

    
        
          Old One's Wrath: An Agent of The Emperor Science Fiction Short Story

        

        
        
          Agents of The Emperor Science Fiction Stories, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Connor Whiteley

        

        
          Published by CGD Publishing, 2021.

        

    


OLD ONE’S WRATH

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is NOT legal, professional, medical, financial or any type of official advice.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2021 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

OLD ONE’S WRATH

https://www.subscribepage.com/wintersignup

About the author:

Other books by Connor Whiteley:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

OLD ONE’S WRATH

[image: ]


“Brace!” Katrina roared.

Fear gripped them both.

Immediately, herself and her friend; Locke; grabbed on hard to the seats of their shuttle.

As the shuttle entered the large ancient hangar of an even older spaceship, it spun, crashed and bumped along the hangar deck.

Dashing out, Katrina and Locke surged into the hangar as their shuttle was engulfed in burning cleansing flames.

Checking herself, Katrina checked her thick body armour to see that it was intact. Despite the odd bullet hole, laser burn and blade cut.

Relief filled her.

Raising her head, Katrina saw the hangar for the full majesty that it was. 

For the hangar was carved from solid black marble with beautiful golden veins pulsing through it.

Katrina as well as Locke were like ants compared to the hangar.

You could easily fit a few fleets of modern battleships in the size of this ancient human hangar.

Snapping her head around, she saw Locke’s long black hair that matched his dark skin as well as his chiselled symmetrical face.

He nodded at her.

Stepping forward, Katrina’s skin was covered in small speckles of ice and her breath created grand columns in front of her.

She rubbed her hands together.

“What’s wrong with the enviro-systems?” Locke asked in a brutish tone.

“I don’t know. Do I look like a Techmarine?”

“No, but you studied on Jupiter for a year,”

“One year is nothing. Techmarines go to Jupiter for over a century to learn about technology,” Katrina returned. 

Kneeling down, she touched the black marbled floor with its golden veins sparkling in the fire of their shuttle.

The crackling roar of the burning shuttle was surprisingly peaceful to Katrina.

She gave a slight smile at the memories evoked by the sound. As she remembered the burning cities and enemies she and Locke had burned over the decades.

Touching the floor, her fingers hummed with electrical energy and the floor looked smooth. Yet her fingers could feel immense lumps and bumps. Like sandpaper.

She breathed in deeply.

Smelling nothing except the artificial air generated by the spaceship with a slight musty smell.

“You’re right, Locke. The enviro-systems are broken or something. Smell the Must,”

He nodded. Admiring the vast void of space outside.

Katrina wondered over to him.

Staring out into the void, they both witnessed immense chunks of decimated ship as well as battleships floating around.

Beyond this ancient battlefield, the bright stars, millions of miles away, reminded the two mercenaries that they needed to escape and return to the Empire.

Katrina flicked freezing cold icy particles off her skin.

“We really screwed up this time didn’t we, Locke?”

He gave a brief chuckle.

“That’s putting it kindly. We assassinated a Planetary Governor! A Head of State!”

“Well yes, Locke. But we didn’t know that at the time,”

“Do you think the Empire cares about that fact? Do you think the Emperor back on Earth will forgive us? Hell, do you think the Empire will ever hire us again?”

Katrina sank a little.

Locke placed a hand on her shoulder.

“We’ll be fine. We managed to escape the Hunters before,”

“Ha, the Hunters. The All-Powerful Officers that have complete Authority in the Empire. It was fun escaping them and making it to the Emperor. But this time it’s different,”

Locke withdrew the hand and backed away.

“What did you do?”

Katrina looked at him.

“Do you know who hired us?”

“I presume the Criminal Gangs. The Governor, or who we knew as a High-Level Official, wasn’t perfect but he was harsh on the gangs,”

Katrina slowly nodded. Wishing for a drink about now.

The ice formed quicker around her skin.

The crackling fire behind them slowed.

“It was a gang, but we were hired by The Old One,”

Locke’s eyes widened. 

His breathing quickened.

“You did what! The Old One- seriously! He is the worse criminal in the galaxy. He will kill us. Wait, is that who chased us and bombed our shuttle?”

Katrina nodded.

“I’m sorry, Locke. Yes, he attacked us, and he is hunting us,”

Locke stormed off.

Katrina chased after him.

Her armoured boots against the marble echoed around the hangar.

“Locke, I’m sorry. We don’t have time to argue. He’s coming,”

Locke stopped dead in his tracks.

“How does he know?”

Katrina paused.

“It was no mistake the bomb went off when it did. The Old One knew we would have to make an emergency landing, and this ancient space fleet from the Ancient Human Imperium is the closest site,”

Locke laughed and shook his head.

“Oh, Katrina. We are screwed. We’re done for. We really have hired ourselves out for the last time,”

Katrina smiled a little.

“You knew this would happen?” Locke inquired.

