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No one, not even Fixer Valentina Simpson, understood just how insane, dark and twisted this simple case would make her.

Valentina just stared at the massive metal tin of freshly ground filter coffee on her large wooden desk, and she had no idea how the hell to respond. She rather liked how the metal tin of coffee made her large bright white office smell like a good coffee shop, but this wasn’t what she wanted.

The rich aromas of the freshly ground, slightly bitter coffee filled the entire office and Valentina was more than glad it wasn’t the cheap or burnt stuff that the coffee shop down the road served. It was even better that the coffee shop hadn’t burnt their beans for a few months because that was like living a nightmare when that happened.

No one liked the choking smell of burnt coffee beans.

Valentina just stared at the metal tin of filter coffee. The bright tin clearly said filter coffee instead of instant like she had told her dear, sexy husband to get from the wholesaler because it was cheaper. 

After a few moments Valentina looked up and smiled at her sexy beautiful husband, Noah. He looked great in his slightly dark blue business shirt that highlighted his lean insanely fit body without any hint of muscle or fat. His longish brown hair was parted to the right and his grin was to die for.

Valentina was never ever going to get tired of seeing his handsome face. Little did she realise she would lose him after this case. But the problem was he was grinning for the wrong reason, he had brought her the wrong coffee.

She stood up and laughed as she scanned her office for something she could use to cheer herself up with. The long line of oak, handcrafted bookshelves filled with history, mystery and nonfiction murder books filled the wall to her left but she couldn’t read right now.

Even the long line of ancient weapons, arson devices and swords lining the right-hand wall was nothing much. She wanted something that made her feel powerful, full of life and something that could distract her from the coffee problem.

She couldn’t believe she only had a little copper kettle on the wall closest to the frosted glass door to make coffee. She didn’t have anything to make filter coffee.

She flat out hated when this happened.

“We have a new case,” Noah said.

Valentina really liked the sound of his deep, sexy voice so she looked back at him and he was scrolling through his phone.

“Local politician’s being blackmailed by his son so he wants us to burn down the son’s girlfriend’s house as a gesture of power,” Noah said.

Valentina shrugged. It was a rather typical case but the wording was a little strange. She had no problem burning down people’s houses, businesses or cards for insurance money and to silence people. Yet targeting your own son’s loved one, that was a little extreme.

“Is the son an adult?” Valentina asked.

She almost smiled to herself. As long as the son was over 16 years old then she didn’t really care, often to Noah’s annoyance.

“Of course. I reject all the cases that don’t only include adults,” Noah said smiling.

Valentina wanted to tell him a lesson because they needed all the cases they could get their hands on with mortgage rates going up, but she did love him. She loved how he was principled, logical and often kept her on a so-called sane leash.

Valentina sat back down at her desk and got a small tealight out of one of the drawers, she lit it and placed it on the desk. She liked watching the pretty little flame dance, get brighter and the beautiful shades of red and orange and yellow changed constantly.

Fire was almost as beautiful as Noah.

“I wish you didn’t do that,” Noah said. 

“My obsession with fire is how we met and I love it and you love me. Fire is pretty and it is an effective tool for our work. Tell me more about the client,” Valentina said.

Valentina smiled as she saw Noah nervously scroll through his phone. She always liked to leave Noah to do the techy bits because she always preferred the more practical aspects of the job.

Like the firesetting.

“Local politician Head of Canterbury Council, Sebastian Thorn aged 52 and owner of three main hotel chains in the local area. As corrupt as you would expect, people pay him tens of thousands to approve building plans that benefit them and not the local community,”

Valentina shrugged. She admitted this was bad but helping someone like him wasn’t something she was going to lose sleep over. She would probably just donate a few thousand to a local homeless charity anyway.

“The son is Henry Thorn, recent university graduate of Politics and International Relations. Publicly disagrees with his father and his girlfriend loves him dearly. Both of their social medias are filled with loving pictures of each other,”

“Just like us,” Valentina said looking away from the burning tealight.

Valentina stood up. Everything seemed to be standard and understandable. It was a simple father and son disagreement and the father wanted to punish Henry. It wasn’t that bad.

But the blackmail was a problem.

As much as Valentina flat out hated doing more work than needed, she had to make sure Sebastian wasn’t crossing any of her red lines. She had to know for sure that he wasn’t harming children (well, under 16s), abusing anyone in any physical form and he wasn’t committing any sex crimes.

If he was then everything would change.

