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Kendra O’Connor, retired detective, sat in her favourite spot at her favourite café in London. She loved the café’s warm comfortable booths that allowed her to carefully watch everyone else without them being able to see her perfectly.

They were so many people here today and they were sat smiling, laughing and talking with each other as they sat at one of the rows upon rows of tables in the café. There was something rather wonderful about seeing so many happy people, Kendra supposed it reminded her that people could be happy and people were kind.

Since retiring a few months ago she had found it hard to remember that, after decades in the Metropolitan Police solving London’s weirdest, hardest and just outrageous cases, Kendra had spent her days struggling to learn how to trust, learn and respect other people again.

She wrapped her hands round her hot cup of black coffee and nursed it as if it was a precious glass of whiskey that she didn’t want to finish. She had never liked those first few months where she could easily drink a bottle a night to stop the bodies of victims coming into her dreams, but she was recovering.

Slowly but surely.

Before a phone call from another retired cop last night, Kendra had just wanted to do some tourist things today. She had lived in London for decades and not even done the basic tourist attractions like Buckingham Palace, the London Eye or even the British Museum.

As the smell of her strong black coffee hit her in the face, Kendra didn’t mind about the call phone especially when Retired Detective Jeff Long had emailed her some old case files for her to look over. 

From what Kendra could remember about Jeff he was some big shot now working as a lead Detective on a cold case task force. Kendra didn’t understand how it all worked because Jeff was still retired but still working cases. 

It made no sense to her but Kendra be lying if she said she wasn’t interested, so she wanted to meet him and look over this cold case with him.

As she took a sip of her amazing black coffee, Kendra’s mouth was filled with sharp bitter flavours and then subtle notes of lustrous chocolate and hazelnut. She loved the coffee here.

Apparently the cold case she had been sent was something about a woman who died twenty years ago outside the Houses of Parliament, and the strangest thing about the entire case was camera footage showed she had been dead for six hours.

But she hadn’t moved a muscle.

She simply died and stood there for six hours before the Prime Minister left, police did a security sweep and found her. 

Kendra didn’t know too much about the victim. She seemed to be a wonderful young mother who was in London for the day doing a few pieces of shopping for her kids before she went home to her kids and husband. 

This cold case actually annoyed Kendra for some reason. She never normally got annoyed but it was outrageous that someone had killed such a good mother for no reason. There was even a funny comment from a family member saying the victim looked like a politician. Kendra had spent most of last night reading about the woman and watching news reports of the family crying over her death.

It was flat out wrong that someone would kill her. Kendra had to find out who did it.

Two people, a man and a woman, sat down opposite Kendra each wearing jeans, a shirt and black shoes. Kendra didn’t know if they were meant to be smart-causal or just dressed weird for this part of London. 

When she focused on them Kendra recognised the man with short grey hair and clean shaved face as Jeff Long. But the elderly lady who looked to be in her seventies Kendra didn’t recognise. 

“Jeff,” Kendra said shaking his hand.

“Kendra O’Connor. This is Retired Officer Patricia Nelson,” Jeff said. 

Kendra shook Patricia’s hand. “Nice to meet you. Can I ask what this is about?”

Jeff smiled and leaned closer. “I’m leading a task force of retired detectives and officers that investigate cold cases,”

That much was clear but now Kendra knew it was real, there was something extremely tempting about it. Kendra loved her job and as much as she loved getting to see her kids, grandkids and husband more often. She did miss being a cop.

“What does that have to do with me?” Kendra asked.

Patricia chuckled a little. “Seriously hun? You are one of the most famous in the Met. You solved the toughest murder cases. Hell! You saved the Prime Minister once,” 

Kendra nodded but in all honesty that particular Prime Minister she really wished she hadn’t saved, but she was a cop first, person second in those sorts of situations. 

“So you want me to join?” Kendra asked. 

“Ideally,” Jeff said. “Did you look through those files I sent you?” 

As Kendra nodded, she watched Patricia take out a very expensive-looking and high tech laptop that she remembered her grandkids looking at. She didn’t expect a 70-something year old to have one. 

“Oh yea, Patricia’s our computer person on the team. She helped out a lot with cybercrime in the last decade,” Jeff said.

