

  

    [image: ]


  




  Bloody Betty Queen of the Pirates




  R.G. Hart




  Copyright 2013 R. G. Hart




  





  All rights reserved




  © T.Tulik - Fotolia.com




  





  Published by




  53rd Street Publishing




  www.53rdstreetpublising.com




  





  E-Book Distribution: XinXii


  http://www.xinxii.com


  [image: logo_xinxii]





  





  This is a work of fiction. All characters, organization and events depicted




  are products of the author’s imagination




  




  Acknowledgements




  This one for for my wife, Rita, for all the joy she brings me.




  Bloody Betty Queen of the Pirates




  R.G. Hart




  The moment Aloha entered the Caribbean Islands Holiday Theme Park she wondered if today would be a bad day. Overgrown, tropical undergrowth bordered a small plot of land. Only a collapsed sign at one end of a pothole-filled gravel parking lot marked the wreck as anything other than more Nowhere, Florida.




  Aloha pushed the strap of her handbag up onto her shoulder. Gravel is hell on high heels. I should have switched to my sneakers.




  The amusement park was hardly the exciting international destination the Legal Investigative Protection Service’s recruitment brochure had promised. Knots of gnarled Cyprus trees guarded the theme park's perimeter.




  Why did Simon have to send me here?




  Hard to believe Director Mynass would send her to Sopchoppy, Florida after her last assignment in Paris. France was soooo cool.




  This time the assignment e-mail read:




  WORK UNDERCOVER AS A CARNEY. IDENTIFY, AND STOP A BIG UNDERWORLD TERROR AND TYRANNY SOCIETY AGENT FROM DESTROYING THE WORLD.




  Another save the world job? Simon had given her so many of these assignments she sometimes thought it was all she would ever do. Why always me?




  Sometimes it was a curse being so good at her job.




  France had been amazing. But Sopchoppy? Maybe he hates me or something.




  Of course she was just being silly. Simon respected his agents, her included. But still she missed the city of lights, the Eiffel tower, the Seine, and the outdoor cafes where tourists could sip fragrant tea while nibbling on delicate buttery pastry.




  A mosquito the size of a Buick buzzed near her face. She swatted the vampiric insect away. Another reason I hate this place — blood suckers. She rolled her eyes. Why did her assignments so often have to include bugs or snakes or giant monsters?




  Six attractions dotted the small theme park property — a Ferris wheel, a roller coaster, a Tilt-A-Whirl, a merry-go-round, a house of mirrors, and a large cave-like building.




  The visible metal surfaces of every ride were coated in crimson rust. To her right, maybe fifty feet away, beside the Ferris wheel, squatted what Aloha supposed was the haunted house; at least it appeared to be a haunted house. As far as she was concerned a few cobwebs over moss-covered, gray weathered boards didn’t exactly qualify as a haunted house, but it was as close as it got out here in the Florida sticks.




  A building with a sagging sign identifying it as the house of mirrors stood on the right side of the park. A cracked mirror was propped next to the entrance.




  Her study of the park finally ended at the cave-like Bloody Betty, Queen of the Pirates ride next to the house of mirrors. Her cover was to be Bloody Betty, the pirate the ride was named after. The smooth, baby blue, painted wooden trough coming out of the dark tunnel of the building suggested the ride had once had a river running from it. But that had been in the past.




  Aloha’s brow wrinkled. She didn't want to go near the thing. It didn't look safe.




  The things I have to do sometimes for my job.




  A soft breeze brushed over her cheeks. Her nose wrinkled under the assault of the combined stench of rotting wood and mud.




  Yuck. This joint smells like wet dog butt.




  The theme park was in such a sad state it wasn't a wonder she didn't see any patrons. The real question was who would build a theme park in a remote place like this? And why would L.I.P.S. intelligence think the B.U.T.T.S. would send one of their operatives to this backwater? Like the B.U.T.T.S. would waste an X




  Bomb on a run-down theme park?




  I hardly think so, she mused. A dump like this wasn't a high value target for terror. She crossed her arms and frowned. It was days like this when it seemed she was a dog chasing its tail. I'm headed to nowhere land.




  Simon had never sent her anywhere without a good reason, so this particular dump had to be hiding something beneath its rusting exterior. But what?




  "Can I help, ya?" said a gruff voice coming from her right.




  Aloha dropped her arms to her sides, and her body tensed. She spun toward the voice but didn't see anyone. "Hello?" Her tone had an edge of uncertainty. Her heart beat hard in her chest. Where was he?




  "Up here." The voice now came from above her.




  The mossy tendrils in the tree next to her began to wave about frantically. The branches drooped to the ground.




  Her innate curiosity made her take a step back and peer hard into the tree branches.




  On a thick, knotted gray branch sat a small man, his legs crossed at the ankles. He grinned at her. He had brilliant sea-green eyes, flame-red hair, and a matching full red beard. He certainly wasn't moss. He looked like a leprechaun. Or what she imagined a leprechaun would look like.




  His impish grin reminded her of the leprechaun character on the box of marshmallow-laced breakfast cereal she’d loved as a girl. He wore blue jean coveralls, which didn't exactly fit the image of a mythical Irish elf, so she surmised he was just a short guy with red hair.




  "Huh, hello, are you, Mr. O'Lanigan? My name's Aloha Armstrong."




  The man's face was a mass of orange freckles and bore a wide smile. He stood with a speed that surprised her, then leapt into the air, seemingly floating above the branch, and did a perfect end-over-end flip. He landed on his feet in front of her, his arms extended from his sides. He stood at least three feet shorter than her. But at five foot nine she was tall for a woman.




  "Hello, Miss Armstrong. Yes indeed, I'm O'Lanigan, but you can call me Stinky. Everyone does." He smiled and waved his arms in the direction of the theme park. With a theatrical flourish like one of those television models on game shows.




  His eyebrows wiggled comically. "Nice theme park, don't ya think?"




  Aloha grinned sheepishly. She didn't want to insult him on her first day undercover. Her work as an international secret agent was hard enough without the addition of annoying the locals. "Uh, yeah, I guess so?"




  Stinky laughed. "No, it's not; it’s crap." He held up one index finger. "But one day, mark my words, this theme park will be the center of the new Florida. One day I'll be bigger than Walt Disney."




  "Yeah, right," she said sarcastically without thinking.
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