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Praise for My Murder:

‘Startling and original, My Murder is a gripping speculative twist on the crime novel’

Paula Hawkins, bestselling author of The Girls on the Train

‘Completely absorbing. A smart, speculative twist on domestic suspense’

Ashley Audrain, bestselling author of The Push

‘When did I last read a thriller this cool, this confident? This clever? A novel so hard-charging, yet light on its feet? But the best and most of all, this book is F-U-N’

A J Finn, bestselling author of The Woman in the Window

‘I couldn’t have resisted My Murder more ravenously. Beautifully written, eerie, and darkly comic, with an irresistible premise flawlessly executed . . . My Murder is a revelation’

Katie Gutierrez, author of More Than You’ll Ever Know

‘Katie Williams’ My Murder is a sly, captivating twister of a novel. Darkly funny, deeply scary and utterly original, it will keep you guessing until its final, haunting pages’

Megan Abbott, bestselling author of The Turnout

‘Captivating and provocative, My Murder is at once a tense mystery and a bracing take on the realities of early motherhood. It’s a sinister, daring thriller, with an absolute corker of an ending that I never saw coming’

Flynn Berry, bestselling author of Northern Spy
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About the Book

MY MURDER

A massively suspenseful speculative thriller with echoes of Black Mirror and Behind Her Eyes. A young mother is brought back to life as a clone after she is murdered by a notorious serial killer, and takes it upon herself to find the truth behind her death.

SOMETIMES THE ONLY PERSON WHO CAN SOLVE YOUR MURDER IS YOU.

Lou has been murdered.

She was the fifth victim of the serial killer Edward Early. A young wife and new mother, Lou’s death outraged a public breathlessly following the story of the serial murders.

Lou has been cloned.

Along with Early’s other four victims, Lou has been brought back to life by the government-funded replication commission. The women gather at a weekly support group, helping each other to navigate a society obsessed with their very existence.

Lou has been lied to.

But when Lou agrees to help fellow murder victim Fern secure a visit with Edward Early, a shocking revelation causes Lou to investigate the events around her death and question everything she thought she knew about her murder.

Can she finally uncover the truth?




For Fia and Frank,

I’d clone you if I could
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I WAS SUPPOSED TO BE GETTING DRESSED FOR THE party, the first since my murder. Instead, I was messing around with the shower drain, which was running at a creep, leaving the inside of the tub scaled with soap and peppered with dirt. So I wasn’t dressed, not a shoe, not an earring, not a panty. I was naked, in fact, and crouched in the tub, sending an unwound hanger down the drain after a wad of another woman’s hair.

The hanger scratched the wall of the drain, scratched again, but then (gotcha!) sank into something soft.

“I have pants!” Silas called through the door.

At his voice, the hanger twisted in my fingers, the end of it surfacing with a small puff of drain gunk. I cursed.

“Now socks!” he called.

I sent the hanger down again. Was it silly to feel sorry for the bathtub, holding all of that water, letting all of that water run through it? Surely after all the washing that went on inside it, the poor thing might hope to be left clean.

“I’m tying my tie,” Silas said. “It’ll take one minute. Two.”

This was Silas. This has always been Silas. When we’re late, he’ll announce each of his preparations as he makes them. He becomes a ticking clock of toiletry, my husband.

“I’m just stepping out of the shower!” I called back.

Actually, I’d done no such thing. But I almost had it now. I could feel the small suck of resistance as I pulled the hanger up and out. And there it was, a dark knot of hair, glistening in its placenta of soap. It was the size of a mouse. I poked the hair with the end of the hanger. This was my hair.

This wasn’t my hair.

This was her hair.

A knock.

Silas opened the door before I could answer.

“Wheeze? You okay in here?”

He never used to do that, barge in on me. But I decided I’d leave it alone, at least now, at least for tonight, because I knew how he worried, always worried. And he was careful, so very careful, like I was a glass of water filled to the brim that he must carry from room to room, searching in vain for the person who’d asked for a drink. But then there were these other times when his worry made him not careful at all, the opposite of careful in fact, like just now with the door.

Silas leaned in farther. It took him a minute to spot me in the tub with my gobbet of drain hair. What else was there to say but: “Yuck.”

