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As she leant against the cold metal railings along the River Thames, Kendra O’Connor, retired detective, loved the icy coldness of the metal against her ageing fingers and she watched as her breath formed thick columns of vapour. 

It definitely wasn’t the morning she had expected but when her best friend and head of the cold case task force, Retired Detective, Jeff Long called her late last night, this was going to be exciting, Kendra was sure of that.

The sounds of ships loading and unloading echoed around her as Kendra watched massive transport and cargo ships go past her on the river, and large trucks rushed up and down the road behind her as they were loaded up with goods and shipped all over the United Kingdom.

Kendra had never been in this area of the docks before but she wasn’t a fan. The little concrete jetty she stood on was cold, unloved and completely wasted. She didn’t know what it was used for, or even what it was meant to be for. 

At first Kendra wondered if it was meant to be a small place for Londoners to fish but that would never be allowed, especially with so many massive ships passing through. So Kendra had no idea.

As freezing cold air seeped through her thick black coat and into her bones, Kendra’s joints started to ache and she really wished her friends would get here soon, so they could tell her why she had been called.

Normally Jeff Long sent Kendra some cold case files the night before so she had time to review them. Not this time, and Kendra didn’t know whether to be concerned or happy about that. It meant she got an unexpected evening with her wonderful husband, but it also meant she didn’t know what to expect today. 

And that concerned her. Greatly.

But just from looking around the little jetty, Kendra could probably guess what the case was about. The jetty was clearly old, no cameras around and there were no neighbours nearby. Meaning it wouldn’t be difficult to commit a criminal act without being disturbed. 

The sound of two people walking on concrete made Kendra look around and smile as she saw her two best friends. In his wonderful normal style Jeff Long wore his elegant black suit, black shoes and his hair was perfectly cut to make him look posh.

Then seventy-something Retired Officer Patricia Nelson gave Kendra a warm hug that Kendra badly needed, and she was instantly jealous of Patricia’s even thicker black coat, hat and gloves. 

Kendra needed to remember gloves and a hat next time.

“What’s this about today?” Kendra asked.

Jeff sort of shrugged. “I didn’t call us together. Patricia did,” 

Patricia smiled. “Thanks both for coming Huns,” 

Kendra cocked her head. “Since when do you get us cold cases from the Police Commissioner?”

Patricia walked to the metal railings and leant against them. “I didn’t. This was my first unsolved case as a cop and it’s bugged me ever since,”

Kendra smiled and went closer to Patricia, so did Jeff. She could understand her frustration, Kendra had had more than her fair share of cold cases during her career, she utterly hated them. Each cold case was like a badge of failure as a cop towards herself, the families and the victims. 

Kendra always wanted to honour the families, friends and victims of the crime, but each cold case meant that was impossible. Kendra hated that feeling, she had to help Patricia.

“Sorry to hear that,” Jeff said. “What was it?”

“We are standing at the exact murder scene of a young woman aged 31 years old. She was killed in 1998,”

“Do you have the reports?” Kendra asked.

Patricia nodded and slid out two copies of the report out of her coat and gave them to Jeff and Kendra.

As Kendra read it quickly, she was horrified at the state of the body. It was clearly a young woman, whose body was so damaged and eaten by the fishes that it almost looked deformed. 

“I know Hun. Not nice. A friend of mine threw up at the sight,” 

“Not surprised,” Kendra said. “But the report says a number of things were found in and on the body,”

Patricia shook her head and closed her eyes taking a few deep breaths. 

“It’s okay. We’re here,” Kendra said, rubbing her shoulder.

Instead of bothering Patricia anymore with the foul details, Kendra focused on the report and gasped when she read the victim’s stomach was filled with fish food and even some of the skin was flayed and fish food was forced underneath.

“That fish food stuff is disgusting,” Kendra said.

“That’s nothing,” Jeff said. “Listen to this, the body was covered in a thin layer of lye. But evidence shows the young woman was alive when all this was done,”

Kendra closed the report and took deep breaths. This was all outrageous, it was impossible to think someone had actually thought about this, let alone actually carried it out.

“Who was the victim?” Kendra asked.

“She was a dock worker Hun. Worked long hours, few friends, no family in the area. But lot of money,”

“How?” Kendra asked. Her dad had been a dock worker a few decades before and her entire childhood had been filled with arguments about money between her parents. Dock workers didn’t earn very much.

“We didn’t... we didn’t look into it,” Patricia said, throwing her arms up in the air.

“Relax. You weren’t in charge. The lead detective should have followed it up,” Jeff said.

Patricia ignored him. 

“I remember the docks being gang-controlled back then,” Kendra said.

“Still are. At least a good portion of these docks,” Jeff said. “You thinking it’s gang related?” 

“Explains the money,”

“What would a young woman want with the gangs?” Jeff asked.

“Actually Hun, we need to follow up something at home. There was another murder nearby about the gangs,”

“What murder?” Kendra asked.

“Two rival gangs. Shoot out on a cargo ship. The Met, government and security services went mad because it was holding something important to them,” 

“Relevant to murder?” Jeff asked.

“No. The security angle was just a coincidence. The gang rival though that could be important Huns,”

As Patricia started to walk away, Kendra just looked at Jeff and they both followed her. If Kendra had learnt anything during her time with the task force it was how great of an officer Patricia was. 

If she thought there was a connection there. 

There was.

And Kendra had to see it through.

She had to help Patricia. 
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After driving back to Patricia’s apartment in the heart of London (and surviving the horrific traffic), Kendra, Jeff and Patricia sat on her large black armchairs around a slightly smaller coffee table whilst Patricia flicked through her high-tech laptop.

Kendra had to admit it was a beautiful apartment, it was much larger than she had expected and Patricia had really made it her own with her modern designs but still brushing her past in. Like the colourful jars, pots and even splashes of wallpaper from the 50s, 60s and 80s. 

Even the smell was wonderful with the baking gingerbread in the oven providing an intoxicating aroma of pure heaven. Kendra was definitely going to stay here for a little while.

She had
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