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PRAISE FOR THE WRONG WOMAN

‘Bump it to the top of your must-read list immediately’

ANNA DOWNES

‘The pay-off is criminally good … As always, Pomare keeps the best surprises until last. Prepare for a late night’

SYDNEY MORNING HERALD

‘An expertly plotted mystery with echoes of Lee Child. I raced through it and missed it once I finished’

ALLIE REYNOLDS

‘Deftly plotted, pacy and sharply written. Twists come out of nowhere and the high drama of the final few chapters is edge-of-the-seat stuff’

NEW ZEALAND WOMEN’S WEEKLY

‘J.P. Pomare has given us another juicy small-town read … Expect plenty of twists and turns in this thriller’

WOMAN’S DAY

‘Fresh and complex … Delivers on every front’

ARTSHUB

‘An engrossing tale of investigation and discovery, which will keep the reader fascinated to the end’

CANBERRA TIMES

‘The definitive J.P. Pomare whodunnit … rich with red herrings and clues alike, drip-fed to the reader, enticing them to unravel the mystery. Pomare is, in every definition, a masterful page-turner’

GOOD READING




PRAISE FOR THE LAST GUESTS

‘Carefully constructed, chilling and compelling, Pomare’s latest creation will keep you guessing right up to the last page’

ROSE CARLYLE

‘A twisty thriller with an ending I didn’t see coming’

MEGAN GOLDIN

‘The Last Guests is a brilliantly executed siege set-piece that keeps readers guessing until the final few pages’

GREG FLEMING, stuff.co.nz

‘A twisty thriller … Possibly not one to read in your rented holiday cottage. I’ll certainly be checking the light fittings at my next beach holiday rental’

THE AGE

‘This is a rip-snorting read that burbles along on fine prose, from a novelist who while still early in his career has already stamped his mark as a masterful storyteller. An excellent read from a must-read author’

GOOD READING

‘Chilling … Should keep readers up at night. Pomare knows how to keep the pages turning’

PUBLISHERS WEEKLY

‘An emerging master of the taut and fast-flowing psychological thriller’

ARTSHUB




PRAISE FOR TELL ME LIES

‘Some startling surprises towards the end and a dark, thoughtful conclusion will keep you frantically turning the pages’

CANBERRA WEEKLY

‘A thrilling story about a celebrated psychologist who gets too close to a patient’

WHO MAGAZINE

‘J.P. Pomare spins another intriguing tale in his latest thriller’

READER’S DIGEST

‘A deliciously tight and twisty tale that is guaranteed to keep you turning the pages into the wee hours. If you enjoy your psychological thrillers at a breakneck pace … then add this to your wish list’

GOOD READING

‘A twisty tale full of suspense and mystery’

NEW IDEA

‘Tell Me Lies is a fast-paced mystery thriller’

SYDNEY MORNING HERALD

‘A whodunnit with a limited number of possibilities that encourages the reader to guess between them’

HERALD SUN




PRAISE FOR IN THE CLEARING

‘Pomare’s books are testament to the fact that he could be one of the most exciting literary thriller authors to come out of the country’

SATURDAY PAPER

‘In the Clearing is written with a technical aplomb that proves Call Me Evie was no fluke’

THE AUSTRALIAN

‘Will keep you on the edge of your seat and wide awake until you’ve raced to the end. A true psychological thriller that is totally believable and which will stay with you long after you’ve finished’

HERALD SUN

‘There are lots of premium crime-fiction offerings this summer, but this bloodcurdling exploration of the asphyxiating grip of a cult on its followers deserves to be at the top of your pile’

NEW DAILY

‘A very fine thriller from a very fine author’

NEW ZEALAND LISTENER

‘If J.P. Pomare’s Call Me Evie was a slow-burner of a psychological thriller, his follow-up, In the Clearing, is a pared-back firecracker’

BOOKS+PUBLISHING




PRAISE FOR CALL ME EVIE

‘A whip smart debut from our newest thriller star’

NEW ZEALAND HERALD

‘Almost nothing will turn out as it initially appears in this devastating novel of psychological suspense’

PUBLISHERS WEEKLY (starred review)

‘Read this one with the lights on, and keep Pomare on your radar’

KIRKUS REVIEWS

‘I felt pure dread reading this book. Enjoyable, exquisite dread’

SARAH BAILEY

‘It’s a tight, compulsive, beautifully written thriller with echoes of Gillian Flynn, with characters that keep you guessing and a plot that keeps you turning the page’

CHRISTIAN WHITE

‘A striking and suspenseful read’

SYDNEY MORNING HERALD

‘Will have you guessing and second-guessing until the very end’

HERALD SUN

‘A one-sitting kind of book, ideal for readers who enjoy fast-paced thrillers that keep them guessing’

BOOKS+PUBLISHING

‘Pick this one up when you have plenty of time as you’re unlikely to put it down after a few pages’

DAILY TELEGRAPH
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There are those who believe in my innocence and those who believe in my guilt. There is no in-between.

