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        “A tightly wound and imaginative thriller.” — Paige Nick.

        

        In tomorrow’s world prowls a creative and ruthlessly efficient assassin who won’t stop until Kirsten is killed.

        

        A troubled woman approaches Kirsten with a warning and a key and is later found dead. Was the woman just another victim of the Suicide Contagion, or is there something more sinister at play? The key leads Kirsten to the Doomsday Vault and a hit list of seven people — and her barcode is on it.

        

        Edgy and original, Why You Were Taken is a dark cinematic thriller that will keep you guessing till the last page.

        

        Grab the first book in the futuristic suspense series When Tomorrow Calls now.
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        "Sexy, smart, and sci-fi." 

        -- Tian van den Heever, 5* Amazon review 

        

        "A far out, near future, Afro-punk, Gibsonesque, instant classic sci-fi thriller … a sexy, smart, surprising and ultra cool vision of South Africa in the year 2021. I loved the textures and the tech and, most of all, the characters, who stayed with me long after I’d burned through the book. Highly recommended. Can't wait for the movie."
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      The suspect.

      The suspect has one eye swollen shut and blood highlights in her yellow hair. A split lip that sticks so far out that I want to tuck it back into her face for her. What makes dried blood black? What makes eye-skin swell so hard that it buries its own eyeball? Cannibalistic gesture or measure of protection? Too late, eye socket, too late. The suspect stares into space. Saliva shines her chin. She isn’t aware of the drool. She’s numb. If she’s lucky, she’s numb. She stares and stares and doesn’t see anything.

      There is nothing to see here.

      She has seen enough.

      The suspect was admitted last night. It wasn’t the first time.

      The suspect? you are thinking. Surely you mean the victim?

      No, I mean The Suspect. She was found in a puddle of blood. It was mostly her husband’s.

      What kind of love is this? When the couple’s red stuff runs together in tributaries and streams, mixing and morphing into a dark lake of glue. What kind of love is this? Or, more correctly, what kind of love was this? For it is no more.

      When did it end? When did the crimson petal turn to brown? When did the suspect’s skull go from whole to cracked? Now there is a spiderweb, a snowflake etched into the bone. You know the story. But maybe not the whole story. Maybe not the exact story. Every snowflake is unique.

      His skull was cracked, too. The husband’s. More smashed than ‘cracked’. A whole piece of head bone was missing, like a seashell eroded by the sand and tide. I expected to find a sea-brined brain, but it was messier than that. No cool rinsing saline, but instead: hot air and insects. Not too many: there wasn’t enough time between the deed and the damning. Just a couple of fat black flies. Their wings vibrating right into our itchy ears.

      Blunt force trauma. That old chestnut. We looked around for the instrument (and the puzzle-piece of skull) but it didn’t reveal itself. It did not jump up and dance. Isn’t it funny that we call it an ‘instrument’? As if we could pick it up on a whim and play a tune. A death ditty. A melody of murder. I wonder which song was on when this gory thing was playing out. This blunt game. Every crime has a soundtrack.

      She had looked dead, too, until all of a sudden she wasn’t. Mottled. Smashed up, but alive. She gasped and chucked up blood, like a possessed puppet in a horror show. Like a victim of an exorcism. But not a victim. Not only a victim, anyway. A suspect, too.

      Yes, you can be both. Her husband was both, too. Who else would engrave the snowflake on his wife’s skull? Who else would swell her lip? A third party! I hear you shout. An intruder! An evil bastard intent on grievous bodily harm.

      It’s possible. I have learnt that anything is possible. But evil almost always pitches up at the door with a housecoat on. A comfy old housecoat that smells of home and is invariably scabbed by custard and a snailtrail of last week’s roast chicken gravy.

      Child molested? You want to blame the ice-cream truck man. (It wasn’t him.)

      Girl raped? You point a finger at the faceless trenchcoat. (It wasn’t him.)

      Woman battered to within an inch of her life (and sometimes outside of it) — you see the perpetrator as one of The Others. It wasn’t them. Mostly, it wasn’t them. Mostly, it was the father, the uncle, the husband. Mostly the evil is deeply seeded inside our circles of love. That’s what makes it truly evil.

      The suspect lifts a broken finger to the shorn part of her scalp. Runs a dirty fingernail above her ear. What is she thinking about? Is she replaying last night’s events? Is the glimmer of light on her stitched-up face the reflection of the story? How much does she know, and of that, how much will she tell us?

      ‘Mrs Long?’ I say, for the third time. Triad, trilogy, troika. Third time lucky, although not for her. She hears me — I can see the faint flicker — but still she keeps staring at the wafer coloured walls. Hospital equipment rattles down the corridor. Metal trollies, and needles scratching paper. Someone’s blood pressure cuff exhales.

