
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Copyright 2021 by Ron Knight and 9 Minute Books.

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the written permission of the publisher and author/illustrator.

Cover Art by Pete Mancinelli of PM Freelance.

Layout by Stephanie Raymer, Creative Director at 9 Minute Books.

For information regarding permission, email info@9MinuteBooks.com 

Welcome to 9 Minute Books!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


9 Minute Books Presents

“Murder System”

Written by Nicholas Shay

Published by 9 Minute Books

[image: ]




“The best way for an author to sell millions of books is to start killing off their readers.” ~ Nicholas Shay

Young Women Killed in this Murder System:

Beth

Jessica

Ashley

Amanda

Sarah
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Hey Beth. You’re going to die soon.

Or do you go by Elizabeth? Actually, it doesn’t matter.

It’s not easy when someone walks right up to you says you’ll die soon. Also, what do I mean by soon? Many possibilities begin to wander in your mind.

How will I die?

When?

Will I be murdered or will I be hit by a truck?

Certainly there’s no good way to die. On the other hand, we all want to leave this world peacefully. If you could choose a death right now, what would it be?

I suppose that you would beg to die in your sleep. There seems to be a certain amount of perception that makes death a little easier to handle if you were in a deep dream at the time.

I think not.

So let me say this again.

Beth...you’re going to die soon.

Given the choice, would you want to know how? You’d better decide before reading more of this book, because when your time comes Beth, you won’t be in the safety of a deep slumber.

In fact, I’m the one that will murder you.

Authors have that kind of power. I can murder anyone just by typing the words. Watch this:

“Behind Beth stood a killer. He pointed a gun at Beth’s skull and squeezed the trigger. Fragments of bone, hair and blood splattered over her cell phone. The killer then walked away as Beth slumped over, face buried in the blood of soaked words.”

Did you see how easy that was? I suppose it’s not fair. I can shoot you, stab you, even take advantage of what’s between your legs and you can’t do anything about it.

But why are you still reading?

I didn’t actually kill you Beth with a bullet to the skull. That was just fiction. Actually I’m grabbing you by the back of the head and bashing your skull into the concrete next to your car in the parking lot.

Also, I’m very aroused right now. I might have to unzip and take care of myself while I’m finishing you off.
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Next is...wait for it...

Jessica!

I’m assuming Jessica that you don’t want to be murdered and certainly don’t want to be fondled by a stranger. Yet, here you are reading my book.

I’ll give you one more chance. Leave now. Do not move onto the next section.

Oh, and you should know something Jessica...my imagination is much more vivid than yours.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


9

[image: ]




Yes! You’re still reading!

Nice.

So Jessica, I’ve been giving this a lot of thought. It’s sort of a good/news-bad/news thing. I’m going to push you off a very tall bridge.

The good news is that of the 353 people I’ve pushed off this bridge, 43 have survived.

The bad news is that 310 were killed. (On every occasion, police ruled it a suicide. Lol.)

Here we go, Jessica.

One.

Two...

PUSH!

You can scream all you want, no one can here you.

Also you hit the water wrong. Hitting flat will break just about every bone in your body including your neck.

Oh well.

311.
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Welcome!

I see that you’re still with me...Ashley. Nice to have you inside my book.

Well, at least for now.

I’m a suspense writer, but I promise not to drag the suspense.

Okay here I go.

Ashley, I am going to enter your bedroom while you’re sleeping. Despite wanting to stay awake, you’ll drift away in a dream state, knowing death is stopping by for a gruesome visit.

By the way you look amazing. Most women should follow your example and wear cotton pajamas to bed.

Now...what to kill you with?

Oh! The candle! Like the board game, Clue!

I’ll wrap the candle with this shirt you have lying on the floor. (On a side note, you really should clean up this mess. People are going to find you beat to death with a candle and you’re bedroom is going to be filthy!)

As I’m wrapping the candle in your shirt and tying it off, I can’t keep my eyes off of you. My goodness you’re beautiful!

I swing the candle with your shirt. It strikes your skull with a soft thud, cracking open the skin just above your right eye.

Weird. You didn’t wake up. I think you went from a dream to being knocked out. That’s a first for me.

I swing again...again...and again.

Thud.

Thud.

Thud.

Sweet dreams, Ashley...
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Next is Amanda. I chose you because of how your eyes look in the dark. It’s three o’clock in the morning, but I would ravish you like it was three in the afternoon.

There’s two windows in your bedroom. I wonder if someone is looking inside, watching you sleep.

No, silly. Haven’t you been paying attention? I’m in your house!

Excuse me a second while I suck on your Apple AirPods.

(Pause in the story. Thanks for your patience.)
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Okay, Amanda. I’m back! Your AirPods actually have a sour taste. You really should clean your ears more.

Speaking of ears, maybe if I lean over and very carefully place my mouth over your ear, I can gently press my lips together and taste the skin.

Or maybe I can bite down and rip that gaudy earring out!

Whoops. You just moaned and rolled over. Am I disturbing you? Does your subconscious sense someone is in the bedroom?

I’m wearing all black, including my black leather gloves. Oh how I wish my fingers could feel the soft skin on your warm neck, but it’s not meant to be.

I’m cautious at first, placing my fingers around the neck. You did squirm a bit more. Your mind knows what’s about to happen, but your body is too exhausted to respond.

Now I squeeze, feeling a bone actually crack in your neck. Your eyes flash open with a mixture of shock and fear.

Oh, those gorgeous eyes that I can clearly see in the darkness.

A whistle of air seeps out of your mouth. I have to squeeze harder. Sorry Ashley. I didn’t mean for this to take so long.
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