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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....
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The ride dominated the field.
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Not because it was the tallest or the fastest, but because everything else bent around it. The stalls angled their queues toward it. The music fell into its rhythm. Even the lights, strung between poles and generators, seemed arranged to point in its direction.
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The Waltzer.
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It ran in cycles.

Spinning. Whipping. Snapping.

Music pounding.

Scream, silence, laughter.
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He stood at the edge of the crowd and watched its rise and fall.
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He’d told himself he was only here to look. Only to stop the thought from looping.
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It had started with a comment.
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He’d posted a video because the anniversary was here, over thirty years since the disappearance. The date always brought the photographs back out, family posting grainy images, the badly healed scar tugging faintly at the corner of his mouth, a cigarette between two fingers, the poodles, a picture of him at the fair.
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Then the familiar phrases. Just went one day, no body, no trace. 
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Good show, that, someone had written, it was the only thing anyone could remember him saying clearly. 
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Then a strangers comment.
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Seen him, the cabinet by the Waltzer. Same scar.
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He’d replied with one word.
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“Funny.”
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The response came back almost immediately.
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Not joking. Fair off the bypass. Ride’s called A Ride to Hell. Think it’s there till Sunday.
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He closed the app. Opened it again. Closed it. The words stayed.
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Now he stood here in the cold diesel air, watching the queue inch forward in small, impatient shifts. Teenagers scrolled. Parents scrolled. A child tugged at a sleeve and was ignored. Someone held a phone up toward the ride without looking at it.
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Nobody was really watching anything.
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Beside the entrance, bolted where the barrier narrowed, stood a wooden cabinet. He noticed its age first: the dull grain of the timber, the peeling varnish, the glass dull.
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A figure within, hard to hold in focus as the lights shifted. It wasn’t theatrical. Just a stillness that felt uncomfortably specific, as though it had once belonged to someone real.
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It wasn’t lit the way the ride was lit. No pulsing LEDs. No cycling colour. Just a small, steady bulb fixed above the glass, yellowed with age. The cabinet itself felt older than everything around it.
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Painted above it, in thick brushstrokes ...
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JOIN HIM ON A RIDE TO HELL
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The ride kicked into motion. Cars jerked, then spun. The operator snapped the controls with precision. Music surged and pulsed. Faces flickering from exhilaration to fear and back again as the rhythm took hold. 
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In the queue, a girl leaned her shoulder against the cabinet, her friend lifted her phone. She laughed, chin tipped, eyes on the screen rather than the glass. The laugh came easily, performed. She glanced sideways, just a reflex, a flick of attention. Her smile faltered. Her friend didn’t notice.
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He edged closer, leaning in as if casually. The face shifted with the light. For a moment he thought he saw a line near the mouth. A scar, perhaps. Then the glare returned and it was gone again. He  stepped back, let two teenagers pass.
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He watched the glass.

Glare when the cars passed. A face when they swung wide.

Brief. Unreliable.
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He took his phone out. Not to film yet. Just to have it ready.
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The line moved. He was close enough now to see the scratches in the glass, hear the faint hum of the bulb. He slowed.
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“Oi. Move up.”
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A hand between his shoulder blades. Bored. Automatic.
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“You’re on this one.”

––––––––
[image: ]


He meant to step aside. Didn’t. The bar came down, the ride lurched and he was carried with it. As it spun, he twisted in his seat and looked back, the cabinet flickered in and out of view, the bulb flared, the glass flashed. The figure appeared, vanished, reappeared at the wrong angle.
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Never long enough.

He lowered the phone.

He’d need to come back when it was quieter.

When he could get it clean.
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He got off the ride with the rest of them, letting himself be carried back into the fair.  By the time he reached the edge of the field his hands were cold and his phone battery was low. 
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He watched the short clip back.  Glare. Motion. A suggestion of a face that collapsed into pixels the moment he tried to hold it still. Anyone else would have scrolled past it without a second thought.
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He watched it again. Then again. Still nothing that would survive being posted. At home, he propped the phone on the table and let the video loop. The cabinet appeared and disappeared.
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He opened the comments again.

––––––––
[image: ]


“That thing’s been there for years.”

“My mate said his dad used to work that ride. Said the bloke who ran it was strange.”

“Always thought it was real, me.”

“My nan wouldn’t let us go near it. Ever.”
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He didn’t post the video.
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Rain had started tapping at the window. He watched it gather beneath the streetlight, gutters already overflowing. Heavy rain. The kind that flattened sound.
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He picked his phone up again. Opened the camera. Not to record anything. Just to see how it handled low light. How much grain it produced.
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He thought about the cabinet without the glare.

Without the crowd.

Without someone’s hand between his shoulder blades.
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He picked up his jacket, decision already settled.
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If he wanted a clean look, it would have to be now.

When the crowd was gone.

When no one was pushing him along.

He pulled his hood up and stepped out into the rain.
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The fair looked smaller in the rain. A few vans still lit. A generator ticking unevenly somewhere behind the rides. The Waltzer stood dark, its cars hanging slack, motionless. Water ran down the painted panels in thin black lines.
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The cabinet sat dark beneath its unlit bulb. Somewhere beyond the generators, a dog barked once, then stopped, as though corrected, the sound swallowed by rain and the field’s darkness.
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He crossed the field slowly, boots slipping slightly in the churned mud, the noise of the rain filling the space where music had been earlier. Up close, the glass looked darker without the ride’s glare, less reflective, as though it might finally give up what it was hiding.
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No queue.

No bodies.

No attendant’s hand.
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Just him and the cabinet.
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He stopped a few feet away and let the quiet settle. Without the crowd and the glare, the figure was easier to hold in view. Not sharper. Just less interrupted.
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He lifted his phone and started recording.
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The screen struggled. Grain crawled across the image. He shifted slightly left, then right, searching for the angle that would finally make it resolve. It didn’t. The glass still caught too much of the cameras light, reflecting too much of him.
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He stepped closer.  Close enough to see the scratches in the surface, the old fingerprints, the faint arc where sleeves had wiped at it before. Close enough to realise that the glass itself was the problem.
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His eyes dropped briefly to the side of the door.  The latch was worn smooth with use, cheap, domestic. The kind you’d expect on a shed door. He hesitated, then adjusted his phone again, as though the solution might still be there.
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It wasn’t.

The rain thickened.

He stood there another second. Then another.
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