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

The Trouble With Dead Men
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The dead man was staring at him.  Brian held the look for a moment, then turned away as if the problem might correct itself if he stopped acknowledging it.
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Around him the panic room stayed sealed and quiet, the body sitting in one of the chairs, the air carrying a faint hum that seemed to come from inside the walls rather than any single place.
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It wasn’t a large space. Not claustrophobic but contained in a way that removed options. The walls were smooth concrete, poured clean without seams. No cracks, no edges to test, nothing that suggested weakness. The door sat flush into one side, a slab of grey steel with no handle on the inside.
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To its right, a keypad. Nine digits. Evenly spaced. Unmarked. Beside it, set slightly lower, a reinforced cupboard built into the wall, secured tight. Above, recessed strip lighting cast a flat, even light that removed shadow rather than creating it. In the corner, a circular vent, metal grille, fixed in place, breathing out a faint, steady hum.
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On the wall beside the door, a digital timer counted down in silent red numbers. Next to it, a square button marked LOCKDOWN. Brian wiped his hands down his jeans and forced himself to look back at the body.
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Colin Carrick sat in the chair, wrists loose, head angled forward, eyes open. Twenty minutes earlier he had been alive, sweating and talking too much while Brian stood over him with a knife and told him, calmly enough at first, to give up the information he had been paid to collect. 
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It was meant to be simple. A short, private conversation, information handed over, then out again before anyone knew they had been there. He was not there to kill anyone, only to be persuasive, keep the knife low and visible and make it clear that silence would cost more than speaking.
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Now Colin sat where he had been left, no longer resisting, no longer bargaining, no longer doing anything at all. His eyes were what held the attention. Not movement, not expression, just open. Looking.
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“Alright,” Brian said, quieter than he intended. “That’s enough.”
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He stepped closer and tapped Colin’s cheek with the back of his fingers, a light, dismissive tap. The head moved slightly with the contact, then settled again at an angle that looked less deliberate than it had a moment before.
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“Don’t take the piss, Colin.”
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No response.
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Brian exhaled through his nose and straightened, irritation rising to cover something else that had begun to press quietly at his temples and leave his breathing short. “This is anything but simple.” 

––––––––
[image: ]


