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One Red Shoe





  Operative Maddie Surefoot studied the shoe. It was sure a big one, at least twenty feet high. She’d never seen one like it. It looked familiar but she didn’t know where she’d seen it before. All she knew for sure was she had seen this shoe somewhere.




  Reaching inside her cotton suit jacket she pulled out her cell phone from her inside pocket and pressed the quick dial number for her section chief.




  Barb Wallup’s voice answered after one buzz at the other end.




  “Maddie. What’s up?” She sounded impatient. The boss must be having a bad day.




  Maddie had already considered the summary of what she’d seen in her mind before she made the call. “Hi, Barb, I’m at the scene now and it’s exactly as reported by eyewitnesses.”




  Barb snorted. “I thought I’d seen everything.” The chief paused. Maddie knew what was coming. “Any idea how it got there?”




  The million dollar question. She had considered all possibilities, but nothing she’d thought of made sense expect one, and she didn’t want to think about that. “No. There doesn’t appear to be any reasonable explanation. So far.”




  “How about unreasonable explanations?”




  “If you mean do I have a theory then, yes I might have one.”




  There was silence on the other end of the line. A pauses that spoke volumes. Barb Wallup was a practical woman who liked her explanations clean and simple. The Internal Secrets Bureau collected and hid many strange things from the general public, but everything had a rational explanation as far as Barb was concerned, no matter how fantastic.




  “Ok, Maddie, try me.”




  Maddie sucked in a breath then let it out slowly. “I think this is the home of the woman who lived in a shoe, who had so many children she didn’t know what to do.”




  There was a long pause. So long in fact, Maddie began to think Barb had hung up.  Finally her chief asked, “You know what this means don’t you?”




  Maddie swallowed hard as her heart rate increased finally she said, “Yes. It means the giant is back in town.”




  ***




  Rednose the giant hadn’t been seen in fifty years. If this was his shoe it meant he and his wife Brunhilda had been fighting again and the shoe had been tossed out of his kingdom on the other side of reality.




  The land of unreality was the realm where there were giants, elf’s, unicorns, and goblins, wizards and witches, and other creatures too terrible to dream of. The barrier between reality and unreality hadn’t been breached since the beanstalk was cut down five decades ago.




  Before she married her father, Maddie’s mother, Irish McComb, had been an ISB operative. Irish had chopped down the beanstalk in time to stop the invasion of reality by unreality.




  These days it would be simple if all the ISB had to deal with were vampires, alien invaders, or giant mutant insects, but an invasion from unreality? That was every ISB operative’s worst nightmare.




  Maddie’s mother had saved reality barely in the nick of time, this time her daughter might not be so lucky. Too bad the cameras in those days were the size of a terrier and her mother had dropped hers while trying to climb down the beanstalk so fast or they’d have pictures of the giant and his castle. A lay of the land would be very useful of they were going to plan an adequate defense.




  If the chief had her way they’d be planning a full scale preemptive assault rather than defense, but Maddie convinced Barb there was a better way than war.




  Maddie stood on the cement walkway looking up to the porch that ran along the Victorian style house that was known to the world as the Shade Tree Seniors Residence. (STSR is the cover name for the Retired Spies, Saboteurs, and Terrorists Rest Home and Bingo Emporium.  Apparently retired spies, saboteurs, and terrorists love to play bingo. Who knew?)




  Maddie clipped the alligator clip attached to the top edge of her ISB identification badge to the breast pocket of her suit jacket. She took a deep breath then released it. She hadn’t visited her mother for two months, so she’d have to listen to complaints about what a bad daughter she was. She could hear her mother saying that just because Maddie was off on dangerous secret missions, facing death at every turn, didn’t mean she couldn’t find time to visit her elderly mother.




  Since every internal organ in her mothers body had been replaced, and she’d been genetically enhanced in every way known to medical science, Maddie’s mother was far from elderly. But nevertheless Maddie’d hear about her less than exemplary offspring skills.




  She arrived at the front door of what looked to passersby as just another ordinary house on an ordinary street in an ordinary small town in America. What the world didn’t know was behind this door was the most modern facility yet built to house the retired veterans of the secret wars of the past eighty years.




  The door had no doorknob and there was no mailbox. The windows old fashioned wood framed windows on either side of door reflected the street and the yard but they were like one way mirrors. Whoever was on the other side could see out, but Maddie couldn’t see what was on the other side.




  Not that it mattered. She knew what was inside. She’d been here often enough. Just not lately, she thought.




  Maddie reached inside her suit jacket and took out her id wallet. She took out the proxima card she kept there and ran it over a section of wall next to the door.




  There was a barely audible click and the door slide aside into the door frame. Mattie waited until the familiar mechanical voice spoke.




  “Identify,” it said.  She’d never been able to determine if the voice was male or female not that it mattered, but intellectual games were something she enjoyed.




  “Madeline Surefoot. Operative number 27, Internal Secrets Bureau.”




  There was a two second delay (yes, Maddie counted the elapsed time) then the voice said, “Identity verified. You may enter.”




  “Thank you.” Though it was unnecessary to thank a machine Maddie had always considered politeness a worthwhile human virtue that separated them from the machines, and the beings in unreality who she considered non-human.

OEBPS/Images/redshoe.jpg
_RG. HART

INTERNATIONAL SELLING ROMANCE AUTHOR
o

A WORLD WHERE SPIES WORK IN FAIRY TALES





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





