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      One man cradling one large laser rifle stood in the doorway of the luxury suite. Colette sprawled on the threadbare carpet. Her dad had shoved her behind him when he saw the guy at the door, and she had tripped over the retractable ottoman.

      Good job, Dad, she nearly said, because that was her default response when he did something stupid, but she didn’t say it, because her gaze remained on that rifle. And so did her dad’s.

      Dad had probably wanted her to run into one of the bedrooms, and that would’ve made sense if the guy at the door with the rifle hadn’t seen her, but he had, and then he had said something softly and beckoned at someone else.

      Mom was standing beside the door, actually threading her hands together. Colette felt both a growing fear and a growing irritation. Fear, because she had probably caused this. Day One, she had swiped one of those stupid tablets that the concierge on this level used to keep track of everything on the ship.

      The lower levels, without the suites, used holographic screens for the guests, or some lazy person could call up a holographic face to make suggestions.

      But here, real people were actually in the passengers’ business, as if the Blue Moon was still one of the most luxurious starliners in the solar system.

      It wasn’t luxurious. It had been luxurious, maybe, in the Good Old Days when her grandparents had been kids. Dad said the ship had a “mystique,” whatever that meant, but Colette had investigated the ship on her own and found the ad that had probably gotten Dad’s attention:

      Travel in luxury at one-thousandth the price!

      Apparently, if you didn’t care what kind of cargo the ship carried, then you could have a luxury suite on your trip from wherever to wherever. Theirs was from a starbase beyond Saturn to some place called Montreal because that was the last boarding school that could handle someone like her.

      All of this had been Mother’s idea, even though all of it had been Colette’s fault.

      Another man arrived at the door. He was small, barely taller than Colette, and she hadn’t reached her full growth yet. (Mother had said that she would when puberty hit, which could be Any Minute Now.) The man had glittering black eyes, a leathery face, and thin lips that quirked upward when he saw her.

      “A kid,” he said, as if he was surprised.

      Colette almost said, I’m not a kid! and then thought the better of it. Maybe she’d get a pass on stealing that tablet. Children couldn’t be responsible for their actions after all.

      “I didn’t realize there was a kid on board,” the man said, musing. “I didn’t think children were allowed on vessels like this.”

      Yeah, Colette had seen that regulation too, and she knew that her dad had gotten it waived. They needed to get to Earth Yesterday, or so Mother had said. It was never hard for Dad to get things waived.

      The family didn’t have money—yet, Mother said—but they had access to it, and they had some kind of influence that her dad would flash around whenever he needed it, as, apparently, they had needed it to get on this ship to get Colette to Montreal to the boarding school before the beginning of the semester.

      Which seemed stupid to her, because she had started other schools in the middle of the year, and had always, always outperformed everyone in her class. It never mattered whether she arrived with one month left or five, she could work her way around the entire system and do better than anyone else, once she figured out what was needed.

      “Take them,” the guy with the intense eyes, gesturing at Colette’s parents.

      Then he took one step into the suite, and looked down at Colette.

      “You, little girl, can stay here, if you’ll be good.” He actually spoke in some kind of fake sweet voice, as if she would be fooled by his tone, even though he had just ordered some guy with a rifle to take her parents.

      Colette opened her mouth so she could tell the guy with the intense eyes where he could stick his “good,” and then she saw her dad’s face. It was drawn and tense.

      Her mother was shivering. Her mother often looked terrified over stupid stuff, but she never shivered.

      And her dad—tense was not his normal way of dealing with anything.

      He frowned at Colette as their gazes met.

      “She’ll be good,” her dad said to the guy, but didn’t look away from Colette. “My daughter, she’s perfect.”

      Colette actually felt tears prick at her eyes. Her dad never said that, not with feeling. He was always telling her how impossible, intractable, and stubborn she was, how she could do better if she only settled down. And sometimes he would despair, and say,

      Colette Euphemia Josephine Treacher Singh Wilkinson Lopez, you have every opportunity and you’re always the smartest person in the room. Why are you constantly throwing that away?

      His disappointment pissed her off, and made her work harder at doing the best she could and causing trouble. He never noticed the best, but he always noticed the trouble.

      She’d been waiting for that perfect word from him her whole life. And now he said it, to some guy with intense eyes and another guy holding a laser rifle, and the weird part was, Dad seemed to mean it.

      Then he really scared her, because he mouthed, I love you, and took a deep breath and said to the guy with intense eyes, “What do you need from us?”

      Dad sounded calm, even though he clearly wasn’t. Well, clearly to Colette, probably not to the two men.

      “I need you to go with him,” the guy with the intense eyes said, nodding toward the guy with the laser rifle. Not saying his name, either, which was a bad sign. “We can restrain you and take you if need be.”

      Dad gave Mother a hard look, and she swallowed visibly, then nodded.

      “No restraints needed,” Dad said. Then he and Mother walked out of the door as if being taken by guys with laser rifles was an everyday thing.

      The guy with intense eyes gave Colette one last glare.

      “Be good and you’ll be fine,” he said. Then he closed the suite door—and stupid idiot that he was—turned on the parental controls.

