
Oliver Burch’s Last Case – ‘gritty’ crime fiction extract  

 

After I told her how I found the kid’s body, Leah took me out for a cigarette. It felt just like 

old times, the two of us standing on the roof of that station, pulling smoke through our lungs. 

Except this time we weren’t sharing.  

‘This one felt different to the others, Leah. I knew that kid.’  

She rolled her eyes at me. I could tell the grind was getting to her, the strands of hair in her 

fringe had begun to turn grey and the bags under her eyes told me she hadn’t got a good 

night’s sleep in months. Even so, she was just as beautiful as I remembered.  

‘Don’t let this pull you back in, Ollie,’ she warned me.  

I took a long drag and shook off her concerns. ‘Not to worry, love. I don’t chase those kinds 

of criminals anymore. I work for the library now.’  

‘I know you, Ollie. You can deny it all you want, but you and I both know you hate that 

shitty job. So I’m warning you now, stay out of my case.’  

‘Believe me, Leah. The last thing I wanted was to cross paths with murder again. Once I’ve 

finished my cig I’ll head back to my fortress of books and you’ll never have to see me again.’  

‘Good.’ Her voice cracked and her eyes avoided mine. For a moment I felt like kissing her. 

Perhaps she thought of kissing me too. It didn’t matter. We were done, a long time ago. And 

there was no need to bring all that shit back up.  

She finished her cigarette before me.  

‘Take care of yourself, Ollie.’  

   Now it was just me and the clouds. In my years as detective I thought I’d become 

desensitised to the dead, but it’s amazing what four years and endless binge drinking can do. I 

couldn’t get that kid’s face out of my mind.  

My pocket buzzed. It was Gary. Shit, how was I gonna explain this one.  

‘Where the hell are you, Burch?’ he screamed at me down the phone. He was mad. 

‘Gaz-man. Long story. How about a drink?’ I felt playing a fool might deflate him a bit. It 

didn’t.  

   I headed back down Anchor Road to Bristol Central Library. By this time the sun had set 

and the city’s nightlife had already started to spill out on to the streets. Gary never liked 

going out. If you wanted to drink with him, you had to go to him. Fortunately, the fact he 

rarely left the grounds of library, made him easy enough to find. From outside I could just 

barely make out the light seeping through the blinds of his office window. With the rest of the 



library asleep for the night, I had to make my way up to his solitary chamber with a torch. I 

tapped my knuckles against his icy wooden door and waited for a reply. 

The sound of his groan emanated from inside, ‘Enter.’  

And so I did, sticking out my arm so that first thing he saw was the bottle of whiskey I’d 

brought, ‘I come bearing gifts.’  

   ‘That’s not gonna get you on my good side, Burch. Sit down and tell me where you’ve 

been.’ Gary really was pissed this time. I dropped my nice-guy routine and sat down like an 

obedient little employee. Gary was leaning back in his chair, sucked into some Nietzsche 

book, Thus Spoke Zarathustra. It was all an act, anything to convince people he wasn’t a 

moron.  

‘So did you get the book?’ he snapped. I took swig of the whiskey, hoping it would make the 

chair more comfortable.  

‘You hear about the kid that got killed?’ I asked him.  

‘Heard on the radio.’  

‘Well, I’m the one that found him. It was his book that was due.’  

Gary put his Nietzsche to rest and our eyes met. His eyes were a dark blue, as if never 

bleached by daylight. 

‘Did you get the book?’  

I scowled at him. The man was jaded, even more so than myself. I fished the book out of my 

bag and let the weighty hardback smack the surface of his desk. ‘Here’s your fucking book. 

Happy now?’  

‘What’s your problem?’  

‘That kid is dead, Gary. And all you care about is the book?’  

‘Might I remind you that you’re not a detective anymore, Burch? You’re my muscle now. 

You make sure our books are returned. Shit happens, don’t go soft on me.’  

 

 

 

 