Kendra could only nod. Maybe she needed to catch up with the times.

“I looked at those files last night and do we know why the victim stood there for six hours before she was noticed?” Kendra asked.

Jeff shrugged but Patricia leant closer. “The original cops did a good investigation. They searched for injection marks, ran a blood test and even investigated her exes,” 

Kendra nodded. “Okay but they were cleared and actually the blood test that was run was limited compared to today’s. Do we still have access to the body?” 

“Course not. The Met did the usual thing for Jane Does, they kept them for a year then cremated at the annual service. Reports say the original detective kept investigating hence the keeping of the body for a year. But he didn’t add anything?” Jeff said.

Kendra took another amazing sip of her coffee and tried to think about the case. It wasn’t right that a body would stay so perfectly upright for hours, especially on a busy London road on a day Parliament was in session.

“Whatever happened to the Parliament angle?” Kendra asked.

Jeff looked at Patricia. “Anything?”

“Just searching the police database now,” Patricia said.

“I mean she was killed outside Parliament. The Prime Minister was in-session and wasn’t there an important vote or something?” 

“Here it is,” Patricia said, as she turned her laptop around.

Kendra put on her thick black reading glasses and read what was on the screen. It seemed that the Security Services quickly dismissed any Parliament connection because of their own investigation. Then the Met police didn’t investigate any further. 

“Do we know what the Security Services found?” Kendra asked.

Jeff and Patricia just looked at her.

Kendra couldn’t blame them, the security services were world leading and part of them was down to them not telling people anything. Kendra remembered working with them all too well, it was fun, great and exciting but draining. 

“So we know there isn’t a Parliament connection and everything. What about this camera footage I read about? In those files you sent me, I didn’t get it,”

Patricia clicked a few buttons and played it for Kendra. 

The footage was clear enough, which was amazing considering the case was twenty years old, it just showed the victim walking along amongst the London crowd then she walked to one side and stopped. 

There she remained for six hours. 

“What could do that?” Kendra said tapping the screen. 

Patricia glared at her.

“Sorry,” Kendra said stopping her tapping. 

“Do we have anything from the body?” Kendra asked.

In an ideal world, the Met would have kept at least some hair samples, maybe a tooth, maybe a vial of blood. But Kendra knew she was talking about methods far too recent to be used twenty years ago.

“Yes!” Patricia shouted. 

“What?” Jeff asked.

“There’s a sample in storage and even a few samples of her blood,” Patricia said.

“That means we might be able to order a new blood test,” Kendra said. “Oh, can we do that?”

Jeff looked up as if he was thinking hard about it. “We could but the Commissioner wouldn’t sign off on it unless we give her something concrete,”

“Paralysis?” Kendra said quietly. 

“What?” asked Patricia and Jeff.

It had to be that. There was no other explanation for why she just stood still for so long. Kendra smiled at that idea.

“What if she was paralysed by something?” 

Jeff and Patricia leant in closer, their eyebrows raised.

“Listen it makes sense, if she was paralysed for some reason, she would stand still. Then a few hours later rigger would set in. Making her stand perfectly still,” Kendra said.

Jeff slowly nodded.

“Patricia bring up the camera footage again,” 

Patricia did.

“There,” Kendra said pointing to the victim’s shopping bags. “We always wondered why she didn’t fall over on a busy London street,”

“Of course,” Jeff said. “There was no wind so she only needed to be balanced against other people. Look how she’s standing. She’s standing out the way. No one would bang into her and those that do, the weight of the shopping bags would stabilise her,”

Kendra smiled. But there was still one more question because everything they had so far was pure theory, they needed proof. So how did they prove it?

“Hun ever met Detective Inspector Jack Mooner?” Patricia asked Kendra.

“No, why?” 

Jeff clicked his fingers. He clearly knew something Kendra didn’t. 

“Because hun, he had a wife who worked for the Ministry of Defence and he was obsessed with toxins,” 

Kendra just nodded slowly. There was nothing she could say to that.

“And he would always tell me about his latest toxin discovery. Including a Malaysian toxin that Russia was interested in apparently. It’s made from a rare poisonous plant I think,” 

Kendra’s eyes widened. “Do you know the name? Can we test for
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