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This is a detective fiction series with a twist.

I’ve always grown up on different types of mystery fiction. For example, NCIS, The Mentalist, a whole bunch of private investigator programmes and more crime dramas than I can ever possibly remember. 

To say I love mystery fiction is a massive understatement.

However, the “problem” with police fiction is you need to be very, very aware of the different police rules, regulations and procedures. I enjoy reading these types of stories and I have a good understanding of how the police work and I could write a police procedural series if I really wanted to, but my muse says no.

Therefore, I wanted to have a series of detectives that still worked for the police but I didn’t want them to have to deal with police rules, regulations as well as procedures. There’s only one type of detective that could possibly deal with those problems and still solve crimes.

Retired detectives.

Since let’s face it, our police forces have a lot of cold cases to deal with and because our police services are so underfunded, have a lot of problems themselves and they are understaffed. They don’t always have time to investigate cold cases, so why not let the retired detectives do it for free?

As a result, this volume focuses on a twisted, gut-punching, darkish mystery series that I flat out love. It is my Kendra O’Connor Mysteries, which I cannot get enough of because the easiest way to describe this series is that these are puzzle mysteries investigating London’s darkest, most twisted and most impossible cold cases.

All these short stories are extremely twisted and shocking and that is half the fun.

Therefore, in this volume, you get to enjoy twenty unputdownable short stories allowing you to explore the wide range of twisted cases that Kendra O’Connor and her two best friends in the entire world, retired detective Jeff Long and retired officer Patricia Nelson, have to investigate to get justice for the victims and their families.

Also, whilst these short stories might be dark and twisted, all these stories have positive characters, happy endings and surprising twists that help to make these stories absolutely riveting. 

I know I normally talk about the inspiration behind these series in these introductions, but I do not entirely know where this series came from. I think it’s a good mixture of the Cold Poker Gang series by Dean Wesley Smith (a brilliant series I highly recommend checking out) and my love for detective fiction over the years. Then my muse grabbed and twisted ideas and bugged me until I wrote the stories in these pages like the chaotic two-year-old child that my muse is.

I love this series for its shocking cases and I hope you do too.

So now we know more about this enthralling series, let’s turn over the page and start reading some stellar stories. 
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A STRANGE WAY TO GO
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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 it?” 

Patricia nodded. 

“Excellent!” Kendra said. But then she caught something else on the camera footage as Patricia accidentally started playing it again.

There was a large man in a large black poufy coat who accidentally knocked into the victim a few seconds before she died. 

“Him, he touches her. Then she dies. And in the original case file one of the family members said she looked like a politician,”

Jeff and Patricia gasped. 

“Get that test done now. We have just discovered a twenty year old assassination plot,” Kendra said.

Jeff nodded, stood up and dialled the Commissioner of the Met police. 

Kendra smiled as the excitement and feeling of achievement washed over her as she just solved a twenty year old case with two amazing detectives. 

She loved that feeling and even hoped this wasn’t her last case.

***
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A few hours later Kendra was walking along a London busy street after visiting her daughter at work and going for lunch when she got a text from Jeff. 

As she read it, Kendra started to smile more and more because she was right. The lab techs retested the blood and found that strange Malaysian poison and Patricia had even found out who that guy was in the footage.

Apparently he was a former Russian citizen who had been killed a few months later by classified people. But Kendra didn’t mind really, she had helped an amazing family get closure for the death of their wife and mother, and there was something amazing about it.

Kendra took a deep breath of the wonderful London air and she really did love this City. Sure London could be a crazy place but there were so many mysteries, people and cold cases to explore in this City. 

She might be retired but Kendra didn’t want to stop helping others. She would always put her family first, but Kendra wanted to keep solving cold cases and helping bring closure to those poor families and people who had lost loved ones.

As she started walking down the busy London street once more, Kendra took out her phone and dialled Jeff. She wanted, needed to become a member of this task force.

And retirement was great but Kendra always wanted to serve, protect and give families closure.

Now Kendra couldn’t wait to find out what the next chapter of life had installed for her.
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A HORRIBLE WAY TO GO
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Kendra O’Connor, retired detective, hated this freezing cold morning as she stood on top of a large hill on the outskirts of London. The large hill was home to a graveyard and Kendra really didn’t want to be here.

She hated everything about this place. From the rows upon rows upon rows of horrible gravestones to the dead plants to the grumpy looking caretakers that walked around.

Kendra wasn’t really sure why the Caretakers were there in the first place. There were so many dead plants and overgrown patches of grass that the Caretakers clearly didn’t do too much. Or maybe she was just being too harsh on them.

After all Kendra was in the far back part of the graveyard far, far away from any of the recent graves and that was where the people with the money would go. 

