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Parker sipped on her water and looked over to Kay, who was focused on the book in her hand. She loved the faces that the other woman made when she did not know anyone was looking. Parker chuckled to herself and tapped Kay on the arm. “What are you reading?”

“I’m trying to learn Zulu. It’s one of the native languages in Nelspruit,” Kay replied. “It was either that or Ndebele or Swati. I figured I would start with Zulu and see if I could learn some of the other two languages while we are there. Immersion is one of the best ways to learn.”

“That’s very studious of you,” Parker said with a grin. 

“What are you doing?” Kay asked, looking over at the headphones that were strung over Parker’s shoulders.

“Watching a comedy and awaiting a comfortable bed,” Parker laughed. “This flight is kind of long.”

“I’d say so,” Kay said. “I’m not complaining or anything. I just have never been on a plane this long. I never realized the toll international travel can take on you.”

“Well, when we arrive in Nelspruit, we can get some rest before heading to Kruger National Park,” Parker told her. “Hopefully, we can find Mrs. Nelson’s purse or at least the watch.”

“Hopefully,” Kay said. “She put a lot of money into this trip so that we could find it. I’m not planning on letting her down.”

“It just seems like a lot of time and money for someone to fly to the United States to hire our detective agency. Something doesn’t seem quite right.”

“Are you having second thoughts on the case?” Kay asked.

“No, just thinking,” Parker said. “I just don’t understand why she would go to such lengths to get a watch back.”

“It was sentimental,” Kay said. “Are you saying that you wouldn’t do that for something that I gave you?”

Parker looked at Kay, observing the anticipation in her eyes. “I would,” Parker told her. “I guess I never thought about it like that.”

“It makes a difference, doesn’t it?” Kay said. 

“Yeah,” Parker said, putting her hand on Kay’s. The other woman had a way of making Parker think in ways that were unfamiliar to her. Kay was good for her. She knew how to explain things to Parker in ways that were not only understandable but relatable.

“Besides, it’s not like Mrs. Nelson is from South Africa. She is from Clearwater. She probably heard of our agency from a friend and figured that it would be a waste of her time for her to go back when she could pay for an agency with more experience to help her find the lost watch. Why risk going there and not finding it when you can hire a professional to save time and money?”

“Right,” Parker said. 

“I’ve been looking up information on the watch that she lost,” Iris chimed from behind them. “Did you know that it is equipped with a number generator?”

“No,” Kay replied, looking back at the agency’s quirky secretary. “But a lot of these new watches have features like that.”

“Yeah, but the watch can be attached to old safes, and the number generator is able to figure out the codes on these safes so that they can be opened,” Iris told her.

“Why would someone come up with a device that can get into safes? It seems like that would be some sort of liability,” Parker said, scratching her head. 

“It was originally supposed to be a tool to help people that had lost the keys to their lock boxes and for businessmen that couldn’t remember their safe combinations. The watches were sold to an exceedingly small market, but after the device leaked into the general public, it was taken off the market. There were too many risks associated with letting people buy them. Most of the watches were destroyed, but the company that originally made the watch claims that there are still two out there somewhere.”

“Well, that doesn’t make it any easier for us to find,” Parker replied. “Do you know how many people will be trying to get their hands on that watch after they figure out what it can do?”

“Yeah,” Iris replied. “That’s why we need to find it as soon as we can. If it is out there too long, someone might try figure out that it can be used for their own profit.”
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Iris tried to keep her eyes open, knowing that they were almost to the hotel. She was excited to be able to travel with her bosses to a new country. It was not every day that a secretary was invited to come along on a case detail. However, it had been a long flight, and her body ached with jet lag. The taxi slowed as they approached the hotel, and she followed Kay and Parker out. Iris walked through the open doors of the hotel, noticing the small-looking lobby with two appropriately positioned couches with a small table between them. The desk clerk was an older man with a stern look on his face, and Iris watched as he eyed her while he made their room keys. “Here you go,” the man said, handing Parker the keys. Iris looked back at the man as they headed to their rooms. He was still staring.

“Did you see how that man was looking at us?” Iris asked Parker and Kay as they walked down the hallway.

“He seemed to be interested in you,” Kay replied. “I noticed him staring.”

“Yeah, it was weird,” Iris said. “I wonder what that was about.”

“Just lock your door,” Parker told her. “Don’t go out without one of us. We don’t need something happening to you out here.”

“I assume that means that I am bed-bound for the night,” Iris answered with a look.

“Yes,” Kay said. “It won’t hurt you to relax.”

Iris agreed to stay in and went into her room. She did not have much motivation to do too much else anyway after the plane ride. It had left her exhausted and achy. Iris put down her bag in the room and went into the bathroom to freshen up. She turned on her phone, watching as a number of missed messages filtered through. Airplane mode had not done much for her social life, and she was curious to see what she had missed since being on the plane. 

Iris ticked away at her phone when she heard a slight creak coming from her bedroom. She quietly walked towards the edge of the room and peeked around the corner. Iris’s eyes connected with a thin woman in dark black leather pants and a leather coat. The woman had long, sleek brown hair and wore dark make-up that highlighted her features. She stood there looking directly at Iris, her green eyes darkening as she gave Iris a once over. “Who are you?” Iris asked, intrigued by the fact that a beautiful woman was standing in her room.

“You know who I am,” the woman replied, her English accent highlighting her words as she spoke. 

“I don’t,” Iris replied. 

“Don’t act like a wazzock,” the woman replied. “I called you before I came, Alaina. Bill said that you arrived about ten minutes ago.”

“Who’s Alaina?” Iris asked. “And who’s Bill?”

“I really don’t have time for your tosh,” the woman replied. “We have work to do. Did you get the watch?”

“Is this about Mrs. Nelson?” Iris asked. 

“Olivia?” the woman laughed. “I should have known that she had gotten to you. Are you working with her? Is that why you aren’t talking to me?”

“I’m not working for anyone,” Iris replied. She was very confused by this woman and her requests, but something about her body language told her that the situation could get dangerous,

and she did not want to tick her off. As nervous as she was, Iris had decided that if she went with the woman, she might be able to find the watch. However, she was not sure how she was going to tip off Parker and Kay, so that they knew where she went. She could always refuse the woman, but that might end up in violence and bring the group farther from the case. She had worked for the detective agency for a while now, and she had been looking for a way to contribute more to the cases for a while. Knowing that this might be her chance, Iris stepped closer to the other woman, keeping eye contact the entire time. “What can you offer me that Olivia can’t?”

“A chance to make millions,” the woman replied. “Do you have the watch?”

“No, not yet” Iris replied. “But I think that I know where to find it.”

“Then, let’s go,” the woman said. “We are
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