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Retired detective Kendra O’Connor shivered as she sat down on the oddly cool brown wooden chair in the brand-new hippy coffee shop that her best friends in the entire world had recommended for their meeting today. She wasn’t exactly a massive fan of the place, and everything was just odd about it. 

Kendra normally didn’t mind beautifully modern cafes with massive floor-to-ceiling windows that allowed her to people-watch. Even now she could see three young families wrapped up in thick black coats preparing to cross the wide London street outside. There were black cabs driving up and down, white mason houses lining the road with Halloween decorations outside and even a very ambitious red double-decker bus was preparing to drive down the road. Kendra had no idea if the bus was going to be able to drive down the road, even with it being so wide but it was great to see that London was as busy as always.

She didn’t have a single problem with those windows and people watching. She loved watching other people.

Kendra shivered a little more as she pressed her back into the chair and the icy coldness of the wood shot into her ageing back. Maybe this café was meant for young people that didn’t feel the cold.

Kendra smiled at that little idea. She wasn’t that old, regardless of whatever her wonderful children said, she was only in her late sixties and she was going to keep being apart of the London Cold Case Taskforce. She loved helping to solve London’s toughest, most extreme and impossible cold cases.

The sound of young men and women talking and laughing made Kendra smile as she saw them across the café. There were tons of little brown wooden tables with posh menus and a golden light bulb shining over each one. 

Kendra couldn’t help but smile at the sheer elegance of the café. It was still odd for a coffee shop but the sheer black walls, brown countertops on the far side of the café and gentle jazz music playing in the background really did make Kendra feel great.

Something she didn’t doubt she was going to need as she met with her best friends retired detective Jeff Long and retired officer Patricia Nelson for one of their most extreme cases yet.

Olivia Holmes had disappeared five years ago after going out with a group of five friends in Soho. She had been partying the night away, laughing and she had been helping two of her friends and two strangers find cabs so they could get home safely. 

Kendra really liked Olivia because all her friends had said she had stayed behind after all of them had gone home because she wanted to help a young man get home. The young man had been cleared after a thorough police investigation, so Kendra was just amazed Olivia was such a kind person.

The next day she had been found mutilated and murdered in a horrific way. Kendra had no idea from the photos and police report that Olivia was a transwoman, not that it actually mattered, but it was clearly important to the killer. So many female characteristics had been pulled, chopped and sewed into mocking places on Olivia’s body had Kendra had cried when she first read the case file last night.

Even now Kendra shivered again and again.

“You okay hun?” a woman asked.

Kendra smiled and she got up and hugged her best friend Patricia Nelson. Kendra loved Patricia like a sister and she was looking as beautiful as always. Kendra never could understand how a seventy-something-year-old woman could look so young in a long white dress, black shoes and a small jacket like she was going to a club or something.

“Afternoon ladies,” Jeff Long said as he sat down next to them. Kendra cocked her head as she looked at Jeff because he was wearing a black business suit and a white shirt like he was going to a funeral or something.

“Who died?” Kendra asked wanting to know if Jeff was going to be okay. 

Jeff grinned. “No one. The bloody washing machine packed up three days ago. The wife called the company about the warranty but they’re packed. So I’m running out of clothes, unless it gets fixed today I’m going to have to wear my wedding suit tomorrow,”

Kendra smiled. That was typical Jeff Long. There was always something going wrong but Kendra really did love him for that.

Patricia waved over a waitress and they all ordered three mugs of pumpkin spiced lattes, and Kendra was so looking forward to the wonderful taste of bitter coffee on her tongue and sweet aroma of caramel and pure sugar. She loved coffee.

“So the Olivia Holmes case,” Jeff Long said.

“Bloody disgusting what the bastard did to her,” Kendra said. 

Patricia looked at Jeff and they both nodded. Kendra doubted her two best friends were transphobes so she couldn’t understand what the look was about.

Patricia leant forward and placed a gentle hand on Kendra’s. “Hun, we know about your... grandson? Yeah I think that’s right, if this is too personal then it’s okay. We can solve the case without you,”

Kendra wanted to say something but she couldn’t force the words out and a lump formed in her throat. It was only two weeks ago that her grand... son (she was still getting used to the new terms) that came out as trans and she was still adjusting. She loved her grandson and Arlo was a beautiful chosen name. She was always going to support him but seeing what transphobes and other monsters could do to wonderful trans people was hard.

Kendra just wanted to nail the bastard that murdered Olivia so at least her grandson could be safe. 

“I’ll be fine thanks. Let’s just catch the sod so no one else has to die,” Kendra said really loving her friends for their support.

