
  
    [image: Mirror-Moon Light, Mirror-Moon Bright]
  


  
    
      Mirror-Moon Light, Mirror-Moon Bright

      A Future Night Stalkers 2352 A.D. romance story

    

    
      
        M. L. Buchman

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Buchmann Bookworks, Inc.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Sign up for M. L. Buchman’s newsletter today

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        and receive:

        Release News

        Free Short Stories

        a Free book

      

        

      
        Do it today. Do it now.

        http://free-book.mlbuchman.com

      

        

      
        or

        Subscribe to get every story a week early, and cheaper!

        http://www.patreon.com/mlbuchman

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      “You did not just do that to me! I’ll launch you out the nearest airlock if I have to get a Plas torch and cut a new one myself.”

      Colonel Deeton just shrugged. He knew her threats were empty, damn him, but she was seriously tempted this time.

      “You saddled me with a rook?”

      “He’s not a rookie.”

      She glanced through the window at the dweeb seated front and center outside Deeton’s cube. Then she rolled her eyes back to her commander. “He’s got first-stage rook written all over him.”

      “No, he doesn’t, Syra” Deeton scrubbed at his graying beard as he always did when she was irritating him. “He’s got engineer written all over him.”

      “Oh, like that’s any kind of an improvement.”

      “Full payload.” Meaning he was the real deal no matter how he looked.

      At least it explained a few things, though not enough of them. He was an engineer who looked like a rook, yet he looked like a soldier not a dweeb engineer. Workout shoulders. She’d always been partial to shoulders on her soldiers. “Oh, like a rook dweeb engineer is so much better than a rook dweeb soldier.”

      “Got all the soldier we need right here if she weren’t running off at the mouth so hard.” Deeton tossed a chip at her. “Won’t unlock until you’re clear of the station.”

      She let it ping off the window behind her before she caught it on the rebound. No hurry in low-g. It was eye-dent sealed and station locked. Her kind of mission.

      “Whose eye?”

      This time it was Deeton’s turn to roll his remaining eye at her—the other had gone the way of half his face sometime during the Drone Downfall. He didn’t talk about it much.

      The eye-dent required her retinal scan, of course.

      “It was a gimme, Deet,” she explained when he didn’t rise to the bait. “Just feeling sorry for you playing two legs short of a full deck.” The Drone Downfall had been ugly.

      The Drone Downfall still ranked as the most lethal undeclared war in history (which was saying something serious).

      You broke my heart, and then an untraceable Class II drone slams through the windshield of your skidder at Mach 2.

      I deserved a raise, revenged by calling in sick and delivering five kilos of Hydrox rocket fuel and a sparker to the office by remotely controlled drone. Politicos who hadn’t bunkered, and bunkered deep, didn’t last long back then.

      The I-Loc, International Law of Control, had required trackable human control via DNA scan of every drone flying. The same had been required on every computer with an intelligence above Level Four—it was the last thing the countries of Earth and Near Space had been able to agree on. The remaining government of Canmerica West had taken it upon themselves to take out all non-complying drones—Canmerica East had long since stopped being a factor. And it was fliers like Deeton who’d taken the abuse.

      Letting the chip ricochet off the window had also given her an excuse to eye the RDE again. A severe regressive: blond hair and blue eyes—neither looked fake. Nor did the smile as his gaze met hers through the window.

      “What’s the lowdown on it, Colonel?”

      “The lowdown, Syra? I don’t have a scope on it. They didn’t tell me anything but to get our very best on it.”

      “Aw, shucks.”

      “Since Daggert isn’t available, I’m stuck with you.”

      “Daggert can barely find his own back end to wipe it.”

      “Whereas you’re all brown from sticking your nose in it. Get out of my space, Syra. Try not to embarrass the fleet while you’re at it.”

      “Shit,” she kicked open the door and walked out past the RDE. “Come on, Rood, you’re with me.” Rood—Rook Dweeb. She liked it. Maybe she could make it stick on the guy.

      “Shouldn’t that be Roodee—Rook Dweeb Engineer. Like a roadie. Or maybe the final ‘e’ sound is silent,” he rose to his feet a little fast and floated up off the floor in the light grav. For crap’s sake!

      “What’s a roadie?” He wasn’t supposed to have heard what she was saying in Deet’s office. Could she help it if her voice carried when Deet was making her nutsoid?

      “Old days. Guy who traveled with bands to set up their gear for a show.”

      “Not just a regressive,” she kept moving but noticed that he didn’t react. “Regressive” was not a kind label.

      She’d have beat the O2 out of someone who called her that.

      “A retro one,” which compensated a bit as there was a coolness to it that she’d never achieved.

      Though what a band of soldiers needed with a roadie was beyond her. She’d humped her own gear for her entire service. For her entire life. Mom had been hunting this deck long before she had. Keeping the Royal Delta Marines at the top of the military heap was a hereditary job as well as a chosen one.

      Grandmom had fought for Canmerica all the way back before it divided into East and West—that’s how long the Clairborne women had been fighting the good fight.

      Syra dropped downshaft to null-g then had to wait while Rood hung onto a slider. Below two-gees, slider handles were strictly for civilians. No self-respecting human used one for the transition from one-quarter at command levels down to zero at the docks.

      Rood did. And was sweating by the time she grabbed him. If she hadn’t, he might have hung onto the slider right back up the opposite axis—which could cause real problems if you entered the shaft feet first through the gravity flip. Good way to break something permanent, like your neck.

      “Where did you come from, Rood? Earth?”

      He looked a little green as he nodded. She hadn’t met one of those in a long while. Earthers were as rare as blonds with blue eyes. Maybe that’s all that was left down there.

      “You spew on me, Rood, and we’re gonna have issues. Clear?”

      He nodded again and clamped his jaw harder.

      She dug into her med kit, found a patch in a little used corner, and slapped it on his neck. “Close your eyes and count to ten.”

      She inspected him while she waited. He was tall for a full-grav grounder—almost her height. Spacer-borns added ten or twenty centimeters just for not living in brutal Earth grav every damn minute of the day. And he had a layer of muscle that even the toughest Marine couldn’t lay on because it simply wasn’t natural in space. Spacers were long and lean unless they were some civvie who lived their whole life in the outermost level of a rotating habitat can—and what kind of life was that?

      His suit was a standard c-fiber rig, so knock off a few centimeters breadth on those nice shoulders, but still majorly brawny. Not bad looking once she got used to the blond hair, which was gonna take a while.

      Surreal though, when he opened those weirdly blue eyes—who knew what he could see with those. Almost made her check that she wore a full suit and wasn’t standing there in just her skin. Like he could see right inside her.

      He looked more stable now though. She didn’t tell him about the lockjaw that wouldn’t wear off for a couple of minutes.

    

  

OEBPS/images/bb_logo.jpg
Biichinian Bookwoiks





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/mirror-moon-light-cvr-fr-2400.jpg
3-TIME BOOKLIST TOP 10 ROMANCE OF THE YEAR

M.L.BUCHMAN

MIRI}%R MO0N

A NIGHT STALKERS 2 A D. IHIMANL'E STORY





