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Even though it had been two days since the Queen’s Death, the news still slammed into Retired Detective Kendra O’Connor like she was still hearing the news about a dead best friend. She had never met the Queen before, she had never been too interested in the Royal Family before and she certainly wasn’t a traditional royalist by any means.

But the news still shocked her.

As Kendra sat in the bright red leather booth of her favourite little café in the heart of London, she wrapped her hands tightly around the piping hot coffee mug in front of her, it was the only way to make her hands stop shaking. 

It was almost ridiculous that her hands were shaking so much but the cold, sad mood inside the café wasn’t much better. The rows upon rows of little white tables with more red booths lining the outside of the cafe filled with people didn’t match the normal happiness that radiated from the little café.

Everything about the entire world at the moment just seemed so off, because usually the café was so amazing with wonderful hints of bitter coffee, buttery, creamy cakes and even minty aromas from the cafe’s brand-new “tea” selection. But today the only smell Kendra could detect was cold bitter coffee that didn’t have the same sort of warming sensation that it normally did.

Something was very wrong today.

Normally on a Saturday, the entire café was filled with young families, elderly people like herself and the odd young couple as they caught up, laughed and were just so amazing and happy.

And even the normally cheery bright white walls of the café that were covered in tasteful photos of London over the last century, weren’t helping the sense of sadness over the café.

Even now, Kendra wanted to smile, laugh or do something. But like everyone else in the café all she could do was quietly absorb the news about the dead monarch and just wait to see what was going to happen next.

In all honesty, Kendra wasn’t exactly sure why she was feeling so sad. Her best friends Retired Detective Jeff Long and Officer Patricia Nelson were meant to be coming soon for an urgent meeting. That also had Kendra a lot more concerned than normal, because they were all part of the Cold Case Taskforce that helped to solve some of London’s most horrific, hardest and complex cold cases. 

But Jeff never called them on a weekend before.

Kendra usually spent Saturdays with her husband, loving them and just being with him as he still wasn’t retired yet. Then Sundays she would normally help out at a charity in the mornings before going out with her husband in the afternoon to one of their friends’ houses.

This couldn’t wait apparently until Monday. And to make matters even weirder, Jeff hadn’t even sent Kendra the cold case files they were working on in advance, so something very major was going on.

And that only worried Kendra even more.

To be honest, Kendra supposed that the only real reason why she was so sad about the Queen’s death was because she was a great person, a mother and a grandmother. But also because it was only now that Kendra was realising that the Queen actually gave her comfort.

There was just something in how the Queen acted, spoke and listened to other people that was comforting. And even during the pandemic, the 2008 recession and plenty of other times, the Queen had been there to provide Kendra comfort even if the politicians were hardly going to do that.

“Hi hun,” Retired Officer Patricia Nelson said as she sat down in the booth sitting opposite Kendra.

Kendra really had no idea how Patricia always managed to look so great for a seventy-something-year-old, with her long white arctic hair, her purple body warmer and her very nice white blouse. She really did look stylish.

“Morning ladies,” Jeff said as with a massive smile as he bought Kendra a vegan latte and Patricia a latte. 

But Kendra instantly noticed that Jeff might have been wearing a very expensive looking black trousers, blazer and shoes. Yet she just couldn’t ignore the massive coffee-brown stains on his white silk shirt.

And it was completely dry so it couldn’t have happened recently.

“The shirt?” Kendra asked.

Jeff rolled his eyes. “Don’t ask. I’m not having a coffee because me and the wife recently got a very young cat. Beautiful little thing. So I get up this morning and make myself a cup of coffee, meanwhile the cat has laid down in the kitchen doorway and I don’t see it,”

Kendra leant forward. This was going to be good.

“I finish making myself a cup of coffee, I walk through the kitchen doorway, stand on the cat by accident the cat shoots off, knocking my feet out from under me. I go head over knees laying on my front, coffee goes everywhere and I’m late for meeting you two,”

Kendra just smiled. That really could only happen to Jeff.

Patricia gave Jeff a quick hug. “Bless you. Why are we here pet?”

Jeff frowned a little and carefully looked around before leaning a lot closer to Kendra and Patricia.

Kendra wasn’t liking this at all.

“We need to solve a 3-month-old cold case immediately,” Jeff said, “because the Met police is heavily involved in the Queen’s funeral in the next week or two and there’s a cold case involving the Met that is really affecting the morale of the officers,”

Kendra frowned. She had no clue what Jeff was talking about, she had never heard of a cold case being able to affect the morale of so many police officers that it would affect something as important as the Queen’s funeral.

Jeff got out a very thick coffee-scented folder out from under his blazer and passed it over to Kendra.

The more Kendra read the file, the more amazed she was.