From what she remembered from her grandparents’ deaths they were buried and their plot was maintained for about two decades before her parents stopped paying. After that Kendra didn’t know what happened to their graves, as far as she knew they were abandoned or even given over to someone else to use.

The smell of fresh pine, fresh coffee (from Kendra’s large travel mug) and damp filled her nose as she watched the team tens of metres in front of her. 

Kendra watched the tech team in their little white suits continue to carefully dig up the grave that the Chief of Police had allowed her and her friends to do as part of their investigation.

Kendra was really looking forward to using the mini-crane that was next to the team. She’d heard of the techs using it to raise the dead (or coffins) before, but she really, really wanted to see it.

In retirement it was always the small things that made Kendra smile.

It was less than a week since Kendra had joined the special task force of retired detectives to solve cold cases and she loved it. She loved how she still got to solve crimes, spend more time with her family and still help out those in need.

Before she had joined the task force Kendra didn’t realise how much retirement was annoying her and making everyone around her miserable. Kendra didn’t actually know whether to be pleased her family and husband jumped up with joy when she told them about the task force, or annoyed at them for wanting her gone.

But they loved her and Kendra loved them, and at least working with the task force would give her a purpose again. 

As Kendra listened to the techs carefully digging and talking away and the wind gently howling past her, she smiled when an elderly man in a thick black overcoat, black gloves and black hiking boots walked up next to her.

She loved seeing Retired Detective Jeff Long again. He was the person who had recruited her for the task force and this past week he had been wonderful to Kendra, giving her a few cases and he had been extremely supportive of her ideas. 

After decades of serving in the Met Police, having a man like her ideas and actually allow her to solve cases... was refreshing, rather wonderful really.

Then Kendra felt a short little arm wrap round her on the other side where an elderly seventy-something woman with long grey hair hugged her. 

Kendra loved seeing Patricia too. Over the past week, they had gotten really close and spent many nights laughing about the other police officers they served with, recalling their favourite cases and even comforting each other with stories of sexism and other things it was too hard to talk to others about.

“Have they found anything yet?” Jeff asked.

Kendra just shook her head. She had been here with the techs since first light and they had been digging for at least two hours. Which two hours in the freezing cold was not a great idea for Kendra’s old joints, but she wanted to be here when the body was discovered.

Kendra wasn’t sure if she was right about the cold case, but when Jeff gave her the case of Mrs Jessica Stone’s disappearance fifteen years ago, Kendra had started investigating and somehow it led her here.

Jessica Stone was a wonderfully warm and compassionate woman who worked in a youth charity in the heart of London. She went to leave her office one night and she was never seen again.

Kendra had to admit the original investigation was... amateurish to say the least. There were tens of leads that weren’t followed up from angry neighbours to abusive exes and even some arguments with the angry youths that she worked with. 

After a day of tracking those various leads down, Kendra wasn’t impressed with how little police work the officers had done fifteen years ago. Kendra had already learnt a great deal about the disappearance. 

A few days before the disappearance, Jessica had received at least ten phone calls from a mystery man, but when Kendra caught up with the caller, he explained how he was searching for his two sons that had also disappeared (now found thankfully!), and Jessica had been helping him.

The only reason he called was because he was too eager for Jessica to find something. 

Kendra supposed she could understand that, if anything ever happened to her children she would hunt down the person and make them pay, but she was a cop. She knew other people didn’t have that much. Which was why she always tried to keep families informed on her cases.

Some families were more patient than others.

But the two other missing children caught Kendra’s attention so she investigated their disappearances, and like the father had said they had been found in a car, and the kidnapper had been charged.

Yet it all seemed that Jessica had been involved in finding the information that led to the guy’s capture and arrest, so it dawned on Kendra to see what else might this Jessica Stone looked into.

Of course the original officers hadn’t even considered that.

Thankfully (and by some strange miracle) her laptop, which was the only thing the original officers kept in storage, was still there. So Kendra searched and found a complaint filed against her second-in-command by a group of children.

Kendra couldn’t understand the complaint because it was written in legalese and even after decades on the force, there was plenty of legal things she still didn’t understand. 

But thankfully Patricia was great about legal stuff.

After getting Patricia to translate it for her, Kendra learnt that the group of children had accused the second-in-command of stealing their clothes, money and pillows until they did a certain task. The certain task wasn’t listed and from Jessica’s notes she couldn’t do anything because it was just hearsay.

Especially since the children had all their stuff back and nothing looked damaged and there were no witnesses.

Kendra was hardly impressed about that and that really annoyed her that it seemed like Jessica was just going to let this person get away with it. Some of Kendra’s friends would probably call her judgemental but it infuriated her the amount of times children were dismissed as telling the truth, because they were too young.

