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Retired Detective Kendra O’Connor had never really liked ancient, dilapidated hotels that were covered in dust, death and more cobwebs than she cared to think about. But as she sat in her favourite red leather booth in her favourite London café in the entire world, she couldn’t help but think about them.

She needed the information about the hotel for a cold case as she was a member of the Cold Case Task Force, a group of retired Met police detectives that solved London’s toughest, most impossible and twisted cold cases.

Kendra enjoyed the rows upon rows of little wooden tables that were lined neatly in the café. The café had changed a little in recent weeks because of a new owner so there were some weird new pieces of abstract art on the white walls that Kendra just couldn’t understand.

If she wanted to look at lines of blue and red and yellow paint all day she would have painted them herself. She didn’t need to buy the abstract rubbish for hundreds of pounds, it was just stupid.

The cute young male waiters in their new black uniforms were walking around confident and Kendra just couldn’t believe she was admiring people that were probably more than half her age. She was so going to have to tell her husband later on, they would probably just laugh about it like they always did.

Kendra wrapped her hands around the fantastically warm mug of strong bitter coffee and she took sips of the heavenly bitterly flavour. It washed down the incredible apricot Danish pastry she had just finished perfectly. She loved the café.

Kendra watched as groups of young mothers, fathers and elderly bingo players sat on different tables on the other side of the café. They were all talking like no tomorrow, they were smiling and laughing and giggling and Kendra loved seeing other people enjoying themselves.

Especially because she knew the next cold case she was going to try and solve with her two best friends was going to make her feel pretty numb inside.

Four years ago a construction crew were stalking the halls of a nearby London hotel that had been closed for twenty years. It had been shuddered, sealed and left abandoned for twenty years until a new company brought the land and wanted to knock it all down.

Yet the crew discovered a perfectly mummified corpse complete with bandages in one of the hotel rooms. 

Kendra hated how peaceful and relaxed the young woman’s body looked stretched out on the bed. Her name was Emma Oakley. There was no DNA, the woman’s blood had been drained and the entire case went cold within a month. It was simply impossible to investigate a crime that theoretically occurred in a locked building.

“And that’s why I don’t let you drive,” 

Kendra just laughed as she heard her best friend Retired Officer Patricia Nelson come into the café. She was impressed Pat was wearing black leggings, a beautiful pearl necklace and a white blouse that just somehow managed to work on her.

Kendra had always liked working with Pat, because she was amazing on computers, a brilliant person and she was just sensational to be around.

Then behind Pat was their unofficial boss of their team, retired detective Jeff Long who was wearing a soaking wet business suit with holes and tears in it. Clearly something had happened and Kendra really didn’t want to know because with Jeff it could have been anything.

“What happened?” Kendra asked knowing the urge was too much.

Pat shook her head. “Jeff wanted to pick me up today because the government thinks I am too old to drive now. I let Jeff drive me so within ten minutes of leaving my house we crash,”

“We didn’t crash,” Jeff said. “We simply hit some pavement, drove into a black metal fence and into a small ditch in a major London park,”

Kendra just laughed.

“Then Hun,” Pat said, “clever idiot over here decided he would get out the car and try and push the car out,”

“And I fell over instantly into some Stinging Nettles and branches and I ripped my suit,”

“The soaking wet part?” Kendra asked.

“Oh yeah, I went to go and get help but then a dog leapt out at me in the park, I jumped and I fell into a puddle,” Jeff said.

Kendra just laughed. That was brilliant and that was such a Jeff story, it really could only happen to him of all people.

“So that’s why we’re late Hun,” Pat said. “Any progress on the case?”

Kendra shook her head. “Original detectives were all good people I’ve worked with before if the case was easy then they would have solved it. The main issue is that we don’t know how the killer and the victim got into the hotel in the first place. And it’s wrecked now so we cannot go there,”

“Stupid judge decision to allow an active crime scene to be torn down,” Jeff said.

“Hun come on, the place was deemed forensically clean by the top three forensic scientists in the country. If there was anything left in the hotel we would have found it already,”

Kendra couldn’t agree more but the problem remained. So she looked at 70-something-year-old Patricia Nelson and smiled.

“You want me to bring up the blueprints don’t you?” Pat asked.

Kendra nodded and watched as Pat brought out her laptop and her fingers magically danced across the keyboard. Kendra was still amazed after all this time how brilliant Pat was on the computer.

Jeff leant forward. “We need to find out what entrances for the public and for maintenance there were at the hotel,”

“Really Hun? I hadn’t thought of that,”

Kendra really didn’t want her two best friends to start fighting but she could understand where Pat was coming from. This always happened between her and Jeff and Jeff was just a silly idiot some of the time.

