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The smoke from half a dozen cigarettes and cigars did little to obscure the reality projected onto the screen. "This is the fifth time this month our equipment has been damaged." The presenter clicked the spacebar on his laptop to advance the slide. This one showing a harvester crushed like a tin can.

"They're no tech. How is this possible?"

"Must be outside help." A beard was stroked in the darkness. "Time we got some of our own."

"Who are you thinking?"

The bearded man tapped a few keys on his laptop and sent a picture to the projector. A blurry, dark-skinned face illuminated the room, sunglasses obscuring most of the features but the name typed on the bottom was clear.

"Sabri?" The man by the projector screen shook his head. "Never heard of him."

"Her. Discreet, thorough, cash gets the job done without questions. I'm sure she'll solve our problem."

"She ok with wet work?"

"A specialty." The man with the beard smiled. "She'll find out whoever the tribe hired to damage our equipment and we'll get back on schedule."

"Is she worth the price of this lumber?" Another man leaned back in his chair.

"She's worth its weight in gold, gentlemen."

A soft cough came from the end of the table. "And ladies."

"Contact her and let’s get this done." The man at the projector closed the laptop. The projector went dark and the room lights came on to reveal a collection of dark suits and a scattering of glass cups with dark liquor or coffee inside.

"Pay her whatever she needs." One of the women spoke up. "We are a month behind schedule."
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Chapter Two
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"I have several systems in place to be contacted in easier ways." Sabri mumbled from beneath the cloth bag over her head.

"Just a precaution." One of her captors maneuvered her into a plush chair.

"You approached me with this job. I should be the cautious one." She shook her wrists to make the cuffs jingle. "I'm not usually paid in fancy jewelry."

The bag was yanked from her head, tight black curls fell back into place around her sharp jawline. Sabri blinked to adjust to the bright lights of a pristine office to find what she found the most annoying thing in the world; a rich man in a suit waving his fingers for his bodyguards to back off. "Delighted to finally meet you, Miss Sabri."

"’Sabri’ will do." She leaned back and crossed her legs, tapping the heel of her sneaker on the tiled floor.

"Yes, well." The man stood and walked around his desk. "I trust you have been apprised of the details of our issue?"

"I got the gist." Sabri looked around, noting the usual trappings of an opulent office; fancy computer, too many books to appear smart without having to prove it, glass walls to keep an eye on the underlings as they scurry about doing the little tasks to keep up the facade of a legal business, and an appropriate amount of goons to remind her that she wouldn't get 20 steps out of the office alive if she tried to escape. "You want me to catch whoever's sabotaging your illegal logging site so you can scare off the natives." When Sabri saw the fake smile wither, she clicked her tongue. "Look, I'm not here to judge but let's not bullshit around. Two million now; five upon completion." Sabri tossed the loose cuffs at her employer. "I expect the first payment within twelve hours, Mr. Cavalcante." She handed him a card with a bank account number. “Yes, I know you. I make it a point to be familiar with anyone I do business with. Don't bother tracing the account beyond the deposit." Sabri stood and stretched. "Next time send a limo. You own enough of them. I'll call you when the transfer is done." With a wave of her fingers, Sabri walked past the guards and left the office.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three
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The sun sank into the horizon, leaving the person behind the glowing green eyes to get to work under the cover of darkness. Bare feet slipped through the jagged tree line and approached the brand new skidder. Long thin fingers stroked the smooth metal before curling into a fist. Vines curled around the machine, thick branches grew up from underneath it and worked at pulling the metal apart. The vines constricted, crushing the torn parts to scrap metal.

When the figure heard shouting, it retreated back into the trees.
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Chapter Four
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Sabri towel-dried her hair with her feet up on the hotel desk while she watched her laptop. Heavy metal music at a low volume had her bopping to the beat as she finger-combed jojoba oil into her short curls to help fight the humidity. She checked her watch.

'He has ten minutes before I crash his servers and leave the country. Brazil is hell on my hair anyway. Fucking humidity.' Sabri examined her nails and reached for her metal file. Keeping them short was essential to her job.

A gentle ping rang out in contrast to the savage guitar solo. Sabri didn't stop filing and pressed the mousepad with her big toe.

"That's a good illegal business boy." She smiled and finished her nails before flicking off her slippers and getting to her feet. She tossed the robe and towel on the bed and went to her suitcase. Thong first to prevent wedgies, a padded bra just in case body armor is compromised, dark green shirt and pants to blend in with the environment, thick leather boots to the knee in case of snakes. A small tactical backpack to travel light, machete blade in a sheath on one hip, gun holster on the other thigh, and a strong hair clip to keep any curls from falling into her hazel eyes. Keep the gloves in the belt pocket for now, in case of real wet work. But the gun should work for scaring off some hired goon breaking these rich dudes’ little toys.

Sabri enabled the deep freeze protocol on her laptop and grabbed her encrypted smartphone with a GPS location of the logging site. Punching in a quick message for a jeep to be left for her when she stepped out from the lobby. No time to lose.
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