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Out of all the different cases Retired Detective Kendra O’Connor had investigated in her decades as a cop, death by chocolate had to be the strangest she had ever seen.

She supposed being a part of a cold case task force that solved the Met’s weirdest, strangest and hardest cold cases, she should have expected something like this to come across her at some point. 

But death by chocolate, seriously?

As Kendra sat at a small booth and metal table in her favourite café in all of London, she nervously tapped a pair of plane tickets in her hands as she waited. Kendra didn’t like being this late or having things arranged at this short notice, but apparently it was urgent.

Even the amazing hints of coffee, cream cakes and chocolate hazelnut spread wasn’t helping to relax her, because all Kendra wanted was to be driving to the airport so she and her husband could fly to the Caribbean and board her cruiser for two weeks. But oh no, when Retired Detective Jeff Long had called her last night extremely panicked and begged Kendra to solve one more case, she wasn’t going to refuse him.

No matter how much her husband begged her not to. 

But as Kendra had firmly said to her husband and Jeff, a taxi would turn up for her at the café at midday exactly and when it turned up, she was going. There was no telling her otherwise.

Thankfully that had relaxed her husband, but Kendra understood why he was concerned, and she even hated herself a bit. The number of date nights, birthday parties and even Christmas dinner she had been late to over the decades was ridiculous. 

She should have tried harder to be a better mother, wife and friend. But she was determined to start making up for the past today.

The sounds of other people laughing, talking and joking with each other on the different rows of tables only made Kendra tap her plane tickets more and more and more. Jeff and Retired Officer Patricia Nelson had to hurry up soon, or they would never solve the cold case before Kendra had to leave.

As Kendra heard the door open and close, she forced herself to relax when she saw Jeff in his long black business suit, shoes and perfectly combed hair hurry in and sit at the table with her.

Then a few seconds later the seventy-something Patricia hurried in and whipped out her high tech laptop.

Kendra was glad these two were trying to help her by being quick. Then Kendra looked at her watch, they had forty-five minutes to solve the case.

“Thank you so much for doing this,” Jeff said. “The Police Commissioner is steaming. We need to solve this case now,”

Patricia took out a thick police file and started spreading it out over the table, and Kendra instantly started reading it.

She couldn’t believe how foul the murder was, it seemed like a marketing director of a major London-based chocolate firm had been drowned in chocolate and poured into a mould, and left to harden.

Then the next morning the chocolate bar was cut into and the body simply popped out. That was disgusting. Kendra couldn’t even begin to imagine who would have done such an awful thing to a person.

Sure, when she was in the police, she had had to deal with her fair share of hate, sexism and outright discrimination, but she never ever wanted to kill any of them in this way. 

As she looked at one of the photos from the medical examiner, it showed how the lungs had been filled with hard chocolate that the medical examiner had to investigate and peel off.

Kendra was really glad she didn’t have to do that.

Forty minutes left.

Kendra started to flick through the suspect and to her utter annoyance the police detectives on this case hadn’t done a very good job. Minimal forensics had been done and most of the employees hadn’t been interviewed for one poor excuse after another.

“This isn’t going to be easy?” Kendra said. “What do you two think and tell me more about the victim?” 

“Sure Hun,” Patricia said. “I think the real key is the way the victim went. Why pour chocolate onto the body?”

Kendra had to agree that was weird. There was plenty of easier ways for the body to disappear, but that was it. The body didn’t disappear.

“Also why kill the marketing director and stuff him in a chocolate bar that was going to be cut open the day after?” Kendra asked.

“Good point,” Jeff said, flicking through the interview transcripts.

“How public was the chocolate event?” Kendra asked.

“It was all over the social media and website and newspapers around the time of the murder. Five years ago Hun,”

“So if the killer wanted to embarrass the company they clearly had an opportunity to do so,” Kendra said as she focused on the crime scene photos.

Thirty-five minutes left.

“But Huns who would want to kill the marketing director? He wasn’t powerful, he was great at his job but he had no say on the business’s running, and he had a deputy that would automatically replace him?” 

“No chance of another company wanting to embarrass the company then?” Jeff asked.

Kendra cocked her head. That was a good point, if another company wanted to take out the competition so to speak (which in London happened a lot more often than people wanted to admit) the chocolate bar opening would have been a great opportunity.

But it wouldn’t have done anything. The Marketing Director would have been instantly replaced and as Kendra looked at the notes, it didn’t seem like the deputy was less capable. 

Apparently the deputy was the former head of a Public Relations department so surely the deputy could have easily weathered the storm of bad PR. 

“Is the chocolate firm still running?” Kendra asked.

Patricia nodded. 

Kendra was hardly surprised but it meant that the idea of killing the marketing director to cripple the company was dead in the water (or chocolate) so to speak. 

Thirty Minutes left.

Kendra gently put her plane tickets down and focused on Jeff. “What ever happened to the deputy or new head of marketing?” 

Jeff smiled and leant forward. “Case file says the deputy was interviewed under caution for the same thing you’re thinking. But there’s a catch?”

Patricia leant closer to.

“The catch is the deputy was passed over for promotion and it was a well known fact that the boss of the company would never make him marketing director,”

Kendra nodded. That was odd and yet again that killed their theory of the deputy killing the director for his job. 

“Who else would benefit from killing the marketing director? Let’s do the basics. Wife? Kids? Life Insurance?” Kendra asked

“Yes. No and No Hun,” 

“Who’s the wife and could she have done it?” Kendra asked.

“No Hun. She’s extremely allergic to chocolate and dairy. Apparently even being in the same room as it made her break out into a rash,” 

Kendra just cocked her head at that. She honestly felt sorry for the woman, that must have made for some awful welcome homes to her husband from time to time.

And yet Kendra felt as if she
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