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Retired Detective Kendra O’Connor had always enjoyed the amazing work of therapists, and they had seriously helped her more times than she cared to admit after the loss of friends, partners and witnesses that she had failed to protect. Thankfully, all those losses were still in the single figures but over the decades they certainly added up to a heavy burden.

Thankfully there were amazing therapists to help people through these difficult times.

Yet Kendra had to admit as she went into the beautifully decorated conservatory with floor-to-ceiling windows forming the walls and thick wooden beams forming the stunning roof and a few pillars for support, she couldn’t deny private therapy spaces were certainly getting more cosy since she had last been to therapy.

She really liked the therapy space’s white tile floors that had a hint of gold running through them to make them feel less clinical. There was a large coffee table made from walnut wood and it was just such a great little feature.

Kendra had always loved her own coffee table at home with her husband but she had never considered how a simple brown coffee table could add such texture and depth to a room. She hated how her husband might be right about her watching too many interior design programmes. 

Kendra just smiled to herself as the weird hints of bleach, dust and damp filled her senses, leaving the strange taste of stupidly dry chicken on her tongue like how her mother used to cook. Her mother seriously couldn’t cook to save her life.

A gentle autumn breeze blew through the conservatory and Kendra was glad it wasn’t too cold nor too warm. It was just right for a day of investigating and at least there were two large neutral-coloured sofas for her to sit on.

They looked rather new and very maintained but Kendra just knew the therapist murder victim was a great woman that only wanted to help make her clients feel as comfortable as possible.

Mrs Helen Carter was a 50-year-old psychotherapist that had worked in the NHS most of her life before her parents died and left her and her husband a ton of money. Then Helen set up her own private practice and she was thriving by providing people affordable psychological care.

She had helped a ton of people over the past decade but one night the husband had popped out to get a takeaway and when he came home Helen was dead. There were no traces of a murder so it was ruled a suicide until two weeks ago when someone called the police with “new evidence”. The police never found the caller so the case went cold again.

It was amazing cases like these that made Kendra proud to be a member of the Cold Case Task force dedicated to solving London’s most twisted, impossible and evil cold cases.

Kendra really wanted to solve this one but her best friends still hadn’t turned up.

“My driving was fine,” 

Kendra laughed as she saw her two best friends in the entire world come into the conservatory. Retired Officer Patricia Nelson looked as beautiful as always in some black trousers, a white blouse and a very nice rose gold necklace that somehow managed to take ten years off her.

And Kendra was so glad to see she had her black laptop bag like always. She still had no idea how 70-year-old something Patricia had better computer skills than her grandchildren, but at least it meant Kendra didn’t have to use the damn things.

Then Kendra smiled at Retired Detective Jeff Long who looked as smart as always with his long black business suit. He might have certainly looked his age but Kendra still loved him as a friend, but she couldn’t understand the slight tension between them.

“What’s wrong?” Kendra asked.

Pataricia just smiled. “You know there’s road work on the hill where we live taking us onto the motorway. Well this smartass decided he would drive us here using country roads. And let me tell you my car isn’t built for country roads and it seriously isn’t built for driving across fields in the interest of shortcuts, Hun,”

Jeff laughed. “Maybe that wasn’t my finest moment,”

Kendra just shook her head. Even after all these years she still couldn’t understand how Pat and Jeff could get into weird adventures, but they were amazing together and she would always treasure them. They really were something special.

“You both read the case file?” Kendra asked.

“Of course Hun,” Pat said, “and has anything been touched since the murder?”

“No,” Kendra said, “not a single thing has been moved since the murder three years ago. Even the husband doesn’t really come in here even on really nice days,”

“That’s awful,” Jeff said. “I can’t find anything the original detectives did wrong on the case. It looked like suicide if you take out the husband,”

“Why was the husband taken out?” Kendra asked knowing it wasn’t clear from the case files.

