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Deadly Little Murders – Volume 1

A collection of compact psychological crime stories, each built around death, deception and the moment something turns irretrievably wrong. Every story is designed to be read in a single sitting, delivering a complete mystery with its own setting, tension and final turn. Murders. Strangers. Obsessions. Lies. Some killers plan carefully. Others act in a moment. Not every death begins with violence, but all of them end somewhere dark.
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Discover the series at: www.deadlylittlemurders.com
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Now if you are sitting comfortably, we shall begin....
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Blood spread steadily across the cold stone, its movement impossibly slow and deliberate, as if the very ground beneath her had decided to draw it in.
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Mia found herself unable to look away, transfixed by the unfolding red stain.
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She hovered, motionless, caught between the urge to act and the paralysis of uncertainty. Her breaths came shallow and uneven, each one reinforcing the detachment between her body and her mind as though her limbs belonged to someone else, her mind not her own.
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The weight of the knife in her hand registered only faintly. She observed the object with curiosity, recognising it as her own, not recognising it as her own. Its presence undeniable, yet foreign, as though she were an observer looking in from afar.
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She looked around, the alley felt narrower than it had moments before. Damp brick leaned inward, the strip of sky above had shrunk to a slit. Somewhere above, a radio murmured behind a window, further off, a car door slammed. The city continued, silent, indifferent.
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She lifted her head, narrowed her eyes.

––––––––
[image: ]


At the end of the alley, where darkness gathered thickest, a man stood watching.
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For an instant she wondered if he was only shadow, invented by shock. Then a match flared, a cigarette lit. The brief orange glow caught the planes of his face for less than a second - a cheekbone, an eye, the faint suggestion of a mouth - before the light died again and he was returned to silhouette.
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He did not move.

He did not speak.
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The certainty arrived fully formed.

He had seen.
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Her fingers slackened. The knife slipped free and struck the stone, loud, real. The sound too large for the space. It echoed once, then again, as if the alley were trying to remember it. She stood frozen, listening for something else, nothing came. Only the low murmur of the city beyond the brick walls and the faint hiss of steam pipes at the far end of the passage.
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She became aware of her own breathing, of how exposed it sounded in the narrow space. Of how little cover there really was.

––––––––
[image: ]


Then the fear arrived.

Not of what she had done.

Of being seen doing it.
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The man did not react. He did not step forward or back. He simply stayed, watching, waiting. She did not wait to discover what he intended to do with that knowledge. She turned and fled.
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The night boat lay alongside the pier with the air of something that had outlived its own era and remained in service out of stubborn habit. Its paint dulled, timberwork worn smooth by decades of touch. The brass rails softened by hands long gone, its lights borrowed from another century, warm amber, flickering.   
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Mia stepped aboard and felt she had crossed into a different register of the world.
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The steward acknowledged her with a polite nod. His uniform was neat, faded, his movements unhurried. A handful of passengers were scattered through the saloon: a woman knitting with slow precision, a man gazing at the water, a couple murmuring quietly.
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The boat eased away from the pier, the city lights fracturing into trembling strands across the water. She took a seat near the window, upholstery sighing faintly as she settled. Beneath the floor, the engine pulsed with a low, patient rhythm, offering calm, frequency, safety.  The current rocked her gently, the motion hardly perceptible but she tracked it with the concentration of someone gathering calm.
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Two rows ahead a woman shifted her shopping bag to the floor, behind her, a cup clinked against saucer. Small, reassuring noises that belonged to ordinary evenings. She was safe here. The thought arrived fully formed, safe. She pressed her hands more firmly together in her lap and exhaled.
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Halfway down the saloon, a man walked towards her.
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She noticed the movement before she registered the person. A shift in the rhythm of the space. The faint change in air pressure when someone approaches. He moved with certainty, as though the route had already been agreed upon, as though hesitation had never entered the equation.
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He slid into the bench opposite and exhaled softly, the way people do when they sit after standing too long, when they allow themselves the smallest moment of relief.
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He looked at Mia.
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Not casually.

Not with curiosity.

With recognition.
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It was the look that unsettled her most. Not interest. Not threat. But familiarity.
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Dark eyes. Certain eyes.

––––––––
[image: ]


For a moment something about his face felt familiar. A cheekbone. The shape of his mouth. Recognition hovered at the edge of her thought.
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He spoke without turning his head.
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“Why did you choose the quiet one?”
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The words were delivered evenly, without weight or drama, as though they belonged to an ongoing conversation.
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His voice was low, settling between them without effort. He didn’t lean closer. Didn’t invade her space. Didn’t need to. The restraint was what unsettled her most.
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“Sorry—what?” She frowned. “I don’t know what you mean.” Her eyebrows lifted before she could stop them, the reaction too quick, too honest.
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He watched her closely, as though that brief flicker of expression had confirmed something.
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“I think you do.”
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The boat shifted as it entered a stronger current. The floor tilted slightly beneath her feet and she felt it through her calves, through the base of her spine, into the tight place behind her ribs where something had been coiling since the alley.
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She kept her eyes on the window.
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“You’ve got the wrong person,” she said.
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Silence followed. Not awkward. Not searching. Just held.
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Then, more quietly, “People say that when they don’t want to answer.”
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That made her turn.
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“Why are you talking to me?” she asked.
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He met her gaze calmly. “Because you’re the one who chose.”
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Her jaw tightened. “I didn’t choose anything.”
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A beat.
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“Yes,” he said. “You did.”
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The certainty in it, not raised, not aggressive, landed heavier than accusation. She looked away again, back to the dark water, watching the reflections stretch and break apart with every movement of the river.
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“You followed me,” she said more carefully.
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“No,” he replied. “We arrived together.”
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The phrasing was deliberate. Not denial. Correction.
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She turned fully towards him. “You were there.”
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“Yes.”
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No hesitation. No performance.
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“You saw something.”
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“I saw enough.”
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He paused. “Death doesn’t need a witness,” he said. “Only a still hand.”
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It wasn’t accusation. It was observation.
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“You don’t know what happened,” she said, hearing the thinness in her own voice.
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He studied her face with careful attention. “You were holding it,” he said. “You did not look confused. You did not look surprised. You looked decided.”
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Her pulse spiked. “That isn’t how it was,” she said. “I didn’t—”
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He didn’t interrupt. Didn’t soften. Just watched her.
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“Then tell me.”
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She hesitated. Outside, the city’s reflections broke and reformed across the water. When her voice came, it was quieter.
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“I took the quiet one,” she said. A breath. “Because he was there.”
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The words sat between them. Unargued. Unadorned.
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“And because I enjoy it.”
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She turned back to the window. Not to escape him — but to see his reaction.
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The glass had darkened into a faint mirror. Her face hovered there: pale, drawn, unfamiliar in its stillness. She studied her reflection longer than was comfortable, waiting — without meaning to — for another shape to appear beside hers.
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It
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