      Which she had already monkeyed with Day One, in case anyone got Ideas. Her parents knew better than to use something that simple on her, but the concierge and the ship’s crew didn’t.

      And neither did the guy with the intense eyes.

      She waited a good thirty seconds before moving, and then she went into her room and lay on the bed, because she knew that would be what the guy with the intense eyes would expect—some kid, paralyzed by fear.

      She’d show him paralyzed.

      She’d show him fear.

      Once she had him all figured out.
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      A kid.

      Alfredo Napier thought kids weren’t allowed on ships like the Blue Moon. Adults knew the dangers they were undertaking when they traveled on a ship like this, but kids? They were under the age of consent, and even if their parents thought it was a good idea, the Starrborne Line, which ran these old ships, did not allow kids on the Titan-Plano to Earth-Houston run.

      The company’s explanation was pretty simple: in order to make good time on that run, it had to travel older, lesser used routes, not as well policed, and without as many stops or amenities.

      In reality, the route these ships traveled was the only route that allowed hazardous cargo. If a ship got into trouble out here, it was twice as likely to be abandoned as it was to be rescued.

      Napier had always taken that fact into consideration when he chose his targets.

      He also appreciated the fact that everyone on board had signed a waiver, protecting the Starrborne Line from liability should something untoward happen. Not that he really cared if the passengers had given permission for their own deaths on an ancient ship without the proper protections against certain kinds of hazardous cargo, but because he almost felt as if the passengers had given him permission to run his own business the way he wanted to.

      A kid.

      He shook his head as he hurried to the bridge. A kid changed everything and nothing.

      She’d seen him. She’d seen them. But she was what? Ten? Twelve? Young enough that no one would believe anything she said. So all he had to do before they blew the ship was put her into one of the lifepods and jettison her with quite a bit of force toward the Martian run. If she survived, then good, and if she didn’t, she would die in the pod, not in his custody on the ship.

      And he wouldn’t have to think about her.

      That was the problem with kids.

      They haunted a man in the middle of the night, interfering with his sleep.

      He made a small fortune doing his work.

      The last thing he needed was to second-guess himself. The last thing he needed was to lose even more sleep.
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      Colette sat up on the bed. She already hated this room. Square, boxy, brown, the bed one-tenth as comfortable as the bed she had had at her last school. She felt like calling up some paint program and trying to permanently deface the walls.

      Maybe if she was trapped in here forever. In the meantime, she had the tablet.

      Colette had stolen the tablet because it had basic access to every single part of the ship. No one had figured out she swiped it; the stupid concierge had believed he had misplaced it, and they had issued him a new one, since the first thing Colette had done was shut off the locator on the tablet itself. Basic Survival Thievery 101.

      The second thing Colette had done was taken that basic access and amped it up to full access in every shipboard department she could. The only areas she couldn’t access were navigation, engine controls, life support, and all of those other things that someone could sabotage and kill people with.

      She would need Captain’s Codes for those areas. Or at least senior officer codes.

      In the weeks that she’d had the tablet, she hadn’t been able to crack those codes. She had been beginning to think she couldn’t access any of that important stuff from a passenger cabin because of location controls. But if she got to the bridge, she might have been able to do it.

      The option of going to the bridge was gone now.

      She needed to remain confined to quarters until she figured out how to spoof the system, and make it think she was confined to quarters while she roamed the ship.

      Before she did any of that, though, she activated the automated distress signal. Every tablet had access to the distress signal, and, she suspected, so did all of those holographic concierges on the lower levels.

      She hoped someone else had activated the automatic distress signal as well, but she also had taken a measure of the guy with the intense eyes. He looked like someone who didn’t let a lot go by him.

      He had probably tampered with access to the automated distress system before he had started into the passenger cabins. Because Colette and her parents hadn’t realized something had gone wrong on the ship until the guy with the laser rifle had shown up.

      She doubted any other passenger noticed something wrong either. People were pretty self-involved on this ship, which had worked to her favor, until today.

      She took a deep breath. She was going to pretend that today was no different than any other day, because if she thought about her parents, she would panic, and panicking would get her nowhere.

      So she scrolled through the back end of the tablet, the stuff hardly anyone outside of engineering knew how to use, and found the manual distress signal.

      She had hoped it would be relatively easy to operate. Instead, it contained an array of choices, many more than she expected. She scrolled through all of them, until she narrowed it down to three: she could notify other ships; she could notify specific rescue units throughout the solar system; or she could notify a single person.

      She had no single person to notify, and if she notified other ships randomly, she would probably notify Intense Eyes Guy’s ship as well as some other passing vessel.

      All of the choices required the Blue Moon’s exact location to be input manually. Which made sense, since she was asking for a rescue, and the system had no way of knowing that the rescue was needed because people with guns had boarded the ship, rather than some systemic breakdown somewhere off the beaten path.

      Colette dug, found the ship’s exact coordinates, discovered that they were deep inside the Asteroid Belt, and that made her stomach jump. Right in

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/once-on-the-blue-moon-ebook-cover.jpg
KIRISTINE MATHRYN

" ONCE ON THE
BLUE MOON |






OEBPS/images/wmg-logo-for-biblioboard.jpg
puBusHiG






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png