      ‘Janine?’ I say. It tastes wrong, but it does the trick. She cranes her stiff neck in my direction. One eyeball swivels. It’s a pretty eyeball. The other is still a prisoner. She opens her lip-balloons to speak but nothing comes out.

      DOESN’T ANSWER TO MARRIED NAME, I write in my notebook. It’s not the standard police-issue notebook. Those are useless. I like my books tightly bound. When it comes to notebooks, I appreciate strict bondage. When it comes to sex: not so much. I have tied up enough criminals to put me off handcuffs in the bedroom for good.

      A ghost of a word escapes her mouth. Then another, then another. Three spook words. A phantom triangle. A triple spectre switchback. Things happen in threes. This is true. I strain my ears. I prime my hammer, anvil and stirrup. I am ready to listen. Not just to hear, but to listen. There is a distinct difference.

      I see her teeth are broken, too. That wasn’t in the report. Perhaps they were not able to open her mouth when she first came in. Perhaps it had been clamped. Perhaps the horror had wired it shut.

      TEETH, I write down.

      BROKEN.

      I clear my throat.

      ‘Could you … would you repeat that?’ I say in the most gentle voice I possess. It does not come easy. It sounds like a grizzly bear trying to sing a lullaby. It does not come naturally to me. Look at me. Look at me! I am not a tender man.

      Of course, it could have been an intruder. This is Johannesburg, after all. Sunny South Africa. We are nothing if not a long-festering abscess boiling over with the hot pink pus and frantic squirming oily maggots of crime and violence. And don’t you dare act disgusted. It is your doing as much as it is mine. If you take exception to anything it should be your own indifference. At least I am here, in this hospital room. At least I am getting my rough hands dirty.

      It could have been a faceless stranger who burst into this couple’s bedroom and gave them matching head traumas. He could’ve handed them identical blows, one for him, one for her. Two for the price of one. Like monogrammed velour bathrobes made in China, His and Hers. Or those old married people who have been together too long and wear matching twinsets with pictures of snowy mountains embroidered on the fronts, replete with a smelly nanny goat, a copper bell at her throat. It could have been Die Swart Gevaar, but my gut tells me otherwise. I’d stake my balls on it. And I don’t do that lightly. I’d very much like to keep my balls just where they are.

      I hand the suspect a plastic beaker with a bendy straw. She won’t be eating for a while. She is getting all the hydration and nutrients she needs from her IV but that won’t stop her mouth from being as a dry as  these wafer walls. She blinks her solitary eye at me in thanks, and slurps. Her injuries do not make for delicate drinking. There is more chin-dribble. In another lifetime, in another story, in a parallel universe I would take a soft cotton cloth and wipe her face for her. I would hold her. Tell her that the worst is over. That she’s going to be okay.

      But we’re not on that particular planet. We’re here in this beige private ward and she is the suspect and I am the cop and I need to find out what the hell happened to the purple corpse in the refrigerator drawer that is wearing a wedding ring with her name on it.

      I take the beaker back. It’s time to talk. I need to hear those three words again to make sure that I didn’t imagine them. I angle my body towards her. I steeple my fingers. I wait. I don’t tap my feet.

      She takes a breath, and then winces at the ribs that curl around her chest like an ivory cage for her heart. Those bones are engraved, too. When I read the medical report I pictured her as a scribbled-on skeleton. Old and new fracture scars running all over her bone and crunchy cartilage like a roadmap to oblivion. How many ribs has she broken? How many arms, legs, cheekbones? How many times can you break a limb before it just won’t heal anymore? How many times can you shatter a pelvis before it just gives in and gives up? I pictured her as a tattooed skeleton; so when I came in here I was surprised by her skin and hair. Her modest padding. Her beautiful eyeball.

      ‘I did it,’ she says again.

      I go back to the top of the page where, hours before I had met her, I had written SHE DID IT.

      It wasn’t rocket science. I didn’t even think it through. Sometimes the deep gut / balls combination just does the work for you. If you can’t trust the deep gut / balls combination then you can’t trust anything. The penis, on the other hand, the shaft, is another story altogether.

      SHE DID IT, I had scrawled in shouty uppercase, sure and arrogant, as if it were a title for a new screenplay, or a song. I tick the words. The ink mark is an inverted shark fin.

      Her breathing is shallow from the nerves or the hesitation to re-rupture the ribs. She shouldn’t be in this much pain. They should give her some more painkillers. I wanted her compos mentis for the questioning, but I’m not a sadist. Besides, I have what I need. I only needed those three words. The rest is backstory. The rest doesn’t matter. I ring the
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