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Dedication
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To my Tweeps.

Thanks for all the good times. It's so sad the bird had to die.

Now, get some water.

Luv you.
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Prologue
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Trust your gut they tell you, then the one time I don’t, I end up on a cruise ship nearing international waters, with my childhood best friend attached to me like a limpet, while a serial killer scientist tries to make me his bride.

What the fuck, I hear you say. Shall I tell you a story?
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Chapter 1 - Bad Choices, I’ve made a few
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I knew her only by her handle on Twitter. Well, I knew her first name, but I did not know that one of my mutuals, whom I chatted with here and there, was the woman who was the lead story on the news site. I didn’t realise until others on Twitter made the connection.

The realisation was like eating bad shrimp; it made me want to throw up everywhere. 

She was a lovely woman, and now she was dead, and not simply a tragic death; it was a violent and disturbing death. The killer had actually taken several of her body parts. Like what the fuck kind of Jack the Ripper, Criminal Minds kind of psycho was this person? “Eww” didn’t even begin to cover it.

Six more deaths followed quickly, and slightly more disturbing to me than the violence was the fact that all six of them were my mutuals. I never had a huge online presence, so seven of my mutuals dead was a pretty high ratio even in Aotearoa. 

I wasn’t the only one freaked out that their mutuals were the ones dying either. Graham was the first one to voice the concern, though. He was another mutual of mine, one still alive. A doom thread started for those of us in the same position, who now worried for our mutuals and ourselves. Was one of us the one with the follower list being targeted? Were any of us still on someone’s list? Were we in danger? We couldn’t even say it was just mutuals in a certain town, since the first killing had been in Christchurch, then one in Dunedin, before they came to the North Island and got disturbingly more violent. 

Three more killings happened in rapid succession in Hamilton; we all got very nervous. And by nervous, I mean absolutely shit your pants terrified. Several people deleted their Twitter accounts, and I didn’t blame them. I felt a little less worried, as my real name and information was not associated with my account, but I was certain anyone who was very keen and internet savvy could probably track me down. I reasoned that they would have done it already, and deleting my account was not going to solve anything. The killer was already in Hamilton; it would not take them long to make it to the Bay. 

Now, I say I was a little less worried, but that’s kind of bullshit. I was stressed to the point where I felt so sick to my stomach that I didn’t even spend time staring aimlessly into the fridge seeking food and comfort. I felt like I was going to throw up if I even contemplated anything other than coffee and plain toast. Only white bread (the thought of seeds and grains did not make my stomach happy).

By the end of week two, the entire country was in a panic, and there were four of us left who had every single death in common as a mutual. I felt sick every single morning when I woke up, scared to check the news.
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I WOKE TO THE NEWS that there were just three of us left now with all those mutuals in common. Nammy had been identified as the most recent victim. I couldn’t even face toast and coffee.

God, I wished I could un-know what she had suffered through. What the hell did the killer want with her hair?

Graham was travelling for work, and he wanted to swing by on his way back home. He was going to be staying in a hotel about twenty minutes from where I lived, and could we meet up? Of course, I knew this could be a trap, that Graham might be the killer. I doubted it from everything I knew of him after four years of being mutuals, and the fact that other people I knew had met him in real life, and he definitely had not been in the South Island when the first two killings happened. I thought I knew him well enough. My gut, despite being twisted in knots, did not believe Graham could be the killer and didn’t believe he could ever hurt me.

I knew this could still be a really dumb idea. I couldn’t help it though; I needed to sit in the same room as someone else who had the same fear as me. I needed not to feel crazy and alone.

I documented everything about where I was going and left the passwords for my computer and phone on my desk. I let my best friend track my phone; I sent her a photograph of the car outside the motel room. Then I went and knocked.
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THE DOOR OPENED.

That was not Graham. I thought I had the wrong room. I had to have the wrong room.

Graham was just a regular sort of guy, nothing wrong with that. Cute but in that hubby or dad kind of way. The guy in front of me looked like he played rugby, like he could take on half of the All Blacks by himself and then carry them off, all while doing a photoshoot for Vogue. He was standing there shirtless in brown slacks, and I had to admit I was struggling to find my tongue to apologise for getting the wrong room.

My brain inserted keyboard smashing, along with an unf and a hnnng.

“Umm, can I help you with something?”

“I, uh...”

Why are Ken-lines on a guy so damn distracting? His eyes are up there.

“Sorry, sorry, you are so not Graham!”

He smiled at me and laughed. “I can confirm that I am not Graham. Name’s Joe.”

“Damn, he must have typed his room number wrong.” I pulled my phone out and was surprised to find that I had no network right now. That was weird; I’d had network in the car that was just a few feet away.

“What’s wrong?”

“My phone’s not working.”

“I’ve got a landline in here, shock horror I know, but you can use it if you like to find your boyfriend. The front desk might know. You just hit 9, and it connects to the office.”

Yeah, look, I know what you’re thinking right now, that huge red flags should have been unfurling and warning lights should have been doing a disco effect in my head. What can I say? I am a normal, horny woman who finds her brain doesn’t work so well when confronted by the hottest guy she has ever seen in the flesh... and oh man, I could not look away from that flesh. It was ridiculous! 

Not sure why I had the urge to lean in and sniff him right then, but there I was, mind off, body on.

Instead of politely declining, I worried instead about making sure this man knew I was not here to meet my boyfriend or lover. Here I was, a solid 7, maybe a 9 in the right makeup, worried that this 11 might care about my dating status! No, he was more like an 87 than an 11. Sweet baby cheesecake, I was not meant to be wondering what it would be like to trace those lines with my lips...

“Not my boyfriend, just a friend. Meeting for a research project kind of thing, this isn’t some meet in a seedy motel kind of affair. It... it
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