It turned out that during the Jubilee weekend for the Queen three months ago, Juliet Rose had been strangled, stripped naked and hung from a lamppost for six hours before the police were called. She was really liked at her insurance company, she had plenty of friends that loved her and she was a mother to three teenage girls.

The case had gone cold almost immediately because the police were too busy policing the anti-Monarchy protests and making sure that the jubilee went off without a hitch. There were no witnesses, no physical evidence and there was the small matter of the marks on the body.

Kendra was extremely disturbed at how Juliet’s naked body had been sliced up so there were over two hundred union jacks carved into her bleeding flesh.

That was just disturbing. And Kendra completely agreed with Patricia as both of their faces went ghostly white.

“Where do we begin?” Kendra asked really not knowing the answer.

“Huns,” Patricia said, “why the marks on the body?”

Kendra completely agreed, it was a little odd and then she couldn’t help but wonder about the timing as well. It was strange enough to kill a woman at all, but to actually kill a woman and then hang her body up then have the time to slice into her body.

That was a little strange and clearly the killer was calm around dead bodies.

“I think we’re looking for someone who either loves or hates the monarchy,” Kendra said. It sounded perfectly reasonable to her.

Jeff leant forward. “What about both?”

Kendra slowly nodded and Patricia took out her brand-new shiny laptop from a black laptop bag that Kendra hadn’t seen when Patricia had walked in, but Kendra hadn’t really focused too much on her best friend. She was more concerned about the dead Queen when they had both walked in.

Even now and even after working so many cases with wonderful Patricia and amazing jeff, Kendra was still delighted when seventy-something-year-old Patricia Nelson got out her laptop and worked it so amazingly just like the cool youngsters of today.

Kendra could barely work her smartphone these days.

“That could be a good idea,” Kendra said, knowing that the act of killing and wanting to upstage such an important monarchy-themed event could be the hating the monarchy part, but the little union jacks could be the loving part.

Kendra wasn’t sure but she had learnt not to dismiss ideas so quickly over the decades of police work, regardless of how ridiculous they sounded.

“Bring up the crime scene pictures please,” Kendra said to Patricia, and a few seconds later Kendra focused on the slices in Juliet’s flesh showing the union jacks.

“What you looking for Hun?” Patricia asked.

“The blade marks are too nice and they looked too finely sliced,” Kendra said. “These marks were made with a very, very sharp blade,”

“Like a scalpel?” Jeff asked as he looked at the crime scene photos.

“I think so, but who the hell just has a scalpel in their pocket these days?” Kendra asked, with a grin.

“I’m pulling up the details of the insurance company,” Patricia said and Jeff nodded.

Kendra quickly realised that her best friends they were on to something. No one just carried around a scalpel these days unless they were highly trained medical professionals and given that Juliet Rose worked in an insurance company, Kendra was betting that they insured something to do with the medical profession.

And that, Kendra really, really hoped, would lead them to their killer.

“Nothing medical related Huns,” Patricia said.

Kendra just shook her head. She had been really hoping for a break in the case but if it was really that easy then the cops back in June could have solved it.

“What does the company insure?” Jeff asked.

Kendra shrugged, it was a good point.

“Mainly factories, storage places and warehouses hun,” Patricia said. “But they’re too expensive for normal people to use, it’s very a business-only, um, business,” 

Kendra clicked her fingers and took a sip of her amazingly flavoured coffee that was starting to cool down in her hands.

“What you thinking?” Jeff asked.

“What if they insured a place that stores medical supplies?” Kendra asked. “Pat, can you get a list of the places insured and maybe what they store?”

Patricia laughed at Kendra and gave her a pretend offended look. Kendra just smiled because she really should have known better than to question Patricia’s computer skills.

Moments later Patricia turned her very expensive computer around and showed Kendra a very long list of business names in the left-hand column and the industry they worked in in the right-hand column.

“Best I can do Hun,”

Kendra only nodded as she realised that none of these storage places, warehouses or any company insured by Juliet’s insurance company did anything to do with medical supplies.

Kendra just couldn’t understand why slice up Juliet’s flesh with a scalpel. She couldn’t think of anything else that was sharp enough to give cuts this cleanly on Juliet’s body.

“Damn,” Jeff said. “This day just keeps getting worse. Hell this week keeps getting worse,”

Patricia slowly nodded. “Yea, my ma and pa were at the coronation ya know. They used to jokingly say to me Patty sometimes you just need to ask what would the Queen do?”

Kendra was about to laugh at the fun memory of her best friend when she realised that Patty’s mum could be on to something.

If Kendra had learnt anything from the Queen in her long life it had to be that Kendra had to be positive, charming and willing to listen to people. And maybe, just maybe she hadn’t realised something that Jeff
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