you intercepted us. Can you help us get there?”

“Please indicate the planet, and we will assist you in analyzing it and reaching it, after we have collected your data.”

“I guess that’s a fair trade.” Sam eyed a nearby robot’s fingers typing inhumanly fast on a control panel. “How long will your data collection take?”

“We require a short time to interface with your ship. The interviews with you and your crew will each only take an estimated twelve time units.”

“What’s a time unit?”

“You have been on this ship for three time units. Each interview will take longer than that by a factor of four or five, depending on your answers.”

“Oh. A time unit is about a minute,” Bohai said. “Not exactly, but close. We’ve been on the ship about five minutes.”

“Interesting. A minute is one point six five time units? Is this a constant measurement in your galaxy?”

“Well, on Earth at least. Sixty minutes is an hour.” 

Max paused. His eyes blinked. “I have added that information to a subheading on your planet and species. I will attempt to extrapolate time units into minutes for your benefit.”

“Thanks. I guess.”

“Tell me, what planet are you now seeking to reach?”

“We don’t know its name.” Bohai explained it was—according to their limited knowledge—the closest planet with a chance at growing food. “If you know of a better planet that has real food, human food, then that would be okay, too.”

Kiran had been examining one of the workstations and now tapped a button to activate its screen. Max and the other droids didn’t seem concerned. They allowed him to continue.

Max informed them that Verostana was the closest human-dominated planet and that it hosted over a million humans. Therefore, it should have food. “I am not aware of the specifics, but it stands to reason that they will have nourishment you are able to consume.”

“That’s okay with us,” Sam said. “If Vera... Vera stana can spare some and if they’ll share with us. Any idea if they’re friendly? Will they help us? Give us enough food to reach our next destination?”

“It is not my understanding that any human shares or is friendly
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