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“I love you,” 

Ellena Adams just listened to her front door slam shut as her beautiful, sweet, kind son Leon headed off to meet up with some university friends for the first time since The Event. She really hoped the freshly painted white doorframe wasn’t chipped by the slam, but she didn’t care.

She just wanted, needed her beautiful child to be okay. Granted he was twenty years old but he was home for the easter holidays and Ellena was still really excited that he was here for a few more weeks, before heading up to Manchester again for his studies. 

Ellena seriously didn’t like the awful oak dining chairs that her husband Steven had brought last week. They were cold, lumpy and she could have sworn there was a knot of wood stabbing her in the bum. It wasn’t nice and she was so getting Steven to look at these damn chairs later on.

But she wasn’t really that worried about the chairs though. She was a lot more worried about Leon, her sweet little boy she should just wanted to wrap up, cuddle and protect from the harshness of the world. 

Ellena tapped her fingers against her ice cold mug of mint tea that Leon had made for her this morning. He was always doing sweet stuff like that. He always got up before her and Steven so he made them tea, breakfast and sometimes brought the morning newspaper for them. Leon had done that since he was twelve and he was still doing it now.

She really did love him. Leon was the best kid she ever could have asked for.

She looked around her perfect dining room and she almost didn’t like anything of it today, because of what Leon had just said about The Event and what it meant for her little boy.

Normally Ellena really liked the bright white sterile walls of the dining room, because it contrasted all her bright, colourful family photos so well. She had taken Leon, Steven and Leon’s brother Jeremy all over the world as kids. She wanted to explore the world, have fun and see that there was so much more to the world than England. It was why she took them to New Zealand, New York and France and everywhere in between.

She moved heaven and Earth to give her kids everything she never had as a kid.

And still it wasn’t enough.

And still a horrible man and woman had interfered with her little precious son, so he was having panic attacks, body dysphoria and hating himself.

They were going to pay and they were going to die.

The weak, sweet aroma of the mint tea made Ellena focus back on the family photos. Leon was smiling, laughing and giggling like a crazy child in all of them. He was happy and even though he had just told her what had happened, she couldn’t remember the last time he had smiled.

It was at least a week ago considering that was when The Event happened. 

Ellena had told Leon that she loved him, she was here for him and she would make sure he was safe forever. Of course sweet Leon didn’t actually know what she meant by that but that was what Ellena loved about her family.

No one actually knew she had skills and connections. She had started off making the family think she was a housewife for a joke but she worked for some criminals, some gangs and whoever else was willing to pay for information.

If someone wanted information, they came to her and she got it for them.

Finding out who the man and woman were shouldn’t have been that hard.

Ellena smiled to herself as she stood up, downed her awfully cold mint tea and she was half-tempted to make a fresh mug but she just wanted, needed to find out who hurt her little boy. They needed to die and pay and suffer for what they did.

Ellena went through the living room and she smiled at the delicious hints of French toast, cinnamon and vanilla (something she had made for Leon as he told her what had happened) and she went upstairs.

The loud cracking and moving of each step made Ellena want to tell Steven off for slacking on his duties. But he was working hard at the local FedEx hub so she supposed she needed to cut him some slack.

Oh God. Ellena forced herself not to stop as she went up the stairs, she had no idea how she was going to tell Steven about what happened, Leon wanted her to do it but how could she? She was focusing on killing the bastards so she didn’t have to say or think about the act itself.

She wasn’t sure she could say it out loud to Steven. Not since Steven loved Leon so, so much as a stepdad.

Ellena shivered as she hooked a right and went into her little private office.

The rich aromas of coffee, recycled air with that warm tang from computer vents and rich hot chocolate filled the office. Ellena realised she seriously needed to clean in here at some point but right now she had a job to do.

She picked up a large pile of papers from her black leather desk chair from a recent gang case she was working, and she fired up her computer. It vibrated, hummed and roared to life and she just grinned.

It was time to get the bastards.

She kept grinning as the perfectly warm and supportive desk chair hugged her body like how her mother had done as a kid when the bullying had gotten really, really bad. She took a deep breath of the chocolate, coffee air and she set to work.

Leon had downloaded a dating app because he wanted to look for some hook-up sex, something he had never done before and wanted to try it. Ellena wasn’t impressed he didn’t tell her what app he was using but he downloaded it when connected to the house Wi-Fi.

She accessed their Wi-Fi and searched all the downloads. She laughed as she scrolled through pages upon pages of Jeremy’s porn. He had some interesting tastes for sure and she wasn’t sure she even approved of most of them, but one problem at a time.

After a few moments, Ellena found the app, Clickers, and she read up on the app through her criminal network. It turned out to be a very good, respectful app that was filled with perfectly normal people just wanting hook-ups or to find real, genuine relationships.

Ellena could respect that but she couldn’t respect some idiots wanting to use the app as a hunting ground. She was going to gut them herself at this rate.

She focused on the internet usage for that specific app and she noticed Leon had spoken to a hell of a lot of people. And she crossed her legs as she read some of the messages, she had no idea her son was such a flirt and he was clearly looking for sex.

Her heart pounded in her chest. Her breathing turned rapid. Sweat poured off her.

Ellena looked away for a minute and she focused on her office. 

She focused on the coffee, chocolate smell of the air. The humming and roaring of her high-powered computers and she liked the taste of warm chocolate cake on her tongue.

She was safe and okay and nothing was going to hurt her. Ellena shivered as it had been ages since she had even remotely remembered and thought about her own close calls when she was 18 and 20, she was a cute girl and people liked that it turned out.

And it wasn’t like Ellena expected Leon to be a virgin or never date. She knew he did. Ellena loved having Leon and his girlfriends round over the years because he always found the sweetest, cutest girls ever.

Ellena focused back on the computer and skipped towards the very last person he had been messaging on the app. And the tone was slightly different, Ellena didn’t doubt Leon hadn’t realised it because he was horny and looking for sex.

But Ellena had been hunting down information for way too long not to notice subtle shifts in conversations. This user, CatGirl99, was wanting sex but the user was being careful.

The other users hinted at their positions, their likes and dislikes and they always shared small amounts of personal information. 

This user didn’t.

Ellena hacked into the app’s databases and focused more on the user. She was surprised the user was one of the oldest on the app, going back five years, and whenever the user found someone to Click with, that Clicked person never used the app again.

They deactivated their
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