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Retired Detective Kendra O’Connor stood outside a very large and rather beautiful looking townhouse in the heart of London. Kendra really liked its large spacious window, black metal bars that formed a sort of fence around the property and the large stone steps that led to the front door.

Kendra had interviewed a lot of rich powerful people from millionaires to journalists to politicians in these sort of townhouses. But she never really liked them deep down.

The problem with these sorts of townhouses were that they were often so fake, new and they had no character whatsoever. Unlike Kendra’s house in London that had been built before world war two, had a couple of murders inside and the last owner was a cannibal. Not that Kendra ever told her husband they were the reasons why they had gotten the house so cheap.

And as long as her husband didn’t find out everything was going to be fine, surely?

Kendra looked around the large street with the sound of black taxis driving up and down echoing around the street, children laughed as they went to school with their parents and the local teenagers played music ever so quietly as they joked and talked about adult things.

That was definitely one thing she didn’t understand about teenagers today. Why did they always have to have music playing even when they were out in the street and everyone could hear it?

It flat out didn’t make any sense to Kendra, but as long as they were happy, safe and enjoying themselves it didn’t really matter.

As Kendra waited for her best friends Retired Jeff Long who was the official head of the London Metropolitan cold Case Task Force and Retired Junior Officer Patricia Nelson, Kendra seriously started to love the wonderful smells in the air. The air was a sensational combination of hints of lavender, jasmine and violets. 

Kendra had never smelt such a combination but it seriously worked. There were also subtle hints of roses, probably from one of these townhouses’ tiny gardens.

But the reason and the case why she was here was just sad, disturbing and Kendra really wished she wasn’t here. 

Samantha Cane had been an up and coming Lady in the House of Lords with massive connections reaching into the heart of UK politics. She always spent every Thursday and Friday working at the soup kitchen even though she had millions of her own money. Then she always donated her wages back to the soup kitchen.

She also gave away tons of money to different charities each day, and when the Met police investigated her to see if she was using the charities to launder money. She wasn’t. she was completely innocent and just wanted to do good.

Kendra always loved people like Samantha, the type of people who did so much good even when it made them look weird in the eyes of their peers. Kendra supposed she was a little like that her fellow retiree, tons of people just couldn’t understand why she gave donating her time to solve these cold cases.

But as Kendra always said it was more of a calling and something she had to do. She had to help herself, the Task Force and the victims.

Then in November 1997 Mrs Cane left the House of Lords, said hello to her neighbour as she kept back home and then she went into her home never to be seen again.

Kendra was a detective back then but she was working deep undercover at the time. Yet even she knew how massive and large scaled the investigation and search was for Mrs Cane.

The police spent three months tearing apart London and the rest of the country trying to find her. Even the entire homeless community mobilised en-mass trying to find the woman who had given so much to them.

But no one could ever figure out how she had left the home because it was impossible that she was still inside. Every single wall had been stripped out, every piece of furniture dismantled and even the ceiling was taken down in case her body was hiding there.

Nothing.

As Kendra stood outside smelling the wonderful hints of lavender, jasmine and roses, she couldn’t figure out for the life of her what the police had missed. But that was why the case was cold and the police had handed it over to the Task Force.

“Morning hun!” Patricia shouted as she quickly walked over to Kendra.

Kendra looked around the little street to see if Jeff Long was coming but she couldn’t see him. Yet she did see Patricia smile at her.

“What?” Kendra asked.

“Well Jeff’s had a little accident with his car,” Patricia said.

Kendra just smiled. She just knew this was going to be good.

“It turned out hun,” Patricia said, “that Jeff was driving along a London street right next to the River Thames. He was driving along minding his own business then a massive lorry zoomed towards him,”

Kendra just shook her head. This was going to be bad.

“The lorry got faster and faster until Jeff feared for his life and turned sharply,” Patricia said.

Kendra felt her stomach tense.