Thankfully before Kendra closed the laptop she had found paperwork showing Jessica was going to pay the second-in-command off and make him leave the charity.

But that was where it got interesting for Kendra. She always loved the good guys winning and making sure bad people couldn’t do bad things anymore, but the second-in-command (a Mr Gary Blackman) was still at the company to this day.

In fact he was in charge.

To non-police people Kendra knew that might sound normal or perfectly reasonable, because surely Jessica could have just changed her mind at the last minute, then disappeared. (That was definitely what the Police Commissioner thought at first)

Except if Kendra’s long career had taught her anything, it was things in the real world were rarely that simple. It was far more likely this Mr Blackman had something to do with the disappearance. 

And that was why Kendra was here now.

“Remind me why we’re here?” Jeff asked as he yawled.

Kendra smiled. “I told you about Mr Blackman, right?” 

They both nodded,

“Good. It turns out his wife works at a funeral directors and there hadn’t been a funeral arranged around the time of the disappearance,”

Jeff shrugged. “So?” 

“So I checked and all of a sudden there was a funeral a week after the disappearance. It wasn’t scheduled in advance. It just appeared in their diary overnight,” Kendra said.

“Like they needed to hide a body Hun,” Patricia said.

“Exactly. I contacted all the graveyards in London and god that took ages. Then I managed to find the same funeral directors shipped a coffin for burial here on the day of the funeral,” Kendra said.

“Why didn’t you just check the records on the funeral directors?” Jeff asked.

Kendra’s eyes rose. “I did. The records were missing,”

“Oh,” Jeff said. “Are the techs almost done?” 

Kendra shrugged and the three of them started to walk over to the techs in their little white suits. She was impressed that in two hours they had almost dug out the entire coffin and they were getting ready to raise it.

“Detectives I was about to call you,” a tall woman said in her white suit. “Raise it!” 

A loud mini-crane started up and Kendra smiled as she watched the coffin rise out of the ground. The more sensitive part of her took a few steps back as if the body of Jessica Stone was going to jump out and attack her. 

Kendra really had to stop watching horror films at night.

“Detectives, we can open this here or back at the lab. Your choice,” the woman asked.

Kendra looked at Jeff.

“I’m lead detective here. Um, would opening it here damage the evidence?” Jeff asked.

The woman cocked her head. “Probably. But my boss wouldn’t be happy if I bring back an empty coffin to the lab. Taking up his precious space,” 

Kendra nodded and that was something that she liked about being part of the cold case task force, she didn’t have to deal with any of the paperwork, politics or any other annoying parts of being a cop. She could just do her job and not worry about a boss.

“Open it up,” Jeff said.

As the techs unsealed the coffin, Kendra felt her stomach tighten as she waited to see what was inside. She hoped it wasn’t anything too gruesome, especially after watching that horror film last night. 

The woman, who was presumably the tech team leader, simply walked away and said: “Over to you now. This is beyond my skills. I’ll call my boss,”

Kendra, Jeff and Patricia walked over and Kendra covered her nose as the smell of mummified flesh threatened to overwhelm her. She was slightly glad the mummified body had been preserved so well, but Kendra still wanted to be wrong.

Kendra knew it was silly but a small part of her wanted to have Jessica Stone run away and she was perfectly alive somewhere, enjoying her life. But no, Kendra instantly recognised her long smooth face and her characteristically long blond hair. 

Jessica Stone was dead.

“I’ve called in an active detective and they’ll handle the rest. I’ve sent them your notes and Mr Blackman and his wife will be arrested,” Jeff said. 

Kendra nodded but still frowned as she hadn’t realised how much she wanted Jessica Stone to be alive. 

“You did great Kendra. I’m proud of you,” Jeff said gently rubbing her shoulder.

“Thanks,” Kendra said.

“Come on Hun, I’m going to ma kids house today. It’s my son’s fiftieth, come along. They’ll love to meet you,”

Kendra was about to say no when Patricia placed a cold wrinkly finger on her lips. “You need to be amongst the living today. Bring ya husband Hun,” 

Kendra nodded and smiled. She watched Patricia slowly jump up and walk quickly (or as quickly as her 70 year old body would let her) over to Jeff to tell him the good news. 

Before Kendra followed them, she looked back at the tech team and the body, Patricia was right. Kendra didn’t need to dwell on the victim’s death, she had solved it and now Jessica Stone could get closure and revenge on the people who did this to her. 

And without Kendra that never would have happened, that made her smile. She really was doing some good here.

So Kendra started to walk towards Patricia who was getting into her car and Kendra dialled her husband. Because if being a cop for so long had taught her anything, it was the dead needed to be avenged and protect and served. 

But the living needed cops too. Be it as a wife, a mother or a friend. And that was what Kendra was going to do today.

No matter what.
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