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Detective Inspector Helen Shepherd wasn’t sure whether to be annoyed or relieved when her cell phone rang, calling her away from the pre-Christmas shopping rush.

By the time she reached the crime scene, she had settled on annoyed, at least partly spurred on by an unseasonal downpour that had drenched her to the skin.

“Afternoon, boss,” PC Walker greeted her, an entirely too cheerful grin on his freckled face. He held up a paper cup. “I got you some latte. With cinnamon.”

“Thank you, Constable.” Helen took the cup, though truth to be told, she preferred her coffee plain, black and definitely without cinnamon. Honestly who in their right mind would pour cinnamon into coffee anyway?

“Oh, you’re going to love this one, boss,” PC Walker said, his face so full of jolly good cheer as if he was planning to give Father Christmas a run for his money, “Dr. Rajiv says he’s never seen anything like it.”

“It’s two days to Christmas, I’m wet and cold and on top of all that I’m supposed to get a Dancing Groot toy for my niece, whatever the hell that may be…”

“It’s a tree,” PC Walker volunteered, “A dancing tree. From the movie, you know?”

Helen glared at him and he shut up.

“…and now I’m being dragged away from the vital quest to procure that Dancing whatever toy. So no, I’m very definitely not loving this case.”  

Helen scowled at the building. “Wilkinson & Smythe, Fine Jewellers,” the discreet gilded letters above the door read, “Established 1753”.

She ducked under police tape and stepped into the shop. The interior was as posh as the exterior suggested, all mahogany and chandeliers and a thick fluffy carpet that was currently marred by the body of Father Christmas lying on his back, blood staining his beard and the fur trimming of his suit, dead eyes staring up at the stuccoed ceiling.

“All right, this is… different.”

“See, I told you you’d love this,” PC Walker said, until a glare from Helen quieted him.

“He’s not the real deal, in case you’re wondering.” Dr. Rajiv pulled a thermometer from Father Christmas’ liver. “The beard is fake for starters.”

“Do we know who he was?” Helen asked.

“Kris Kringle…” PC Walker exclaimed. Helen glared at him. 

“Uhm, sorry, boss,” PC Walker excused himself, “Actually we don’t know who Father Christmas here was, since he wasn’t carrying any ID. It’s probably not required at the North Pole.”

Helen sighed. It was going to be one of those days.

“So what happened here?” she asked, “And how on Earth did Father Christmas end up dead on the floor of a posh jewellery store?”

“Well, this particular Father Christmas was clearly naughty rather than nice…” PC Walker began and this time, Helen didn’t even find the energy to glare at him for the inappropriate pun, “…cause he tried to rob the store together with an accomplice and was shot for his trouble.”

“I thought Father Christmas was supposed to deliver presents, not steal them,” Dr. Rajiv piped in, clearly inspired by PC Walker’s irreverence.

Helen ignored him. “I see. And the accomplice?”

“Fled through the chimney, would you believe it?” 

Helen glared at PC Walker who nodded eagerly. “No, boss, that’s really what happened. Three witnesses confirm that the accomplice escaped through the fireplace.”

Helen cast a glance at the fireplace. It was a big and ornate thing of red veined marble, the sort of fireplace you’d expect to find in Downton Abbey and not in a jewellery store in Central London, no matter how posh. Certainly big enough for a man to climb through, provided he had the right equipment. Plus, the fireplace looked rather clean, as if it hadn’t been used for decades, so Father Christmas and his accomplice might even have escaped without looking as if they’d fallen down a coal chute afterwards.

Only that Father Christmas hadn’t escaped. Instead, he was lying dead on the floor, his blood seeping into the expensive carpet.

“So who shot Father Christmas then?”

“The accomplice,” PC Walker said, “He shot Father Christmas and escaped through the chimney with the loot, all in front of the eyes of three terrified witnesses. Apparently, he had not yet grasped that sharing is the spirit of the season.”

Helen decided to let that last bit irreverence go. “Do we have a description?”

PC Walker pretended to consult his notes. “He looked like — I quote — Father Christmas,” he stammered.

“For the accomplice,” Helen snapped, “I can see what this one looks like, thank you very much.”

PC Walker blushed. “Ahem… the accomplice looked like Father Christmas as well,” he corrected.

“So let me get this right? Two men, both dressed as Father Christmas, storm into the shop, threaten the staff, grab the goods, then one shoots the other and escapes through the fireplace.”

PC Walker nodded. “That’s more or less it.”

Helen sighed under her breath. Christmas season. It was supposed to be a time of peace, love and understanding and all that jazz, but instead it just brought out the crazy in many people. Such as the brilliant idea to rob a jewellery shop dressed as Father Christmas.

“So the robbers come in…” She looked around the shop. “How?”

“Front door,” PC Walker said, “Just walked in according to the witnesses.”

“They threaten the staff with a gun, steal…” Helen looked at the display cases, now shattered and half empty. Even the jewellery the robbers had left behind was a lot shinier and pricier than anything Helen could afford. “…a really nice selection of bling…”

“The owner is preparing a list,” PC Walker said helpfully.

“…and then one shoots the other. Why? Was there a disagreement? Did they argue?”

PC Walker shook his head. “Not according to the witnesses. They all say the Santas barely spoke at all.”

“So why shoot your accomplice?”

“Greed,” PC Walker suggested, “It’s a common enough motive.”

“But why here, in front of witnesses and on a busy street where the shot might easily have been heard? Why not wait until you’re somewhere quiet?”

“Beats me,” PC Walker said.

“What about this Father Christmas?” Helen pointed at the body on the floor. “Was he armed as well or just the accomplice?”

“He was armed…” PC Walker held up an evidence bag holding a black handgun. “…with this.”

“If he had a gun, then why didn’t he use it to defend himself against the accomplice?” Helen wondered, “Why just stand there and wait to be shot?” 

“He couldn’t,” PC Walker replied, still holding the evidence bag with the weapon, “It’s a toy gun.” He smirked. “Looks like Father Christmas snagged it from his stash of presents.”

Helen shot a stern look at PC Walker. “Constable, I’d appreciate it if you would refrain from making any inappropriate jokes or puns in the future,” she said, “So what about the CCTV recordings?”

“There are none,” PC Walker said, colouring ever so slightly.
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