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Olivia Cotton couldn’t bloody believe how hot, sticky and disgusting she felt as she sat at her small kitchen table. She normally liked the wonderfully smooth, exotic and expensive wooden chairs she had imported from Asia but today they were simply awful. The extreme heat had caused the wood to twist and warp and she hated the damn things.

The awful chair felt uncomfortable, warm and pieces of wood stuck into her body at all angles. She just wanted to finish her piping-hot mug of coffee, just like she did every single morning without fail, and crack on with her day. 

Olivia flicked through the wide range of colourful, glossy magazines on her dining table. They actually looked good set against its warped wooden surface and the colours contrasted each other rather well.

Most of the magazines were gossip columns her teenager daughters, Amy and Sascha, loved talking about until late at night between themselves and their friends. Olivia didn’t really understand the appeal but her sweet, beautiful girls were happy so that’s all she cared about.

Olivia wiped a large drop of sweat off her forehead. She had told her damn husband Ben that he needed to bring the fans down from the loft, but did he listen? No.

The bloody idiot never did and now she was paying for it. Ben was probably in is nice, air-conditioned corner office at his high price law firm and she was stuck here sweating.

She was so going to punish him later on. She just had no idea how.

Olivia swirled her piping-hot coffee in her hands, hating the awful warmth that pulsed into her body. She didn’t want heat, she wanted, needed something to cool her down. 

The bitter, rich aroma of perfectly roasted coffee filled her senses and she supposed things could have been worse. She still had the entire day to visit her parents at the care home before she did her volunteering shift reading to the elderly.

Then she could come home, help her girls with their homework before helping Ben with his speech for tomorrow’s so-called big presentation. It was going to be a busy day but Olivia loved it.

She loved helping people, doing good and helping to make the world a better place.  

A picture smashed off the wall.

Olivia jerked up and went across her large dining room over to the broken family picture that had fallen off a large wooden beam near her French patio doors. She couldn’t believe it had expanded and cracked this morning.

The damn builder, Ben and her own father had warned her about getting a wooden doorframe instead of a plastic one but she had really liked how artistic, unique and rustic it made her home look.

Now she knew she was going to pay for it.

Someone knocked on the door.

Olivia rolled her eyes. All she wanted was to have a nice relaxing morning coffee before she went to the care home on her day-off. She didn’t need endless distractions, especially on a day as hot as this one.

She forced her way through the intense, draining, disgusting heat into the living room where she noticed another two photos had fallen down and a pack of Ben’s magazines covered the floor.

Olivia coughed at the bitter aroma of Ben’s uneaten burnt toast that she still hadn’t put in the dishwasher, and she opened the front door.

Hints of smoke, weed and bonfire filled the boiling hot air as Olivia stepped out into the wall of heat. She wasn’t expecting to see three tall young men in black business suits.

The three men only frowned at her and gave her a sheet of paper. She opened it.

“This is a statement saying you’re two days from your house being repossessed,” one of the men said but they all looked the same so she didn’t know who.

Olivia shook her head. This couldn’t be happening. Her money might have been for holidays and paying the food bills, but Ben always paid the bills on time. Surely?

She read the formal letter over and over and the businessmen were right. Ben hadn’t paid the rent for four months and they had already served three warning letters and emailed ben twice.

Olivia wanted to doubt the men, doubt what was happening but it was all possible. Way too possible, because she never ever opened Ben’s letters. It wasn’t her business and she loved Ben, so she would always trust him.

“How much?” Olivia asked.

She noticed each of the men looked at each other and frowned and it was like they were silently trying to work out who was going to tell her.

“How much?” Olivia asked wiping the sweat from her forehead.

“A hundred thousand,” the man said closest to her.

Olivia nodded, thanked them and just shook her head as she closed the door. She hated how her clothes stuck to her skin with a thin layer of sweat bonding it together.

She flat out didn’t want to believe Ben hadn’t been paying the bills, but if she was really honest with herself then Ben could have done this all. He had been quieter lately, he had been working a lot later and he had been happier at home. 

Yet he hadn’t seen the girls lately, he hadn’t been a father lately and he hadn’t been a good husband lately either. Olivia had wanted to go out, have date nights and talk to him about everything and nothing.

He hadn’t wanted to do any of it.

Olivia felt against the burning hot metal door as she realised what was truly going on here.

Her husband was seeing another woman.
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Olivia had absolutely no idea why she wore the disgusting, hot, sticky yellow rubber gloves that stupid Ben had brought her as a joke a few years ago. She went into his private office and she just had to know what the hell was going on here.

