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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or real events is coincidental.



Deadly Little Murders - Volume 1.

A collection of compact psychological crime stories about ordinary people at the moment everything slips. Each story is designed to be read in a single sitting and built around a precise constraint: every title in the series is exactly 2,020 words. Different voices. Different settings. Different fractures. A poor decision. A misjudgement. A lie told once too often. A truth noticed too late.
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Some deaths are deliberate. Others are accidental. Most are avoidable. None are simple. Discover the series and find purchase links at: www.deadlylittlemurders.com



Now if you are sitting comfortably, we shall begin....

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Someone Saw Her Fall


[image: ]


The sound was wrong.
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Maya had expected something cleaner. A crack. A smash. Something that belonged in a film. Instead, it was thick, ugly, an impact that travelled through the building, through her trainers, into her chest. It didn’t sound like an ending. It sounded like something breaking that wasn’t meant to break.
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For a second, her brain refused to connect it.
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The shopping centre carried on. Music from the ceiling. A tannoy announcing a flash sale on level three. A child laughing near the juice bar.
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Then someone screamed.
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Maya’s head snapped across the atrium before she’d even thought to move. People were surging forward, a current pulling everyone toward benches and the coffee bar. She was carried with them, breath shallow, heart kicking hard against her ribs.
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She reached the area and stopped.
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At first she couldn’t understand what she was seeing. The distance distorted it. The body didn’t look like a person. It looked like a dropped coat. A heap of fabric where no heap should be. Her stomach turned cold.
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“No,” she whispered, though she wasn’t sure who she was speaking to. “No, no, no...”
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Someone beside her made a choking sound.
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Her father.

She hadn’t heard him approach.

He was just there now, face drained of colour.

––––––––
[image: ]


The thought arrived, full and certain: he was with her.
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Something unguarded crossed his features. Real horror. Barely there, but enough to catch and then it was gone.  “Oh God,” he said, voice breaking. “Oh God, she’s— she’s—”
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He couldn’t finish. He didn’t need to. 
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A woman in a staff lanyard pushed forward, flustered. “Please, everyone, step back. Give them space.”
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Maya barely heard her.
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She was staring at the pale hand visible beneath the jacket someone had draped over the body. Her mother’s hand. She knew it by the thin silver ring, the one she twisted when she was thinking.

––––––––
[image: ]


Her vision blurred. Behind her, her father’s breathing grew louder, more jagged.
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“She’s been... she’s been having such a hard time,” he said. Not to Maya. To the air. To the people listening. 
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The words didn’t make sense yet. Not properly. Her mind was still stuck on the image of that hand. On the idea that hands were for holding things. Cups. Bags. Other people’s hands.
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Her knees threatened to give. She gripped the back of a seat without realising she was doing it and somewhere beneath the shock, beneath the horror, a smaller, more confusing feeling stirred.
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Not certainty.

Not accusation.

Just the faint, disorienting sense that the moment was unfolding... too quickly.
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She remembered a security guard’s arm across her chest, firm, gentle, steering her backwards. She remembered someone offering her a bottle of water she didn’t take. She remembered her father’s hand finding hers, squeezing tightly, as if he might lose her too if he loosened his grip.
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Around them, the shopping centre had shifted into a strange second life. Police tape. Muted voices. People speaking into radios. Escalators still running, empty. Lights bright.
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Maya stared at the floor tiles. Pale grey. She traced the grout line with the toe of her trainer because it was the only thing that felt steady enough to follow. Her father sat beside her, one knee drawn up, his arm draped around her shoulders. She could feel the rise and fall of his breathing, fast, uneven. That, at least, felt real.
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“I’m here,” he murmured, as if she were much younger than she was. “I’ve got you.”
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She didn’t answer. Not because she didn’t want to. Because she couldn’t seem to locate the part of herself that still knew how to speak.  A paramedic crouched in front of them. A woman, maybe early thirties, dark hair pulled back, eyes kind but tired.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Hi, I’m just going to check you over, alright?”
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Maya nodded automatically.
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The woman shone a light briefly into her eyes, asked her to follow a finger, asked her a few questions that felt vaguely ridiculous.
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Do you know where you are?

Do you know what day it is?

Are you feeling dizzy?

––––––––
[image: ]


“Yes,” Maya said to one of them, though she wasn’t sure which.
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Her father leaned forward. “She hasn’t eaten today,” he said. “She was feeling a bit off earlier. We both were. It’s been a strange day.”
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The paramedic glanced at him. “That’s understandable.”
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Maya watched the exchange with a distant sort of interest, as though they were discussing someone else entirely.  The woman handed her a foil blanket. “Shock can come in waves. You might feel fine for a few minutes, then shaky again. That’s normal.”
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Normal. The word floated there, unusable.
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“What happens now?” her father asked.
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“Police will want to speak with you both. Just routine.”
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He nodded. “Of course.” 
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The paramedic squeezed Maya’s hand once before moving away. They sat in silence after that her father’s arm remained around her, but it had loosened. He was staring out toward the atrium, expression blank now, as though whatever storm had passed through him earlier had burned itself out.
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Maya tried to think of something. Anything. A memory of her mother that felt safe enough to hold.

All that came was the image of her standing in the kitchen that morning, tying her hair back with the black elastic she always lost and always found again. Humming something under her breath. 
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“I should’ve told her not to go near the edge,” her father said quietly.
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The thought arrived uninvited: How did you know she was at the edge?
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Maya turned her head toward him. “What?”
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He didn’t look at her. Just kept staring ahead.
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“She never liked heights,” he said, after a moment. “You know that.”
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“Yes,” she said, after a pause.
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“I should’ve remembered.”
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He sounded... tired, hollowed out in that way people get when they are replaying a thousand moments they can’t now change. Maya leaned her head back against the shutter and closed her eyes.  The image of the pale hand returned, uninvited. She opened her eyes again quickly.
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“I want to go home,” she said.

Her voice didn’t sound like hers.
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Her father looked at her and whatever he saw in her face made his own crumple in a way that didn’t look staged, didn’t look measured, didn’t look like anything but raw grief.
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“We will,” he said softly. “As soon as they let us.”
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He reached for her hand again. This time she didn’t pull away.
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The police officer introduced himself as Patel and spoke gently, as if volume might be another injury to manage.  They were taken into a small room behind customer services. A plastic table, plastic chairs. A poster about shoplifting curling at the edges.
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Maya sat with her hands folded in her lap because she didn’t know where else to put them.
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Patel sat opposite. Notepad open. Patient.
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“I’m sorry,” he said first. “There’s no good way to do this.”
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Her father nodded. “We understand.”
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Patel looked between them. “I just need to ask a few basic questions. Routine.”
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Maya stared at the table. A faint coffee ring. Someone had tried to wipe it away and failed.
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“When did you last see your wife?” Patel asked.

––––––––
[image: ]


“This afternoon,” her father said. “We were together in the
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