And considering all Valentina wanted in the entire world was to go out and get some instant coffee, she seriously hoped he wasn’t. 
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Of all the things that could have happened and of all the things Sebastian could have been doing with his life, Valentina flat out couldn’t understand why the hell he had to be selling female refugees to rich, snobbish idiots. 

Valentina opened up the metal tin of filter coffee, stuck her nose in it and took a deep wonderful breath. She had wanted to down an entire mug of coffee and enjoy the wonderful bitter, burning-acid taste of the strong coffee on her tongue. 

But this was the best she could get for now and Valentina needed it.

Valentina paced around her office whilst beautiful, clever Noah sat on her desk swinging his feet reading her the information. He was beyond brilliant at finding out information that she had no idea how the hell he did it.

Noah was brilliant because he always knew what terms to search, who to ask questions to and what computer system to subtly hack into. He was perfect and Valentina was so going to reward him in bed later on.

Valentina looked longingly at her small copper kettle filled with water. She had filled it right to the top so as soon as Noah got back with the coffee she could have had a mug. 

That still wasn’t happening and Valentina so badly wanted to rectify that.

The refugees had to come first though.

“I have bank transactions showing Sebastian pays the people at Border Force to make the women go missing then the buyers pay Seb in turn,”

“Is it enough for legal proof?” Valentina asked not actually caring about the justice system at all.

She had given up on the justice system when a jury had found her parents not guilty of child abuse when she was 16. Her entire life could have been different if that dumb jury hadn’t been easily manipulated.

“Not really. We can only prove there are payments and we have blackmail photos on Seb’s hard drive after Henry emailed them to him but I don’t like our chances of 100% proofing they’re linked. At least in the eyes of the law,”

“This is why I like burning people alive and listening to their screams,” Valentina said.

“Babe,” Noah said partly shocked. “Remember how this works in this situation, we need to make sure we only kill a single person that causes this entire operation to unravel,”

Valentina rolled her eyes and she looked away from her copper kettle. Of course Noah was right, like he always was about everything (except the difference between filter and instant coffee) so she needed to kill Seb and Seb alone.

No one else could die.

“Fine then,” Valentina said going over to him. “Bring up Seb’s home address, place of business and his most profitable hotel,”

Noah did as he was told and Valentina couldn’t deny Seb had great taste in property. His home was a massive Victorian mansion with very burnable wood covering the outside, there were lots of floor-to-ceiling windows that would reflect the pretty light of the flames perfectly and it was a great house.

She didn’t really like his place of business because it was all metal, cold and isolated. That wouldn’t be very fun to burn and no one else would be able to enjoy the stunning fire as it engulfed the building.

Even the most profitable hotel was a little... average in her opinion. Sure it was beautiful with a massive restaurant, glass windows and a sort of Belgium countryside look that appealed to a lot of people. But it wouldn’t be very fun to burn and it reminded her too much of her foster mum’s house.

She just couldn’t deface something so nice as that. It would be burning and hurting the one woman that tried to help her after she ran away.

“We go after the home,” Valentina said. “We need to make sure Seb’s at home alone and that he can’t hurt anyone else,”

“I’m impressed,” Noah said standing up. “I normally get a long psychotic lecture about how great a house is to burn,”

“I thought I would spare you this one time beautiful,” Valentina said kissing her sexy husband on the lips.

She seriously loved the warm feeling of his lips against hers. And partly all she wanted to do was rub her hands all over him as a thank you for getting all this information.

Yet they had a job to do and innocent people to save. 
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The awful hints of oranges, lemons and bleach jerked me away from the story was Valentina paused for a moment as if she was actually showing emotion for the first time since entering the room. She looked so calm, so peaceful and sad after a moment.

She wasn’t struggling and I couldn’t understand why she wasn’t even playing around with her hand- or legcuffs anymore. She was simply sitting there on the horrible metal chairs like the rest of us.

Olivia was paying attention now at least like she was finally okay enough to be a real person and not some empty shell like she had been for the past hour, and even Lydia seemed a little more normal. I still didn’t want to talk to her anymore.

Yet the problem was Valentina’s story was that it both matched and seriously didn’t match the official records. The prison and court records clearly said that this was some kind of delusion because former clients of Valentina always said she was evil, psychotic and completely insane.

Some people even said that the husband was in fear for his life most of the time and a week before his death he had contacted a divorce lawyer. Yet he skipped the appointment so there was no divorce in the works.

I can understand what had happened in that regard because it shows that him and Valentina really did love each other more
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