The small boxroom of an office smelt damp, stuffy and way too warm that seemed to make the air burn her lungs with every breath. Olivia just wanted to be done, she wanted to know the truth and she wanted to make sure she could keep her precious girls safe.

Olivia rather liked the floor-to-ceiling bookcase against the wall to her left filled with various legal textbooks in black, blue and red leather bindings. Olivia wasn’t a fan of the newspaper clippings, she really hoped her husband wasn’t trying to solve an unsolved murder or something. She didn’t want a killer coming after him. 

Then she realised they were simply clippings of his high-profile wins against other big companies. He was a corporate lawyer by trade and hearing what other companies did to each other and their workers only made her hate them even more.

Big companies certainly weren’t good people.

Olivia went to the right of the office and ignored the beautiful view of their large garden with entire beds of roses, tulips and lilies. And she turned on the computer that wasn’t password protected or anything.

She stopped herself for a moment because her skin itched in sweat and at the memory of how angry, rageful and so close to hitting her Ben had been when she had come here in to clean five years ago.

She had never done it again and she didn’t want to be here now but she still couldn’t afford to lose the house, especially for the sake of the girls.

The air seemed to get even hotter as the memory of Ben threatening her, shouting at her and motioning what he was going to do. But Olivia took a calming hot breath and she smiled.

She was going to move heaven and Earth to make sure her girls were not homeless. She was not being a failure of a mother, a failure of a protector and a failure as a part-time housewife.

Olivia had worked way too much on this house from the kitchen to the garden to the loft to lose it. She had to find a way to keep it, there was no other choice.  

“Access emails,” Olivia said knowing the computer responded to voice commands.

A moment later Ben’s emails appeared on the screen and it took her a few moments to understand what she was looking at. She had expected to see the emails from companies demanding bill payments, work emails and silly promotions emails from companies no one signed up for but they still managed to get your email address.

None of that was on this account.

Instead Olivia could only see emails from two addresses. One was a website with stocks and purchases of something she didn’t know, and the second address belonged to a woman’s name.

Olivia clicked on the woman’s email address and cocked her head as she realised these weren’t flirty emails. Ben and this woman, Sandra, weren’t having an affair. Ben was buying weapons and porn and a ton more porn.

Olivia read more and more and her stomach tightened into a painful knot. It seemed that Ben was buying weapons for himself, he was sending money to a company so they could buy weapons for themselves in exchange for shitloads of rather hardcore porn. 

No wonder Ben hadn’t wanted to do anything with her lately. She couldn’t compete with this content.

And even worse, it was generated by artificial intelligence so Olivia guessed that whatever situation or type of porn Ben wanted, Sandra could create it for him.

That’s why he kept spending so much money with Sandra because she could give him the most extreme and perfect and mind blowing experience in his life. 

Olivia hated it as her stomach twisted into a painful knot, sweat made her hair clump together and she felt so dirty. She kept reading because she wanted to find out more about these weapons and that’s when her life changed forever.

The weapons were never really mentioned in the emails except from one time when Sandra was making fun of Ben. She asked him how he felt about his money funding pro-Russian terrorists in former Soviet states.

Ben was fine with it as long as she kept giving him what he wanted. The porn production had only increased after that email and Ben had only increased his money more and more.

Olivia forwarded the emails to herself but she covered her tracks, made sure everything was exactly as it was before she had come in and she went to leave the office.

But she couldn’t.

She couldn’t leave Ben to live his life like this. This wasn’t right, fair or just. She didn’t really care about the porn addiction because he could get help, they could talk and they could go to couples therapy.

The weapons were another matter.

She had studied history, politics and international relations at university to Masters’ level. Her mother had been a news reporter during the fall of the Soviet union and her father had lost three friends because of Russia.

And her husband was helping their supporters.

That was something she couldn’t allow to stand and Olivia just wanted Ben to pay more than anything. He had already failed her with fans, failed her to clean up his burnt toast and now they were going to lose the house because of his porn addiction.

And tons of innocent people were going to die because of these weapons.

Ben had to pay, suffer and maybe die.

Olivia just had no idea what to do.

No idea at all.
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Olivia threw yet another damn letter on her warped dining table as the electric and gas companies were



























[image: ]









































[image: ]
























d2d_images/cover.jpg
AUTHOR OF BETTIE ENGLISH PRIVATE EYE MYSTERIES

CONNOR

PROTECTION
THROUGH FIRE

A CRIME FICTION MYSTERY SHORT STORY





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





