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Retired Detective Kendra O’Connor loved glass. There was just something amazing about it, she didn’t know if it was how shiny and elegant it looked, or the cheapest or how normal everyday glass could transform a simple object into something priceless.

But this case challenged that.

As Kendra walked along and looked down at the River Thames in the heart of London, Kendra watched all the sailing boats, large boats and even a cargo ship gently past her as everyone went on their own merry way. Kendra loved walking here by the river.

Sure the River Thames was nothing to be too proud of because of its constant traffic, loud noises and pollution, but it was still a river at heart. A wonderful large river that represented nature in such a diverse and chaotic City.

Kendra liked the smells of the burning boat fuel, fresh piney sense and her personal favourite, the sharp bitter coffee that she grabbed in her hand as she continued to walk along the river. 

And today was definitely one of the best days London had had for a while with the perfect blue skies, bright sunshine and it was even warm. That was saying something!

She was looking forward to meeting up with her two best friends retired detective Jeff Long and retired officer Patricia Nelson as they were all part of the same cold case task force that solved London’s hardest, weirdest and strangest cold cases.

This case from Kendra’s past might have been their weirdest yet.

As much as Kendra hated cold cases with a passion, because they were like personal badges of failure against her, and it meant that she failed the family, friends and even the victim. There was one cold case she couldn’t forget, and she had tried. Hard.

Five years ago Kendra had been called to the British Museum to investigate a random massive cube of glass that had appeared overnight in one of their exhibitions. That wasn’t the problem. The problem was inside the massive cube was a perfectly preserved human. 

A naked young man.

Even now Kendra hated the killer who did this, how dare they not only take the life of the young man but also show him off in such an awful and glassy way. It was completely uncalled for.

Kendra raised her coffee cup as she saw Jeff Long in his normal black suit, trousers and shoes that made Kendra guess he was heading (or coming back) from a work meeting with the Police Commissioner. 

Then seventy-something Patricia Nelson wasn’t too far behind him, wearing a rather wonderful pearl necklace, red spring dress and black shoes. Kendra didn’t know why she was looking so great, but she was almost jealous.

“Hi Hun,” Patricia said, giving Kendra a quick hug. 

“Beautiful day for a walk,” Jeff said pointing to the sunshine. 

Kendra smiled, it really was great seeing them again.

“That case you sent us was strange,” Jeff said.

Kendra could only nod at that. She hated thinking about the case so this was going to be challenging to say the least.

Jeff took out a copy of Kendra’s original police file and he started to read through it again.

“What were your theories at the time?” Jeff asked.

Kendra shrugged. “I’ll tell you about the case generally. Arrived at the British Museum-”

“They have great mummies Hun, don’t they?” Patricia said before realising she had interrupted Kendra. “Sorry,”

“Inspected the glass cube. There were two sets of tracks coming from the moving bay where the cube was transported in from,”

“Did you see any trucks?” Jeff asked.

“No,” Kendra said. “But it took three days before the techs managed to remove the glass from the body. That seriously killed the investigation because I was out of personal leads after day 1,”

“Then the Met had you on other cases before the body was done,” Jeff said. 

Kendra nodded. She had really hated that, and that was probably why this case hurt so much. It wasn’t because she couldn’t investigate the crime properly, but she hated herself for not fighting to remain on the case, instead of being buried with new cases.

She should have dedicated more time to this one.

“Yep by the time the autopsy was done, I was working another two murder cases. And they kept coming. I called the case cold after a month,”

Patricia gently rubbed Kendra’s shoulder and Kendra saw something in Patricia’s eyes. A look that showed Kendra wasn’t alone in feeling like this, it might have been different for Patricia as an officer, but Kendra knew there was things she would have loved to investigate further as an officer.

But of course she wasn’t allowed to, mostly because she was just an inexperienced and so-called useless officer, but a woman too.

“Thanks,” Kendra said. “But I did look up the ID of the victim,”

“Who was it? That wasn’t in the file?” Jeff asked.

“It wasn’t. I never officially added the ID to my file because... because it was a strange ID. The victim was a kidnap victim from twenty years before,” 

“What?” Patricia and Jeff asked.

“Exactly. How could a twenty year old kidnap victim be so perfectly preserve in glass. Surely there would be some signs of rot. And how could the glass be perfectly preserved for twenty years before being moved to the British Museum?”

Patricia hopped over a small puddle as the three of them kept walking along the river Thames. Kendra was impressed the over 70 could still do that. (She wasn’t sure she could)

“Wait we have a kidnap victim, a glass cube and a mysterious killer,” Jeff said.

“Or kidnapper Hun,”

“Did you ever find out how the cube and body thing was done?” Jeff asked Kendra.

“I looked into it in my own time,” Kendra said. “It’s simple to do if you know what you’re doing. You literally pour the molten glass into a mould half way. Drop the body inside, Then carefully fill the mould up so the body stays in the middle,”

“That’s easy to you?” Jeff asked smiling.

Kendra shrugged.

Patricia took out her really modern smartphone and started swiping away at it. Even after working with Patricia for so long, it still amazed Kendra how tech-savvy she was compared to herself. 

It was only the other night Kendra had learnt about “online banking” (because Patricia had showed it to her, to her family’s amazement!)

“The original kidnap report said the victim was Daniel Logan. 24 years old, lived in Canterbury, Kent and went to university where he lived,” Patricia said.

Kendra nodded. That made sense, Canterbury was a beautiful city around an hour away from London, and they did have some amazing universities but it was strange how he was kidnapped, murdered then placed in a glass cube.

“Where was he kidnapped?” Kendra asked.

“In Canterbury Hun. Kent Police said they found the kidnapper. His ex-girlfriend who tortured him mentally, physically and even burnt him with her cigarettes,”

Kendra shook her head and focused on one of the boats sailing past on the river. It was awful whenever someone hurt another person, but to think an ex could hurt someone they loved was even worse.

“Did they charge her?” Jeff asked.

“Yes Hun. A Jury convicted her and she was sentenced. She’s out
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