
  
    [image: The Case of the Glittering Hoard]
  


  
    
      The Case of the Glittering Hoard

      The Cinnamon Files, Case 2

    

    
      
        Deb Logan

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: WDM Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

    

    
      
        Also by Deb Logan

      

      
        Sample from Cinnamon’s Next Case

      

      
        About Deb Logan

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      I slipped through the corridors as silent as a holographic image. I wasn’t on a case, but a good detective hones her skills so they’re ready when she needs them. At least, that’s what Dad says, and since he’s a real detective and I’m still a kid, I’ll take his word for it.

      It’s not easy to be stealthy on a space station where you’ve spent your whole life. Even though my soft leather boots made no sound as I passed through purple sector’s crowded marketplace, vendors who’d known me since infancy kept smiling and waving, a few even calling me by name.

      “Good morning, Cinnamon,” said Mr. Zitnik as he arranged fat, round loaves of fresh, crusty bread on the shelves of his stall. Tall and thin as one of Dad’s fighting sticks, Mr. Zitnik always had a cookie or a tart ready for me. Today his dark eyes crinkled with suppressed laughter as he offered me a cinnamon sugar cookie.

      I managed not to roll my eyes as I waved and said, “Thanks, Mr. Zitnik, but not today. I’m on a case.” I wasn’t, but the white lie kept me from accepting the cookie and allowing his good-natured teasing about my name. See, my dad actually calls me Cinnamon Sugar Cookie. Now, I don’t mind Dad referring to me as an overly sweet pastry, but I draw the line at casual acquaintances making the reference.

      It all goes back to my birth. My mom, senior bridge officer for Space Station Zeta, has beautiful dark chocolate skin, while my dad, the station’s chief security officer, is an utterly gorgeous golden hue. Since I’m a combination of the two, my skin tone is a spicy shade of cinnamon. That’s where I got my name. Dad took one look at me and said, “She’s perfect, Maria. Our own little cinnamon sugar cookie.”

      “Ahh,” Mr. Zitnik said, replacing the cookie on its tray. “I wouldn’t want to interfere with official business. Good hunting, little one.”

      I melted into the morning crowd making a mental note to use a disguise if I ever really needed to follow someone. Too many people knew me too well. I’d just managed to perfect my stealthy gait when my wrist link pinged. Several shoppers glanced my direction.

      Mental note number two: silence your wrist link when tailing a suspect.

      I gave up on stealth and strode boldly toward Trigger’s Exotic Creature Emporium as I activated my wrist link. A tiny 3-D version of my best friend Sammy appeared above the link.

      “Where are you?” she asked, minuscule fists on itty-bitty hips. “I’ve been here for ages!”

      “Don’t exaggerate,” I said, picking up my pace. “I’m only a couple of minutes late.”

      “Fine. I was early,” she admitted, “but you’re still late.”

      “Almost there,” I said and deactivated the connection. Sammy’s tiny form winked out of existence. I swung around a decorative planter of Andolian fern trees, stepped up behind Sammy, and tapped her shoulder.

      “Surprise! I’m here.”

      She jumped and whirled at the same time—a move I’m sure her Kendo instructor would’ve been proud of—and glared at me. “Why can’t you ever just walk into my field of vision and say ‘hello’ like a normal person?”

      I shrugged. “Where’s the fun in that?”

      Her glare morphed into a grudging grin and she grabbed my arm. “Come on. Mom said I could have a pet for my birthday and I want to check out the puppies.”

      This time I didn’t bother to suppress an eye-roll. Puppies? Of all the exotic critters available at Trigger’s, Sammy wanted to play with plain old Earth-normal puppies? My best friend had no imagination, no sense of adventure.

      While Sammy cooed over the various breeds of available puppies, I examined the emporium’s more unusual offerings. I smiled wistfully at a display of fluffy little Inarians. My previous best friend, Lando Maxon, had owned one of the hamster-like creatures. I still missed Lando, but his family had departed the space station the same day Sammy and her mom had arrived.

      I hoped Sammy wouldn’t choose an Inarian.

      I wandered over to a large glass-fronted container built into the side wall of the emporium. Two lizard-like creatures lounged on permaplastic branches and watched me with hooded amber eyes. I glanced at the information panel and discovered that they were Fornaxian dragons.

      “Stunning, aren’t they?”

      I looked to my left and saw that Micah Trigger, the emporium’s owner, had joined me.

      “Would you like to meet one?”

      I eyed the creatures doubtfully. About the size of a small Earth dog, the dragons weren’t remotely cute or cuddly. Sure, the green one had shiny, almost emerald scales that complimented its amber eyes, but the black one looked surly, as though I were giving offense by looking at it.

      “I don’t know,” I said. “They don’t look very friendly.”

      Mr. Trigger smiled. “If they wouldn’t make good companions, I wouldn’t have them in stock. They just need to get to know you.”

      Sammy joined us and gazed wide-eyed at the creatures. “What are those? I’ve never seen anything like them.”

      “Fornaxian dragons,” answered Mr. Trigger. “Named after a mythological Earth creature. I was supposed to receive three, but something went wrong. When the crate was delivered to the shop, there were only these two.”

      “Do they fly,” I asked.

      Sammy looked at me like I was nuts, but Mr. Trigger smiled.

      “Very perceptive, Cinnamon. Most people don’t notice their wings until they unfurl them. They’re very effectively camouflaged,” he said. “Yes, they can fly.”

      “Wow,” said Sammy. “Do they breathe fire too?”

      Mr. Trigger laughed. “No. That would put them into an untradeable class. No fire, but they do like to hoard shiny objects. Another reason their discoverers called them dragons.”