“It’s not my hair,” I told him. And it wasn’t. The minute I’d gotten home from the hospital, I’d gone to the stylist and had her cut my long hair down to the nape. A woman cutting off all her hair to demonstrate how her life has changed. A cliché? Sure. But that wasn’t why I’d done it. I’d done it because I loved the feel of air on my neck.

“Not mine, either.” Silas ran a hand over his head and showed me his teeth.

Once upon a time, Silas’s hair had been long enough to brush his shoulders, long enough to stop up a drain, long enough to fall in my face during sex. Now he wore it short, and if you stood in a certain spot, in a certain light, you could see the glisten of his pate.

“It’s her hair,” I told him. “Your first wife’s. What an animal she must have been! Did she even own a brush?”

Silas pushed a smile onto his lips. I knew he didn’t like my jokes about his “first wife,” but I couldn’t help myself. I’d stop as soon as I could help myself.

“Okay,” he said. “Good job. But do you think . . . ?”

“I know, I know, I’m about to get dressed.”

Silas looked down and away, and I remembered my own nakedness. Since the commission had brought me back, I’d become aware of my own body in a way I’d never been before, not even when I’d been pregnant. Now I was aware not of how my body looked or what it could do or what it contained, but of what it was, the fact of it. I could feel it even now, the gum of my earlobes, the knot of my belly button, the whorl of each fingerprint. I was in my body. I was my body. I was alive. And I thrilled and fizzed to the very edges of myself, as if I’d been poured in, poured full. I stood, the last drops of water sending themselves off of me.

“It’s just that Travis is weird about parties,” Silas was saying. Travis was his coworker, the one having a birthday, which was a round one. Thirty? Forty? I couldn’t remember the number. “He expects everyone to arrive on time like it’s work.”

“Well,” I said, meaning, Isn’t it?

Silas held out his hand to help me out of the tub.

“Hey.” He lifted my hand to mouth level, like he might kiss the back of it. “We could cancel.”

“We couldn’t.”

“We could stay home, watch a movie. Order pizza. All the things.”

“All the things we’ve been doing every night since my murder, you mean?”

Silas winced. “My murder”—this was the other thing he hated for me to say.

“I’m only saying, if a party’s too much—” he began.

“It’s not too much.”

“If it’s too soon—”

“Don’t make a big deal. It’s only a party.”

He leaned in to kiss me lightly. I kissed him back how he wouldn’t expect it, long and deep. His lips were familiar and slightly chapped, a hard row of teeth just behind them.

I drew back. “I want to go to the party.”

“I believe you,” he said, blinking at the kiss.

My screen chimed. “Babysitter’s here.”

While Silas went downstairs to let in Preeti, who left crumbs of chips in the dip and took secret pictures of me to send to her friends, I got dressed. I pulled out a pair of stockings, untangled them. I did want to go to the party; that was the truth. I’d been murdered, but now I was alive. I wanted to do every last inch of every last thing. I wanted to eat until my spoon scraped the bottom of the bowl. I wanted the prickle of air on the back of my neck. I wanted to laugh and fuck and unclog the bathtub drain. I wanted to feel the skim of these stockings over the skin of these legs.

Damn. I’d put a fingernail through the stockings, the cobwebs. I balled them up and dropped them down to the baby, who was in her carrier on the rug by my feet. Nova brought the stockings to her mouth and proceeded to suck a toe. I went to the closet and found a pair of pants instead, yanked them up, belted them. And there it sat on the closet floor, the green canvas bag, the one I used to take to the gym. It was packed full, zippered closed.

Nova made a small sound behind me. A coo. She had the foot of the stocking all the way in her mouth. A wire of shame slid down my spine. Stockings: a choking hazard. And I’d given them to her. I should’ve been thinking, watching, alert.

“Sorry, Pudge. Gotta take those back.”

I swooped the baby out of her carrier and divested her of the stockings now damp with her spit. She was so big now, a large girl, a lovable Pudge, two full armfuls. Nine months old. She’d been outside me for as long as she’d been inside me. (Not me.) Stockings gone, Nova began to squirm in my arms. Then, suddenly, she was crying, full-throated, like it was her only passion in life.

