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    Thank you for reading Coroner. This is a side novella to a few series. To read more about Dean Richards, you can find him in the series:


On the Hunt by Samuel Davies


Cold Case Series by S L Davies


Missing Persons Unit Series by S L Davies
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Prologue
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Dean

The alcohol was flowing, and my inhibitions were decreased. I lifted the shot from the table and slammed it back, feeling the burn of the tequila burn my throat and chest. 

“Are you going for a record?” Maverick asked, laughing as I slammed the glass on the table.

I rolled my eyes and smirked. “I’m hoping that if we drink enough, you will finally take me up on letting me fuck you.”

Maverick sighed. “Just stop, man; now is not the time.”

I reached out my hand and skimmed my fingers down his chest. He was so fucking hot. With dark hair and stubble that was fashionably manicured on his chin. His hazel eyes showed every bit of emotion that he felt. Maverick had pouty lips that I wanted to suck on, filling them with blood and making them red.

“When will be the time, Mav? I’ve been hinting forever, and I really like you. Maverick, I don’t want to just fuck you; I want to be with you,” I explained drunkenly.

Maverick clasped my hand and moved it from his chest. “And I’ve told you that I’m not interested.”

I pouted and turned my attention to the table filled with Homicide cops. “Excuse me, everyone,” I called, drawing everyone’s attention. “Don’t you all think Maverick and I would make a wonderful couple?”

“Dean, stop,” Maverick growled.

Everyone looked between the two of us. The alcohol was dampening my sensibility, and I knew in the back of my mind that I needed to shut up and walk away. But I couldn’t.

“Stop what?” I asked, turning back to Maverick. “I’m tired of waiting for you. I know you are interested. You think I’m attractive, so let’s make it official. I want to taste that cock you hide.”

Maverick’s eyes widened, and the table seemed to fall completely silent, with the words I spoke lingering in the air.

“You need to stop right now. Call an Uber, Dean. Go home, sober up. Enough of this bullshit. Let me make this really clear. I do not want to date you. I don’t date co-workers and wouldn’t date you even if we didn’t work together. You are being pushy and quite frankly fucking rude,” Maverick growled.

My eyes widened, and I felt tears start to burn. “Come on, man, let’s go get you an Uber,” Detective April Jordan said as she stood from the table and walked toward me. She took the crook of my elbow and started leading me out the pub door.

My cheeks were burning with embarrassment. My stomach clenched with a mix of alcohol and rejection. I groaned when the cool air hit my cheeks and raced to the bin outside the door. Vomit surged through my body, and I just made it to the bin as I puked everything in my stomach.

I could feel April standing beside me. I groaned again and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. 

“I’ve ordered you an Uber; it should be here in a minute,” April said.

I sighed and nodded my head. I couldn’t meet her eyes. I knew that April was more than just a professional partner to Maverick; she was Maverick’s friend too. I knew that when the alcohol haze wore off, I would be humiliated and want to pack everything up and move to Alaska.

***
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I WAS RIGHT. I WAS mortified by my behavior. I wasn’t going to be able to avoid him. Worse, I was a coroner and had to work with the Homicide Unit when there was a murder case. 

It took two weeks before I finally saw Maverick again and could apologize; I won’t lie that I was avoiding him. But once the air was cleared, I felt so much better. I made the decision not to try and date a cop. Especially one that I would have to work with regularly. 

My phone buzzed on my desk, and I looked down to see that it was Captain Derek Marshall.

“Dean Richards,” I answered.

“Hey, Dean. I’ve got a case that we need you on,” Derek said.

“Sure. What is the address?”

“Sixteen Middleborough Road, Burwood,” Derek answered. I quickly noted it down.

“What have you got?”

“An eighty-five-year-old man, deceased, looks like he fell down the stairs on first view, but there is a disturbance in the house, suggesting that this might be a homicide.”

“Okay, I’ll grab Kelly, Tommy, and Jordan and get over to you soon.”

“Thanks, Dean,” Derek said, ending the call.

I stood from my desk and walked down the hall where Kelly, Tommy, and Jordan worked in the lab.

“Guys, we have a call out,” I announced.

“What have we got?” Tommy asked as the others started pulling together the equipment; we would need to gather evidence.

“Eighty-five-year-old man, deceased, possibly a homicide.”

“Okay, on it.”

We all piled in and started toward the deceased's home when the van was packed and ready.
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Chapter One
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Carlton

“Dad? I’m here,” I called as I opened the front door. My words were trapped on my tongue as I took the sight before me. My dad was crumpled at the bottom of the stairs. A pool of dark crimson blood spread from his body.

“Dad?” I shrieked as I ran to his body. Laying my hand on his back, I felt it was too late. He was cold, and his body was hard under my touch. I fumbled with my phone as my brain screamed. 

“Triple zero. Do you need police, fire, or ambulance?” A woman asked down the line.

“I. I don’t know, police and ambulance, I think,” I stammered.

“I’ll put you through to ambulance first,” the lady said. “What’s the address of your emergency?”

“Sixteen Middleborough Road, Burwood,” I answered. My entire body was trembling, and my cheeks were soaked with tears. 

“Ambulance,” a man’s voice spoke. “What’s your emergency caller?”