“Hun, there was no evidence tying anyone to the crime and the GPS in his car and the CCTV footage in the takeaway shop checked out. They both show he wasn’t at the house at the time of the murder,”

Kendra nodded. It made sense because out of everything she had read about the marriage, it seemed perfect or maybe a little too perfect.

“Have you got the CCTV footage?” Kendra asked Pat.

Pat nodded as she sat down on the sofa and turned on her laptop resting it on the coffee table. Kendra watched as Pat pulled up the footage and Kendra had to admit it looked exactly like the husband.

“Run this footage through one of your programmes please to see if it’s been faked or something,” Kendra said.

Pat just laughed and Kendra smiled too. She always liked having a friend with access to illegal computer programmes that a mere citizen really shouldn’t have had. 

“Confirmed, everything checks out. This is the husband at the takeaway at the time of the murder, Hun,”

Kendra rolled her eyes and looked at Jeff who was inspecting the other sofa as that was where the body was found.

Kendra went over to him and from what she remembered in the case file the body was found with a single stab wound to the chest and then the body was positioned like she was sleeping on the sofa. 

It certainly wasn’t a normal position for a victim to be in and Kendra couldn’t help but realise that the killer believed they had time to focus on the presentation of the body. She had seen a lot of killers in her active career and even more as a Retired Detective but this made no sense.

How would the killer know they would have time to position the body?

“Hey,” Kendra said, “what if the killer wasn’t only watching the house but they had help as well to keep the husband away?”

Jeff shook his head. “Damn it,”

“Actually Hun that theory might be correct,” Pat said. “I checked the roads, phone logs for the takeaway the night of the murder and I checked the surrounding area for any crime reports,”

“Did you find something?” Jeff asked.

“Yes Hun, the phone logs were a bust and the traffic was perfectly okay but the husband would have been delayed by five minutes. There was a 999 caller of a wife beater in the area and the description matched the husband perfectly,”

“Only delayed by five minutes? I presume the police caught the husband and checked his story,” Jeff said.

Kendra nodded. She was surprised the cops didn’t just arrest him under caution just to be on the safe side.

Kendra paced round the conservatory a few times.

“Maybe Hun that’s what the killer wanted but police records show the officers released the husband because he was able to confirm he didn’t live at the address the police officers wanted and they did not believe him to be a wife beater,”

“At least they were right about that,” Kendra said.

Kendra was surprised the killer would go to so much trouble just to make sure the husband wasn’t home. The killer had to be extremely clever, evil and such a foul person to want to do all of this.

“What about her clients?” Jeff asked.

“All checked out,” Kendra said. “She mainly helped people who don’t meet NHS requirements, so basically anyone who isn’t suicidal. She mainly treated people with relationship difficulties, trauma and abuse,”

Kendra coughed a little as she got a massive whiff of the horrible bleach and dust combination. It was such a horrible smell but that wonderful cool breeze was really nice. 

“The clients all had alibis too Hun,”

“What about,” Kendra said looking at Jeff, “this was done by a rejected client? What if someone came to Helen for help and she rejected them for some reason? Maybe she didn’t have the knowledge to help them, maybe she was too full and maybe she was just too busy,”

“That’s a good point,” Jeff said, “I don’t remember seeing a rejection list in the case file,”

“That’s because the original cops didn’t take it Hun,” Pat said, “but I know Helen backed up everything online and she actually kept a folder of rejected clients in case this happened and in case her schedule was freed up so she could contact them,”

“How many names?” Kendra asked.

“Way too many,” 

Kendra went over and she forced her mouth not to drop at the sheer sight of all the rejected people. She knew there was a mental health crisis going on but this was unreal and extreme. She had no idea this many people felt the need to go private because they just wanted to improve their lives but there was no other way for them to get help.

“I’ll cross-reference the names of these clients with the police databases and my own special programmes to see if something pops up,” Pat said.

“Do we want to know where these programmes came from?” Jeff asked.

Kendra just shook her head. “Probably not but that’s why we’re retired. A lot less rules and paperwork and the legality
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