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Internationally renowned criminal Pipa Megs seriously loved her amazing job that meant she got to travel around entire countries, regions and continents all in an effort to help innocent workers get revenge against evil bosses. Of course back in the day the workers could go to something called a “union” or whatever they were really called. Yet they were illegal now.

Pipa leant against the cold metal of a red shipping container that was easily twenty metres tall and another thirty metres long. She had never really been to a port this immense before, but it was great fun.

There were over twenty million shipping containers in all their shades of red, blue and green stacked on top of each other like stunning towers that would kill all of them if they fell. 

And as much as no boss cared about “health and safety” (whatever that was) the cargo was probably too precious to be allowed to be damaged.

The space between the containers were long and narrow barely able to fit a fat man down it. The corners were sharp and quick and almost impossible to run down.

Yet not impossible for Pipa. She loved racing between the shipping containers to the horror of her “bosses” and the other workers that were too awfully fat and slow and sluggish to dare ever try such a thing.

The horrible smells of halo-cigar smoke, fried chicken and dripping fat filled the air from the foul lunch that the workers had barely managed to make themselves. Pipa loved her body, exercise routine and diet too much to allow herself to indulge in such nonsense.

It was even worse when the foul smells left the taste of burnt fried chicken on her tongue. It was simply awful just like how her mother had cooked most dinners when Pipa was a child.

The sky above was darkening so there was probably a storm coming, not that the foul bosses would care. As far as they were concerned Pipa and the others were meant to work themselves to the bone for no money. 

It was ridiculous of course and Pipa hated it all. She had learnt from her father the importance of unions, the right to strike and more. Then again it was her father who was murdered by his company’s bosses because he wanted better working conditions after his cancer diagnosis.

They didn’t care. Nobody cared. Even her mother seemed a little distant from the simple truth.

“Afternoon Pip,” a man said wearing black overalls, hat and steel toe-capped boots.

Out of the corner of her eye Pipa noticed someone in the shape of a woman look at her and then hide behind a red shipping container.

So as Pipa watched three overweight men chomping on some greasy horrible fried chicken, she smiled. Not exactly something she liked but today was the day she was meeting a contact that would finally reveal who needed to die.

That was the problem with being an assassin and criminal that went from port to port, job to job, factory to factory. At the end of the day all the companies were very different so the lynchpin was always hard to find.

The lynchpin. The only person that needed to die to herald in a new age of change, hope and fairness for the workers. Most people believed it was the actual boss at the very top of the organisation but they were wrong.

It was almost always someone else. Someone who actually had the power to do so.

“Are you Her?” a woman asked wearing a very long black jumpsuit, her hands were dirty and her face was blackened with grease.

“I am,” Pipa said hoping that this was the contact.

“Good. The target is the Financial Head. Good day,” 

Pipa smiled as the woman simply walked away like that was everything. She didn’t tell her where the Head was, how he needed to die or anything.

Not that it mattered. Pipa was more than good enough to do this alone and without any help. 

Pipa had been here for three months now and that meant she knew everywhere, everything and everyone fairly well. It wasn’t hard to track down people in the Port and it certainly wasn’t hard to convince workers to improve their lives.

She had been working on converting the workers for months. She was sure they would rise up soon and form a union to demand better pay.

There was a lot of doubt in her about their commitment but she had to do her part first. She had to kill the man that would make change possible.

Then it really was down to the workers to siege their right.

Two black fighter jets zoomed overhead and Pipa bit her lip as she realised that a rumour about a military inspection wasn’t a fake one created by the bosses.

It was real. And a military presence would only make her job a lot harder.
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To her utter surprise, the Head of The Port’s Finances was hardly difficult to hunt down to the main building. A massive warehouse in the very centre of the port made out of solid concrete with anti-union propaganda playing on the walls for all to see in holographic form.

The images were just funny because they really would have made her father want to punch something. But people always believed lies in the end.

Pipa crouched on the cold grey metal roof of the main building allowing her to see the entire port and how it stretched on for tens upon tens of miles. It was stunningly beautiful but Pipa was a lot more interested in what was going on below her.

On the grey perfectly smooth concrete ground below, there were three men from the port. Pipa recognised all of them and she absolutely hated them. 

The man in the middle wearing an expensive black suit was the boss of the entire port, he was the man that ordered the executions of workers likely to try and form a union. 

The man to the left was a weak little man who was the Head of Finance. He was wearing an ill-fitting dark blue suit and that crime against fashion only made Pipa want to kill him even more.

But the third man. The third man was a man she hadn’t expected to be here because he was wearing a bright red suit and wearing two assault rifles. He was the Head of Security and normally he spent his days stalking the port and if he saw a worker he would kill them.

It didn’t matter if they were doing their job or not. They would die plain and simple.

“This is not the time for an inspection,” the boss said.

Pipa frowned when she noticed the ten military soldiers standing there in their black uniform all armed to the teeth with flame throwers, assault rifles and electrified swords.

If these were normal guns she wouldn’t actually care but she could see all of them had holo-scopes only improving their already extreme accuracy. 

There was no way she was surviving this for now.

Pipa wanted to escape and return later but she couldn’t. She had already stopped off at her little kit bag and retrieved her pistol gifted to her by her father the year he died.

The little pistol was no match against weapons with holo-scopes and it wasn’t like she had the equipment to cause them to short circuit or explode. 

“We are hunting a dangerous criminal,” the military man in the centre said. “The criminal is a woman so she is insane. She is so insane that she seeks to allow workers to unionise once more,”

That instantly shut up the three Port men. Pipa didn’t know how the hell they knew she was here, she was always so damn careful.

“And our agent told her to kill you,” the military man said to the Finance Head.

Pipa grinned. The damn woman that met her earlier she was a traitor to the workers.

“And I can see her now commander,” a man said pointing straight at her.

Everyone fixed their guns on her.

“Women are insane creatures aren’t they?” the Finance Head said. “Thank goodness you can’t vote anymore,”

“She’ll receive another ten years on her sentence for going outside without a man escort,” another man said.

Pipa just shook her head. The world really had gone mad in recent decades.

Pipa whipped out her pistol. Aiming it at the Finance Head.

“Let me kill him and I will go away. Never to return to England,” Pipa said really doubting that would work.

“Kill her in two minutes,” the commander said before looking at Pipa. “I will give you two minutes to make an argument that will convince me to let you live,”

“Never. You will kill me. You will
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