Before my murder, Nova never used to cry, not much, not at all really. She’d made plenty of other noises, frequent and reassuring: she’d burbled and suckled and farted and smacked her gums, which were glistening to the point of startling, like a thing that should be kept under wraps, a wet pink secret. Sure, she’d fussed sometimes, mostly in her sleep, like maybe something in her dreams was annoying her, her little features drawn into the center of her face like a cloth bunched in a fist. But she hadn’t cried. Babies cry, everyone said. Except Nova hadn’t. Until I’d disappeared on her, and then reappeared months later, like the most terrifying game of peekaboo ever. Now she cried every time I held her, cried and nothing else.

Silas was back, eyebrows raised at the wailing baby. The wire of shame down my spine again, this time electrified: I’d left the closet door open behind me, the green canvas bag right there on the floor, if he peered over my shoulder he would . . . I shuffled back and nudged the door closed with my heel.

“Give her over here.” Silas stepped toward me, arms open. “You can put on a shirt.”

“I thought I’d go like this.”

“Happy birthday to Travis.” He reached out. “Give her over.”

Silas is a wonderful man; everyone agrees on this point. He has a good head; it rests upon his shoulders. But I didn’t give the baby to him. Instead, I bent over her. Her squall grew more frantic now that she was surrounded by her most detested person, a.k.a. me. I pushed my face against the top of her skull, the bones of which had finally fused together, thank goodness, thank god. When Nova was first born I’d been worried I was going to put a thumb through her soft spot, like the boy in the nursery rhyme with the plum. I’d been afraid I’d accidentally step on her rib cage and shatter it like the bulb of a wineglass. I wasn’t scared of those things anymore, not now that I knew all the other ways in which I was sure to fail her.

“It’s okay,” I told her. “It’s okay, Pudge. Hush.” To Silas, “I must still smell like the hospital. That’s why she’s crying. Babies and dogs can smell things we can’t, right?”

“Dogs and bees,” Silas said. “Fear.”

“Dogs and bees fear what?”

“No, that’s what they can smell: fear.”

“Then probably babies can smell hospitals.”

“They’ve all been there, I suppose.” Silas was careful not to put his thoughts on his face, but I knew what he was thinking anyway: I’d been home for three months; whatever hospital smell there might’ve been was long gone.

Silas frowned. “Wheeze—”

“It’s okay,” I said before he could say any more. “It’s okay if she cries. Really.” I put the baby in her carrier, where she immediately quieted. “Look. She’s stopped.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to—”

“We’re going to that party.” I shrugged on a blouse and began buttoning each button with decisive snaps of my fingers to show him that I meant it. “Take the baby down to Preeti. I’ll meet you in a minute.”

Once I heard Silas’s steps on the stairs, I returned to the closet. The bag was still there. Where else would it be? I unzipped it a few inches, revealing a layer of gym clothes. Hidden beneath these clothes were my passport and my Social Security card and some other necessary items, a bracelet Dad had given me when I was eight, and an envelope with the remnants of Nova’s dried umbilical cord.

When I’d first packed this bag, a few weeks after Nova was born, I’d told myself it didn’t mean I was going to leave my family. Packing the bag was simply an exercise to manage the unnameable, all the feelings I didn’t feel, the wobbling socket of dread where the feeling of motherhood—that steady, nurturing joy I’d been assured I’d feel—was supposed to be. Packing the bag had soothed me, folding the clothes into tidy squares, hiding the treasures beneath, and hushing the zipper over the lot of it. Since then, I’d been murdered and cloned, undone and remade. And now I could see the packed bag for what it was: a near miss, an almost fuckup, a terrible, terrible mistake. My Nova. My Silas. How could I have ever thought of leaving them? I pushed the bag farther back in the closet and shut the door. I’d unpack it tomorrow. Silas never had to know.

He was waiting for me now, downstairs. I doubled back to the bathroom for mascara and lipstick. Powder. I stopped with the powder brush held to my chin and stared at my face, peered closer and closer still, until the tip of my nose bumped the glass.

“I’m here,” I said to myself. “I’m here and I’m going to a party.”
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