“He turned so fast. His car flew forward, crashed through the concrete railing next to the River Thames and now his car is ever so finely balanced between staying on land and falling in the Thames below,”

“Oh,” Kendra said.

It was probably one of the lamest things to say but there was nothing else she could say. She really wanted to go and help him, but she knew that stuff was better left to the professionals.

“Should we go and help him?” Kendra asked, if only to make sure that Patricia didn’t think she was uncaring towards Jeff.

Patricia wrapped her seventy-something-year-old arms around Kendra for a few seconds.

“Na hun. Jeff would want us to solve the case and we both know the professionals can save him,” 

Kendra just hoped that that was true.

“Okay,” Kendra said slowly. “Bought your laptop?”

Patricia pretended to look offended and took out her very expensive and high tech looking laptop. Kendra really wanted to learn how to do the high tech computer stuff, if only because she was a tat embarrassed that a seventy plus year old could do it better than herself (aged 66).

“I know the police did a lot of work back in the day but I couldn’t see too much actual information in the reports,” Kendra said.

“Exactly hun,” Patricia said. “The police really just wanted to make sure the report was thick to cover up how little they had found,”

“Did you think of anything?”

Patricia shook her head and Kendra focused back on the townhouse. This was the townhouse had belonged to Samantha Cane but ever since 1997 her next of kin, which was now her husband’s grandson because he remarried and died, had kept it undisturbed.

“What enemies did she have back in the day?” Kendra asked.

She knew from the case file and reports that the police had checked every single person who had sent Mrs Cane hate, death threats and abuse. 

Again all of that turned up nothing. Patricia just looked at Kendra.

Kendra knew that she was grasping at straws but she couldn’t get her head round the fact that the police had missed something given how massive of an operation this was to find Samantha.

“Excuse me,” a little female voice said.

Kendra watched a little old lady in her dressing gown walk carefully down her stairs towards them.

Kendra went over to her. “Yes?”

“Are you two with the Met?” she asked.

Kendra was a little surprised how well informed she must be or something, but her confusion must have shown as the little old lady laughed.

“Relax my dear. I’ve lived here since the 80s with my husband and my children. Though both are gone now. Husband dead and children with their own families,”

Kendra nodded. She actually had to note to call up her kids later to see if she could travel up or down the country to visit them this weekend.

“People only come here if they’re cops,” the little old lady said.

Kendra smiled. “Anything you want to tell us?”

The little old lady shrugged. “I told the police everything I knew back then. I just want her to come out of that house one day like she had never been missing in the first place,”

Kendra smiled and gently rubbed the lady’s arm before she went back inside.

Patricia cocked her head at Kendra. “You know hun. Samantha didn’t always used to live here,”

Kendra nodded. She had read this bit more in the police file. Mrs Cane used to live in Cornwall until she became a Lady and got a seat in the House of Lords. Sure she had received some death threats and hate back in Cornwall but the police checked it all out.

That was what she told Patricia.

“We need to get inside and see if time has revealed anything,” Kendra said.

Patricia laughed. “You’re getting almost philosophical,” 

Kendra playfully hit her on the head. “We’re getting desperate leads and I don’t want to think about Jeff and his car too much,”

Patricia just nodded as she walked up the stairs to the front door, took out a key and unlocked it.

Kendra went to follow her but it was one of her most unfavourite parts of the job, going into a probable dead person’s house just felt like such an invasion of their lives, personal boundaries and sanctuaries.

Kendra went inside the townhouse and was instantly impressed by the massively long white hallway that ran down the entire length of the house.

The smell of damp, mould and roses filled the air in some kind of weird combination that Kendra wasn’t sure she liked or not. 

Patricia dived into one of the five rooms that went out of the hallway. Kendra followed her in and she wasn’t that impressed.

This large white room might have once made a great living room with a coffee table, sofas and a TV but it was so bare and unloved now. Kendra wanted to know what Samantha would have imagined now.

Is this really how she would
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