“Okay then,” Jeff said thanking the waitress as she came over and gave them all their mugs of coffee. “We know that Olivia was helping drunk people the night she was killed. It wasn’t the young man that she helped that killed her and I don’t really see any gaps in the police work,”

“Exactly,” Kendra said. She always liked it when the police were thorough because it meant the case was going to be interesting, fun and impossible to solve.

Patricia reached under the table and got her laptop out of a bag that Kendra hadn’t even noticed she had brought in. Kendra was always amazed how great Patricia was on a laptop. She doubted there was anything Patricia couldn’t find on the internet.

“The suspects were all cleared huns,” Patricia said. “The police spoke to every single person that Olivia helped that night and all of them only said how much they liked her,”

“What about personal life?” Kendra asked. “She was trans so any family conflict? Any online abuse or hate or attacks?” 

Even just admitting that trans people could be attacked so easily without any good reason made Kendra shake a little. She forced herself to take a deep breath of the wonderfully spiced coffee and she focused.

She had to solve the case.

“Na hun. All of her family loved her, they were all adjusting and they made a few mistakes but Olivia never got mad. And everything was fine. No abuse, no hate, no attacks,” 

Kendra nodded. It was such a myth that a trans person would get mad if you got something wrong, but it was good to know that Olivia’s family was great towards her.

“What did she do outside of clubbing?” Jeff asked.

“She,” Kendra said remembering her research from last night, “was a university student at Kings studying Politics and Sociology. She was a first-class student, actually she did have one run-in with a lecturer over anti-trans comments but that was something the police looked into and that was fine,”

“Agreed,” Patricia said. “The lecturer was given a quick gender course and the lecturer became a little more pro-trans. He even covered why trans is actually a natural part of gender expression in a lecture,”

Kendra nodded. That was actually rather cool. She laughed and rolled her eyes, she couldn’t believe she was spending so much time with her grandchildren that they were making her use words like “cool”.

“So no one from the university, no one from the night out. Who could have killed her?” Jeff asked.

Kendra wrapped her hands around the wonderfully warm mug of spiced latte and she couldn’t help but wonder if they were trying to overcomplicate it. Maybe this really was just another trans murder. One of the hundreds of murders all around the world each year just because someone was transgender.

There didn’t have to be any other reason. To some disgusting people simply being trans was reason enough to kill them.

Kendra flat out hated that idea but she was a former cop. She had to go there.

“What about other trans murders?” Kendra asked looking at Patricia. “Look up all trans murders in London in the past six years,”

“Why six?” Jeff asked after taking a sip of his coffee.

“Because our killer might have started a year before and continued,” Kendra said wanting Patricia to hurry up as her fingers danced across the keyboard.

Patricia frowned. “How many trans murders? That’s stupid,”

Kendra wanted to say something but she couldn’t. There were no words for all the trans murders that happened in London of all places every single year like clockwork. The only word that remotely described what she was feeling was outrage.

“Any patterns that link to Olivia’s murder?” Jeff asked.

“Yes hun. Every single year on the same day as Olivia’s murder there was another trans murder and it follows a pattern. A transwoman dies, then the next year it’s a transman then a non-binary person then the cycle starts again,”

“How the hell does a killer find such specific people?” Kendra asked. “The trans community is such a minority of the population, something like 0.5%. I just don’t understand,”

“I do,” Jeff said taking out his phone and searching something on it. 

As much as Kendra flat out hated how Jeff typed with his two fingers, she couldn’t deny how excited and scared she was for what he was going to show them. Jeff never used his phone (because he couldn’t work it half the time) but when he did use it. She knew he meant business.

A few moments later Jeff passed her his phone and Kendra just shook her head in utter outrage as she read the website listing all the transgender people in London. There was a members area where someone could add photos, addresses and personal information of trans people once they were identified.

Kendra looked at the web address of the website. TargetTransUnited was the name and Kendra understood instantly that this was a website dedicated to making trans people easy to target.

Jeff used the search function on the website to find Olivia Holmes and there was a “Success” blog post on her murder. Kendra wanted to be sick, this was outrageous and cruel and beyond twisted.

“Is this enough to get the active detectives involved huns?” 

Kendra wasn’t sure. Whenever the cold case taskforce had “solved” a crime they were meant to report it to the active detectives so the official active-duty police officers could arrest and continue the case (including doing all the awful paperwork) but she just wasn’t sure this was enough.

“We might have found the website but we don’t have a name for the killer,” Kendra said. 

“Let me,” Patricia said, her fingers
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