Colin had been waiting when he arrived. Nervous from the start, though not in a way that had seemed useful. “Can I take a look around?”
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“Sure.”
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“It’s all automated,” Colin had said, gesturing around the panic room as he presented it. “High-end electronics. New mechanisms. Clues given before entry. You piece it together.”
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Brian had let him talk, taking in the layout instead. Door. Walls. No visible weak points.
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“There’s a bar outside where teams wait. When they’re ready, they come in, hit that lockdown button and the room seals behind them. Twelve-hour countdown.”
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He nodded toward the panel by the door.
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“Nine digits,” Colin had added, nodding toward the keypad. “That’s the full code. Teams solve it, build it piece by piece. When they’ve got it right, the panel opens and the door releases, most teams solve the clues in a couple of hours.”
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Brian stepped closer. “Where’s the code?”
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Colin smiled. “I have it.”
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“Good boy.”
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Colin shifted slightly, his eyes flicking toward the panel by the door. “But once it’s sealed,” he said, “it’s better to let the room run.”
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Brian stared for a second then moved closer without raising his voice. He drew the knife and held it low between them. “We’re not letting anything run,” he said. “You’ve got information I need and money you owe. Debts need paying.”
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Colin looked properly frightened. He stuttered, “what, no,” his eyes widening, then sliding past Brian to the panel by the door, fixing there for a fraction too long.
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Brian followed the look. The square button sat beside the timer, waiting.
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“That worries you, doesn’t it,” Brian said, pressing the LOCKDOWN button with a smirk.
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Something clunked deep within the walls and the hum changed at once, settling into a lower, heavier register that seemed to take hold of the room rather than simply fill it. The door sealed behind them with a final, contained weight that made Brian nod almost approvingly.
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“Proper job,” he said. “Magnets, seals, the lot. Feels it.”
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Colin did not answer. He was still looking at the door when his attention came back to Brian, his mouth opening as if to continue whatever he had been about to say. “Wait,” he managed. “I need to—”
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Brian stepped in again, the knife low and visible between them, his voice quiet and flat. “Sit down, and let’s have that chat.”
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Colin sat drew a breath to speak, but whatever was coming never arrived. His expression emptied, his shoulders dropped and his head tipped forward slightly, something inside him simply disengaging. One breath came, shallow and reflexive and then nothing. Colin Carrick stopped where he was, the unfinished word dying with him, his eyes remaining fixed on Brian.
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Brian stood there for a second, waiting for the next part. The panic. The bargaining. Some desperate correction of what had just happened. None came.
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“Alright,” he said after a moment. “Very good.”
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He touched Colin’s face, harder this time, then checked his neck, lowering his ear toward the man’s mouth. There was nothing there. No breath, no pulse he could find, nothing except the low mechanical hum now running steadily through the room.
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“Christ,” he muttered. “Bit of an overreaction.”
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The line sounded weaker than he intended. He became aware, almost immediately, of something else pressing in beneath it: a faint tightness at the temples, a slight resistance in the breath. He drew in more air to test it, then again when the first breath did not quite settle.
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In the corner, the vent worked steadily, feeding the sealed room with a soft, constant flow that sounded less like air moving than something being quietly measured. Brian held still for a moment, listening, then turned back to the room and forced it into order in his head, then looked at Colin again. Still dead.
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“Right,” he said.
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“Facts,” Brian said quietly, nodding once as if the word itself might impose some order. He turned first to the door. “Twelve-hour cycle. Once it’s sealed, it’s sealed.”
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The timer moved in silence.
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11:40:31
11:40:30
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He looked away, then back again, not trusting the gap he’d felt between the numbers. He stepped to the keypad. Nine digits. Evenly spaced. Unmarked. He entered the business number from memory. Red. Reversed it. Red again. He exhaled slowly and tried the simplest sequence, 1 through 9. Red before his finger lifted.
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He glanced at the timer again without meaning to.
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10:41:12
10:41:11
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He held the numbers there, trying to force them to make sense, but the last few minutes would not line up. Too much time had gone. Far too much. He reached back for the last clear moment and could not fix it, everything after it muddled and loose in his head.
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He turned back to Colin. Wallet. Phone. Routine. People reused what they knew. He crouched, checking the pockets again, slower now. Cards, receipts, numbers that refused to settle into anything usable. “Work,” he said under his breath. “Something you use.” He stood, the movement heavier than it should have been, a faint tightness beginning to gather in his chest.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Postcode.” He entered it with the unit number. Red.
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He stayed still for a moment, listening. The hum continued, low and even, as though the room was maintaining something he wasn’t part of. He moved back to the body. “You’re not helping,” he said quietly.
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He lifted Colin’s head, straightened it, held it there for a moment before letting go. It settled again, not quite where it should have been.
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“Gravity.”
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He returned to the keypad and rested his fingertips against it, holding still as if the answer might present itself if he didn’t force it. The room no longer felt entirely fixed. The edges softened briefly, then corrected when he blinked.
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“People repeat themselves,” he said. “That’s the point.”
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He crouched again, pulling the wallet free, forcing himself to focus. Numbers, names, fragments that slipped as he tried to hold them. He read the same line twice without taking it in.
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“You said you changed it,” he went on. “Last week.”
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The thought wouldn’t stay still. He stood again, slower now. The air resisted him. Not absence, but effort. Each breath required attention. “Stress,” he muttered, though the word didn’t hold. He drew in another breath, sharper this time, and it stopped short, caught halfway in. A pressure built behind his eyes. He blinked hard, wiped his face, found it damp.
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“Fine,” he said, though the voice no longer belonged fully to him.
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The timer pulled his attention again.

––––––––
[image: ]


08:17:19
08:16:18
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Too fast.
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He turned back to Colin, this time looking properly, not at the face but at the details he had missed before. The shirt had shifted slightly, the top button parted just enough to expose the line beneath it. A thin chain.
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Brian stepped in and pulled it free, quicker now, the movement less controlled than before. A small metal disc hung from it. He turned it in his fingers and read it once, then again, slower this time, forcing the words to stay still long enough to take them in.

––––––––
[image: ]


Pacemaker. Below it, smaller text. Avoid electromagnetic fields. Interference may cause distress. Loss of consciousness. For a moment the words sat there without meaning. Then they aligned all at once.
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The button. The hum. His own voice, not long ago. Magnets. Seals. The lot. Brian let out a breath that didn’t land properly and shook his head once, as if that might push the thought away. “No,” he said. But there was nowhere else for it to go.
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He looked at Colin again, at the stillness, at the absence of anything resembling resistance, and then back toward the panel by the door. “I did that,” the words flattening as they came out. The realisation didn’t build. It arrived complete. Something sharper followed it, a sudden, urgent clarity that cut through the fog just enough to matter.
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“Alright,” he said quickly.
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He turned the disc again, closer now, forcing his eyes to hold focus on the smaller engraving beneath. A number. Structured. Deliberate. A code. Nine digits.
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Brian moved at once, turning toward the keypad with a speed that hadn’t been there before, already repeating the
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