      I pulled Sammy away from the dragons. They were really interesting, but Mom had made it clear that she didn’t think I was ready for the responsibility of a pet. I didn’t want to risk getting too attached.

      “I thought you wanted to play with the puppies,” I reminded Sammy. “You know, pick out your birthday present?”

      Mr. Trigger brightened. “Oh? Which breed can I show you? Do you want a large dog or small?”

      While Mr. Trigger gave Sammy the details of several dog breeds, I continued my circuit of the store. Along with the exotics like Inarians and Fornaxians, the emporium offered kittens, aquariums of fish from several solar systems, and more birds than I had names for.

      By the time I completed my inspection, Sammy had settled on a little black and tan ball of fluff. Mr. Trigger lifted the puppy from its cage and carried it to a meeting area—a section of the main room with waist-high walls where customers could interact with potential pets of the non-flying variety.

      Sammy knelt inside the enclosure while I stood just outside, leaning on the half-wall that separated us. The puppy bounced and tumbled over her, wriggling and licking and generally expressing its joy in her attention.

      “Isn’t he perfect, Cinnamon?”

      I had to admit, the little furball was adorable. “What kind is it?” I asked. “How big will it get?”

      “Mr. Trigger said he’s a sheltie. He’s very smart and won’t get too big for our quarters. I think I’ll name him Fred.”

      “Fred? Really?”

      Sammy nodded happily and rubbed Fred’s belly while he attempted to lick every inch of her exposed skin.

      I closed my eyes. Fred. Truly, Sammy had no imagination, no sense of style.

      Mr. Trigger brought out several other puppies, but Sammy refused to relinquish Fred. Clearly, she had made her choice. Before we left the emporium, Sammy contacted her mom via wrist link and Mr. Trigger was authorized the hold the puppy until the adults could finalize the arrangements.
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      That night at dinner I told Mom and Dad all about our adventure in the pet store. “Can you believe it?” I finished. “Out of all the amazing creatures in the emporium, Sammy chose a puppy. An Earth-normal puppy!”

      I stabbed the last bite of synth-chicken and popped it in my mouth. When I finished chewing, I continued, “And guess what she named it?”

      Mom and Dad exchanged amused glances before responding. “No idea,” Mom said. “Don’t keep us in suspense,” said Dad.

      I took a deep breath and announced, “She named him Fred.”

      Mom blinked. “Fred?”

      Dad laughed. “Nothing wrong with that. Fred’s a good solid name.”

      I threw my hands up in despair. “Yeah. Solid. Stable. Normal. Why couldn’t she give it a more adventurous name?”

      “What would you name a dog?” Mom asked.

      I considered the question, but before I could answer, Dad’s wrist link flashed red.

      “Sorry, Maria,” he said before Mom could object to links at the table. “This is code red, I have to take it.”

      Mom nodded. “We were finished anyway. Cinnamon, help me clear the table, please.”

      Sammy and Fred were relegated to the back of my mind as I lingered in the eating nook trying to accidentally overhear Dad’s conversation. Mom was wise to my tricks though. “Cinnamon, on task, please.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” I answered, stifling both a sigh and an eye-roll.

      Mom and I were just finishing up when Dad joined us in the kitchen. He kissed Mom’s cheek and ruffled my short dark hair. “I’ve got to go to the market sector,” he said, slipping into his blue and silver USL uniform jacket. “There’s been a rash of thefts. Mostly inexpensive jewelry and small metallic objects, but a few valuable items are missing as well. I want to examine the affected shops as quickly as possible.”

      Mom nodded, but I spoke up. “Can I come with you?”

      “I don’t know, Sugar Cookie,” he said, a slight frown creasing his brow. “This is official business; an active crime scene.”

      “I promise I’ll stay out of the way,” I said quickly. “I won’t be any bother.” I crossed my fingers behind my back and held my breath while he considered.

      Dad glanced at Mom. “What do you think, Maria?”

      “Up to you, Li. The chances of you actually encountering the thief are negligible, so she’ll be in no danger. The only question is whether or not she’ll interfere with your work.”

      “I won’t,” I said, trying to keep my voice from rising to a shrill squeal.

      Mom gave me her famous remain-quiet-if-you-know-what’s-good-for-you glare, and I zipped my lips.

      Dad eyed me thoughtfully. After what felt like an eternity while I stood still (despite nerves that made me want to bounce off the walls), kept my mouth shut (SO hard when I wanted to beg for this opportunity to learn about real detective work), and tried to look mature and responsible (I was twelve years old, after all!), Dad nodded. “All right, Cinnamon. You may come. But,” he pointed a finger at me and gave me his best commanding officer expression, “you will obey my every command immediately and without question. Is that understood?”

      “Sir! Yes, sir,” I responded with a crisp salute.

      “Very well. Follow me, Detective-in-training Chou.”

      I stifled a squeal, beamed at Mom, and followed Dad into the corridor.

      Space station corridors can be very confusing. A person new to the station often thinks they all look alike, but they’re wrong. You just have to get used to the subtle clues. Since I’ve grown up on Space Station Zeta, I’m never lost. I can tell purple sector from blue without even having to resort to the colored chips embedded in the corridor walls and floors. I can tell the sectors by their odors.

      Green sector houses hydroponics and smells of nutrients, water and growing plants. Red sector is mechanical engineering. If you think nanobots and computer circuitry don’t have distinct odors, then you’ve never lived on a space station. Blue sector is administration, which translates to military since Space Station Zeta is a Universal Star League station. As such the station is under the command and protection of the USL Fleet. Both of my parents are USL officers, so blue sector smells of peace, security, and home.

      Not that we lived in blue sector. All living quarters were
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