“My dad, I just came to his house, and he is on the bottom of the stairs; he’s dead, and there is blood everywhere,” I said. My voice didn’t sound like mine; it came from another atmosphere.

“What makes you think he is dead?” the man asked.

“He is cold and stiff,” I answered.

“Okay. You said that blood is everywhere. Can you tell me more?”

“Yeah, he looks like he fell down the stairs and hit his head. He has blood all around his head, but blood is under him too.”

“How old is your Dad?”

“Eighty-five.”

“And what is your name?”

“Carlton O’Brian.”

“Okay, Carlton, what is your dad’s name?”

“Myles O’Brian. I don’t understand this; Dad was getting on in age, but he was steady. He wouldn’t have just fallen down the stairs.”

“Okay, did he have any medical conditions at all?”

“No, nothing. He was healthy and active. He was fine.”

“Okay, Carlton, we have an ambulance and police coming to you. Can you see if anything else is out of place in the home?”

I glanced around for the first time taking in my surroundings. I frowned. I couldn’t explain it. Everything looked right but not right at the same time.

“I don’t know what it is, but I feel things have been touched in the house. Like things aren’t where my dad left them.”

“Carlton, I want you to leave the house until the police come, alright?” The man directed.

“Yes,” I replied as I returned to the front door and stood on the porch.

“Carlton?” Dad’s neighbor Mr. Jovanovic called.

“Mr. Jovanovic, it’s Dad. He’s dead,” I cried.

“Okay, son, I come to you,” he said in broken English. Mr. Jovanovic was a Serbian migrant and had been Dad’s neighbor since I was a child. 

“Carlton?” the man on the phone spoke.

“Yes?”

“I’m going to let you go now, but the ambulance and police are on their way. Please don’t enter the house again until the police are there.”

“Yes. Thank you.” I ended the call and stared at the cars racing by. The turmoil that was going on in my mind in my life was overwhelming. My dad was the only family I had left. I’d been born an only child. My mother died during childbirth, and my Dad never remarried. He always told me it was because no one could replace his Margaret. 

Dad and I became a team; of course, we had our fights. I went through my teenage years and thought Dad was trying to clip my wings. But once I was through those difficult years, we became closer again. I loved my dad with all of my heart. And now he was lying dead at the bottom of the stairs.

I was meant to be taking him shopping. He’d recently given up his license because he said his eyes were letting him down. It was the first time that Dad showed any sign of mortality. I was happy to step in and help him. I worked from home. Being an author has its advantages. It meant that I could help Dad with anything he needed. I caught up with him regularly so that he wouldn’t get lonely. Not that I think he ever did. He belonged to the senior citizens and the RSL. 

“Carlton, what happened?” Mr. Jovanovic asked as he shuffled to the porch where I stood.

A sob fell from my throat. “I don’t know. I came to pick Dad up, but he was at the bottom of the stairs. There is blood. He is dead.”

“Come, come,” Mr. Jovanovic said as he patted my back. “The ambulance and police coming?”

I nodded my head. “Yes. I don’t know what I’m going to do.”

“We help you. Me and my wife. We help.”

I gave him a tight smile and nodded my head. Sirens sounded in the distance, and police cars and an ambulance pulled up to the front of the house. Paramedics entered the home first and declared that Dad was indeed dead. They spoke in quiet voices to the police who stood by the door. 

“Carlton?” one of the police ladies called.

“Yes.”

She smiled sadly at me. “Can you tell me if you touched anything in the house?”

I shook my head. “I touched Dad; that’s how I knew he was dead; then I rang triple zero, and the man I spoke to told me to step out of the house, so I came and stood here.”

She nodded her head. “Thank you. We have called in homicide detectives, who will be here soon.”

My eyes widened, and I gasped. “Homicide?”

“Yes. I’m sorry, Carlton, but this might not have been an accident. Do you know if your Dad kept any valuables in the house?”

My head spun as I opened and closed my mouth like a fish out of water. “Um yeah. His medals from Korea are in there, plus there is jewelry that belonged to my mum and probably my grandparents. There was probably some money, too; Dad’s pension was paid yesterday, so he would have taken it out of the bank. Oh, and there was a large tin of old coins he’d collected since he was a kid. He didn’t like to use the card, only money. There was a bottle cap collection, too, but I’m not sure that was worth much.”

The police lady nodded her head and noted down everything as I rambled. “The only other stuff was the television, his mobile phone, and a laptop. Then in the shed, there were things like gardening equipment. Oh, and his car, he hadn’t sold his car yet.”

“Where would he keep his car?” the police lady asked.

I turned, realizing that his car wasn’t in the driveway under the carport where it was usually parked.

“Why didn’t I notice it?” I gasped. “It’s normally under the carport. But I didn’t even notice it wasn’t there.”

“It’s okay. So he didn’t park it in the garage or anything else?”

I shook my head. “No, Dad liked to use the garage to tinker; the car got in the way, so he always parked it under the carport.”

The police lady nodded and turned to Mr. Jovanovic. “Are you a friend or relative of Mr. O’Brian?”

“I’m the neighbor,” he replied.

“Did you happen to hear anything? A crash or noise that might have been unusual. I realize this is a bustling road, so there would be a lot of different noises.”
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