“Now, now Locke. There was always a chance and I planned the routes. I researched these ships, but the enviro-systems are failing. We don’t have long before the systems fail, and the ship explodes.

“Oh,”

“But the Ancient Imperium made excellent communication networks that are probably still intact. If we can get a message out then maybe help can arrive,”

“What! Help. You want the Empire to help us,”

Suddenly, Katrina and Locke were thrown to the floor.

The entire ship shook.

In the void of space, the wreckage churned and swirled around.

Chunks of marble collapsed into the hangar.

The temperature dropped.

Katrina jumped up.

Fear gripped them.

A black portal closed in space. 

Allowing a small pod to exit Slidespace.

“Get up. It’s the Old One. He exited Slidespace. He must have jumped from a nearby system,”

Locke slowly got up.

His head pounded.

Instantly, they collapsed once more.

Katrina’s face landed hard against the floor.

She felt the lumps and bumps press against her face.

A deafening smash echoed through the entire ship, as the pod crashed into it.

Jumping up, Locke’s and Katrina’s mouths dropped, their eyes widened and they both tensed.

In front of them stood the Old One. Ready to slaughter them both.
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Staring into the cold hard black eyes of the Old One, Katrina felt sweat turn to ice on her face.

Fear’s grip upon her tightened.

The coldness of her icy skin turned even colder as the gravity of the situation sunk in.

For she as well as Locke were in the presence of a serial killer and one of the most notorious gang leaders in the galaxy.

Focusing on the Old One in detail, Katrina saw his long drawn out features that created a well-aged yet ugly face with tanned skin.

Then she looked down to see his thick, dense black spiky armour. With several guns and sharp blades attached to his waist belt.

His mere presence created an aura of pure fear.

Slowly, Katrina, as well as Locke, could feel their Will and determination being chipped away.

Although Katrina’s nose turned up at the horrific smell of freshly slaughtered animals. Then she noticed the dark red footprints the Old One left behind as he walked over to them.

Katrina and Locke rushed back.

They both reached for their pistols on the belts, but something stopped them.

A gentle hummed filled the air.

Along with a cold metallic taste forming on her tongue.

Memories and rage flashed over Katrina’s mind as she remembered a similar situation in a past mission.

Through sheer force of Will, Katrina whipped out her gun.

Immense physical pain flooded her body.

A small black device exploded on the Old One.

Locke was released from the mental prison.

He whipped out his gun.

Pride filled Katrina as she aimed her pistol at the Old One.

“Clever, you using a Micro-prison on us,”

The Old One was silent.

Instead, he rotated on his heels. 

“Why are you hunting us?” Locke demanded.

The Old One’s eyebrows rose, and his head cocked to the right.

Slowly, he opened his mouth to talk in a dirty yet well-spoken voice.

“Us? I must apologise little mortal. I have travelled all across the Human Empire, across millions of space stations and planets. Not to find you both but to find her,”

The Old One pointed at Katrina.

Katrina took a step back.

“Kat, why is he hunting you?” Locke demanded. “What aren’t you telling me?”

“Locke, the Old One is not just a criminal. He is...” Katrina began.

“You can say it,” The Old One suggested.

“He’s one of the most senior politicians in the Empire. He’s the Emperor’s Left Hand,”

The Old One beamed.

Locke’s face spun.

Becoming a blur of confusion, fear, and outrage.

Locke stared at the Old One.

“I must apologise once again,”

“Why? How?” 

Locke’s mind spun.

Katrina tightened her fingers around the trigger of her pistol.

“This Old One pretends to support the Emperor, but in reality, he seeks to destroy him and replace him to become a new Emperor,”

Locke’s face changed to utter horror.

As soon as his face had changed. It returned to its normal composed state.

Locke fixed his gun on the Old One’s eyes.

“I may not love the Emperor for forcing billions of my friends to leave our Homeworld and be slaughtered on some unpronounceable battlefield. But I am loyal to the Throne!”

Immediately, they both fire their guns.

Their bullets screamed through the air.

Until they merely floated there.

Suddenly, the Old One flicked out his hands.

Unleashing a storm of electrical energy.

Katrina and Locke flew back.

Slamming into the hangar wall behind them.

Pain flooded violently through them.

Their worlds spun.

Their bodies ached.

Their ears rang.

Their vision cleared. Allowing them to see the Old One storm over.

His hands crackling with energy.

They fired again.

The Old One zapped their bullets away.

“Run!” Katrina ordered.

Immediately, they both surged forwards.

Charging towards a large metal door to their right.

They heard the constant crackling of energy behind them.

Katrina felt the heat of the energy behind her.

“Keep running!” she ordered.

Still the zapping energy chased them.

Running through the corridor, Katrina felt the coldness decreasing a little.

Her armoured feet on the warm white floors echoed around them.

Her skin turned wet as the ice melted.

“The ship’s reactivating!” Locke reported.

A light exploded next to Katrina.

Sending glass shards into her face.

She didn’t stop.

She kept running.

Blood
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