

    
        
          Cold Enigma

        

        
        
          Cold Case

        

        
        
          S L Davies

        

        
          Published by S L Davies, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      COLD ENIGMA

    

    
      First edition. January 27, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 S L Davies.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224020362

    

    
    
      Written by S L Davies.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Epilogue

Sign up for S L Davies's Mailing List

Further Reading: Coroner

Also By S L Davies

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue

[image: ]


Alicia

“I’m so glad your Mum finally let you come out to play,” Scarlet said as she swung upside down on the monkey-bars. I grinned up at my friend and nodded. Mum was sad a lot now. Ever since my Dad died, Mum has cried more often than not. She doesn’t love me anymore. Daddy took all her love to heaven. 

Mum didn’t know I’d snuck out of the house to come and play with my two best friends, Scarlet and her twin sister Mary. They were my best friends in the whole world, but I’d been so scared for Mum that I’d stopped seeing them for a long time. 

But I wanted to play. “Yeah, I’m glad you could come too,” Mary grinned as she bounced off the monkey bars to the grassy ground. 

I giggled, shrugged out of my cardigan, pulled up my socks as I ran toward the monkey bars, and relished the feel of cool steel beneath my fingers as I pulled myself up onto the bars.

“Is your Mum still sad?” Scarlet asked as I reached the top of the bars.

I sighed and nodded my head. “Yeah, she doesn’t get out of bed much anymore.”

Scarlet frowned, and I felt Mary’s body crowd against mine as she climbed onto the bars behind me. 

“Who cooks your dinner?” Mary asked as she pressed her cheek against my shoulder.

“I make some sandwiches. I try to get Mum to eat, but she won’t. She doesn’t like me anymore.”

Scarlet’s brows pulled into a frown, and she sighed. “You should come and live with us.”

I smiled. It was a nice thought. I wanted to live with Scarlet and Mary, my best friends. Their Mum and Dad were friendly and treated their daughters with so much love. It was so different to how my Mum and Dad were. Even when Dad was alive, my parents weren’t friendly people. Well, that wasn’t entirely true. They were nice to me sometimes. But when they started drinking the alcohol, that was when they would get angry and mean. They were the times that I really wished I lived with Scarlet and Mary.

The three of us played together on the playground, forgetting our worries. There were no worries about Mum wasting away under the sun amongst the green grass and wildflowers. There was just laughter and playing pretend. 

“Hey, girls?” a voice called. We stopped picking the flowers and looked at the man strolling through the grass toward us. “Hi there.” The man crouched to sit beside us. He had a warm smile and glanced around at us.

“Hello,” Mary said quietly.

The man smiled at all of us. “What are you all doing?”

“Making flower chains,” Mary answered.

She held up the daisy chain that we were busy making. The man smiled and nodded his head. “They are gorgeous. Can I help you make some?”

“Sure,” Mary answered, handing the man the flowers. I stayed silent, watching him fumble with the flowers between his big, meaty fingers. 

I glanced over at Scarlet, who was watching the man with scrutiny. We’d been told growing up that we shouldn’t talk to strangers. But I didn’t know if I was feeling the right thing. This man was friendly. 

“Aren’t you the little girl whose Dad left?” the man asked as he turned to face me.

“He died,” I said just above a whisper.

“Yeah, that’s right, I remember that now. Your Daddy and I were best friends.”

My eyes widened, and my mouth dropped open. I didn’t know any of Dad’s friends. The man smiled and nodded his head.

“Yeah, we went to school together; we used to play out at this park all the time, too.”

“Oh,” I responded. I didn’t realize that Dad had grown up around here. In fact, I didn’t really know much about Dad’s childhood. 

The man smiled and nodded again. “Anyway, I was thinking, your Mum is sad, isn’t she?”

“Yeah, she is,” I answered.

“Yeah, she said that she was sad. She asked me to come and get you girls; she wanted me to drop your friends home and then take you out for dinner,” the man said.

I frowned and glanced at Scarlet, who was still watching the man. 

“It’s okay; your Mum said she was going to call your friend's Mum and tell her I was going to drive them home.”

I bit into my lip and nodded. “Okay,” I responded as I stood.

“I’ve got some sweets in the car too.”

“For us?” Mary asked.

The man chuckled and nodded his head. “Yep, I sure do. Come on, and I’ll take you both home and give you some candy.”

Mary giggled and clapped her hands together. She started to run toward where the man pointed at the big black car that he had parked on the side of the road.

“I’m scared of him,” Scarlet whispered.

“It’s okay; he knows my Mum and Dad. He must be okay.”

Scarlet sighed and nodded as we trailed behind them. I watched as the man opened the passenger door of the car. He reached into the car and pulled out a paper bag, opening it and going in to pull out some sweets. He handed some to Mary, who grinned and thanked the man as she stuffed her face full of candy. 

When we reached the car, the man grinned and gave us sweets. “Thank you,” I replied as I took the sugary candy and sucked it into my mouth.

“You’re very welcome; hop in the car, and we can go.”

We climbed into the back seat and settled into the chair's leather. The car rumbled to life, and before we even pulled away from the curb, the three of us began to yawn, our eyes drooping and sleep taking us into unconsciousness.

“Oh no,” I heard Scarlet slur as the darkness took me over, and panic started to set into my heart. 
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Ashton

“Morning, baby,” Zach said as I came into the kitchen, sniffing the air. It was filled with the scent of bacon and fresh toast. I hummed as I walked over to where my partner and boyfriend stood over a hot fry pan before kissing him gently on the neck.

“That smells so good,” I purred against his warm skin.

“If you keep doing that, I’m going to fuck you over the kitchen table.” The temptation to suck the supple skin of Zach’s neck between my lips was heavy, but unfortunately, we couldn’t linger. We’d picked a new case, and it was time to get started on it.

I chuckled as I moved away, grabbing at his ass as I did and giggling again at the hiss he whispered over his teeth.

“Alright, let’s talk about this case,” Zach said as we sat at our desks later that morning. 

I opened the laptop and brought the file up. “Three girls believed to be abducted from Eley Park in 1957. Their bodies were found the following day in a horse paddock just down the road from the park.”

“1957 shit, we will be lucky if the guy is even still alive,” Zach groaned as he ran his hands up through his hair.

“Yeah, the case has been cold since 1958. I’ve got all of their autopsy records.”

“Any evidence left?”

I looked at the small box holding the girl's clothes in sealed bags. “Maybe. I noticed the dresses were still in evidence, but whether we can get anything off them is another thing.”

Zach hummed and nodded his head. “It’s worth a try. Are the parents even alive still? The girls, how old would they be now?”

I pulled open the file and glanced at the three girls' ages. “They were all ten in 1957, so that would have made them seventy-six now.”

“They may have family still alive, but it would be a long shot; the parents may be around. I guess we can look into it. What do we know about our victims?”

“Three girls, all aged ten. Scarlet and Mary Bronson were identical twin sisters, and their best friend Alicia Carbuncle. Scarlet and Mary’s parents knew the girls were playing at the park. Still, Alicia’s mother didn’t know where her daughter was. The twin's parents raised the alarm when they failed to return for dinner. After an extensive search of the park and surrounding areas, the father, Abraham Bronson, contacted the police. It was the police that informed Alicia that her daughter was missing. From the notes I read, Alicia had lost her husband only weeks before and was passed out from alcohol.”

Zach hummed and leaned back in his chair. “If there was an alcohol problem, then there is a chance that Alicia’s Mother won’t be alive.”

“Yeah, I was just thinking that. Alicia was also an only child, so I’m unsure of any other family we could
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