Kendra waved over a cute male waiter and asked him to bring over some napkins and more mugs of coffee so Jeff could get warm and dry himself off.

“On the blueprint there were three entrances Hun,” Pat said. “It seems there was the main entrance for the public, the back entrance for staff and deliveries and an underground entrance for maintenance,”

“Okay,” Kendra said. “What happened to those entrances?”

Pat spun her laptop round and brought up photos of all three entrances before, during and after being sealed up with bricks. Then there were even more photos of the entrances on the day of the discovery of the body and the day the hotel was annihilated. The entrances were still sealed up.

Kendra nodded. That wasn’t what she wanted to find at all, she had wanted a break in the case but clearly this was going to be a hard problem to solve.

She took out her smartphone and dialled an old friend. “I’m calling retired Fire Chief Dawson to see if he knows anything,”

Kendra put the phone on speaker when he answered. “Hi Kendra, how are you? Hope those Cold Case lot are treating you well,”

“They are thanks,” Kendra said. “You’re On Speaker with Jeff Long and Patricia Nelson,”

“Hi Max,” Pat said. “How’s the wife and grandchildren?”

Kendra was shocked Pat actually knew the old Fire Chief for London, not a lot of people did from inside the police.

“Little Shaun went in for his final operation last week and it looks like the brain tumour’s going away now so fingers cross,”

“Give him my love Hun,” 

Kendra was flat out amazed Pat seemed to be really good friends with Max. It had only been lately he had mentioned to Kendra about all the health problems his youngest grandson had.

“Anyway,” Jeff said, “do you remember the cold case about the mummified body in the hotel?”

“Sure do mate. That was a nasty thing to discover, I was part of the crew on behalf of the fire department when we found her. Just nasty,”

“What ways were there to come into the building?” Jeff asked.

Kendra clicked her fingers. “Wait a minute the three main entrances were still sealed the day of the destruction. How did you get into the hotel?”

Kendra nodded her thanks to the young male waiter as he brought them all a mug of coffee each and Jeff started drying himself off.

“There’s an old skylight on the roof that was unlocked. I wanted to unseal the entrances but the new owner wanted us to use the skylight,” Max said.

Kendra nodded. At least that finally revealed how the killer could into the building and it was only confirmed when Pat brought up old photos of the skylight. It was massive and certainly big enough to allow several people to climb into the building without trouble.

Kendra wrapped her hands round her second wonderfully warm mug of coffee and shook her head.

“What do you mean it was unlocked?” Kendra asked.

“That’s the problem,” Max said over the phone. “We all thought, and the records supported this, that the entire thing would be sealed up tight including the skylight. So when we found the lock broken we couldn’t find a reason for it,”

“So someone did break in and bust the lock,” Jeff said.

“Yes,” Max said.

“Any idea who?” Kendra asked.

“No, it seriously couldn’t have been anyone and we checked the original, original blueprints before they were updated in London City Records and there were no extra tunnels or entrances on them,”

“Hun, what do you mean updated? What was removed or added to the blueprints?” 

Kendra leant forward that was a brilliant point.

“That’s a good point. There were three extra rooms removed over time that we double-checked and the room containing the body was one of them,”

“Did you check the other two missing rooms?” Jeff asked.

“No but the police did and there were no signs of bodies or anything amiss,” Max said. “And probably sorry guys but my grandson is meant to come round in a minute. Good luck on the case and good luck with having Jeff drive you about,”

Kendra just grinned as Max hung up. She had no idea how famous or popular Jeff was in the fire department. He had clearly had a ton of friends over the years but she supposed she shouldn’t be that surprised, he was a great guy. 

Just not a great driver.

Kendra sat back, allowing the slight coolness of the red leather booth to claim her ageing body. 

“We know she was brought in most certainly through the skylight,” Kendra said. “We also know the killer most certainly came in the same way, brought in the mummification supplies and left the same way,”

“True,” Jeff said finishing off his mug of coffee.

“What I don’t understand is why mummify her in the first place and who would have the knowledge,” Kendra asked.

Kendra watched as Pat’s fingers danced across her keyboard again and again until she spun it round again and showed her something. It seemed around the time of Emma’s death she was at university studying Egyptology with no boyfriend, girlfriend or any sort of romantic partner. She had a lot of friends but none of them were in the same course as her.

“Cross-reference everyone in her class with any police reports made against them,” Kendra said.

“Wouldn’t the original detectives have done that?” Jeff asked.

“Yes but that was four years ago. The classmates might have done something since that made them end up in a police database,” Kendra said.

“Nothing Hun,”

Kendra rolled her eyes. It was worth a shot.

“What about people
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