AMANDA KNOX

I believe that, by and large, New Zealanders enjoy a fair and effective criminal justice system. However mistakes are possible in any system that relies on human judgement.

STATEMENT OF INNOCENCE AND APOLOGY FOR WRONGFUL CONVICTION OF TEINA PORA THE HONOURABLE AMY ADAMS MINISTER OF JUSTICE
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Detective Marsden: Can you describe to us what happened this morning?

Jo Blackwell: Well, I woke up suddenly. I don’t know how long I was asleep for but it was late.

Detective Marsden: And what woke you?

Jo Blackwell: Well, umm. I heard screams, these animal screams, you know. Like nothing I’ve ever heard before. I knew someone was in trouble so I sat up and shook my husband, Paul. I figured there was a fight at the house. I didn’t want to interfere but the screams were so loud and so desperate that I thought I better call the police.

Detective Marsden: You called the police as soon as you heard the screams?

Jo Blackwell: Well, maybe I waited a minute or two. Paul thought I might have been hearing things, then he heard them too. I called the Primrose house but no one answered, then I tried Gwen’s mobile but she didn’t pick up. By that stage, the screams had stopped. But then I heard them again.

Detective Marsden: Okay. And were these screams also animalistic? Or different?

Jo Blackwell: A bit different, just this long, winding scream. I put my dressing gown on and we wandered down the driveway. We can see their house from there, we’re directly across, you see. We thought we’d wait for the police because we didn’t know what was happening – we didn’t want to be seen. After a few minutes, we heard sirens. The fog was really thick but then we saw a man come out of the property. We could sense something was wrong. He didn’t seem to notice us but he came out of the gate and went off down the road.

Detective Marsden: Can you describe the man you saw?

Jo Blackwell: We both recognised him. He used to live there – we’d see him on his skateboard some days. He was Māori. He was their chef. Maybe Paul’s height.

Detective Marsden: Did you see anyone else? Or any vehicles?

Jo Blackwell: No, just him. Just that man. He was stumbling. Dark patches on his clothes. It looked like he had blood on him. We sort of froze. We didn’t know what to do. Then you all turned up and Paul ran over to tell you but by then the chef was long gone.
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HUMILIATION: THAT WAS one motivation offered by the prosecution. The shame of rejection drove Bill to stab each member of the Primrose family with his chef’s knife. Or wrath: he did it in a fit of rage because Simon and Gwen Primrose fired him and withheld his final paycheque. Lust: Bill’s infatuation with their teenaged daughter grew to an obsession. He’d sent her lewd notes and couldn’t live knowing he would never have her. Or a sort of psychosis: Bill was drunk, unstable.

Endless possible motives, that’s what the prosecution had – and circumstantial evidence for every one of them.

But if you believe Bill’s version of events, he simply found the bodies, heard the sirens and panicked, fleeing from the crime scene. Wrong place, wrong time.

I spent three years of my life trying to figure out what really happened and concluded that two facts should have created reasonable doubt:

One, Bill Kareama has experienced lifelong severe asthma.

Two, Bill Kareama did not have an inhaler on the night of the murders.

But the jury did not agree: when he was on trial, they decided the second fact was a lie, or seemed to believe a young man with severe asthma was capable of running three kilometres in twelve minutes without an inhaler.

It’s true that Bill did not do himself any favours the morning of the murders: at approximately 6 am, he walked 900 metres from his flat, past The Pope sports bar, past the strip of shops and the service station, to the Morning Star bakery on the corner of Pope Terrace. As he made his way there, he placed a shopping bag full of ashes into the skip beside the BP. The ashes were once the clothes he’d worn the night before, when he was at the Primrose house. At the bakery, he sat and ate a mince and cheese pie, staring out into the quiet street. It also didn’t help that he’d cut his nails to the quick, shaved his head, bleach-cleaned the flat he’d recently started renting and destroyed his mobile phone.

These acts alone do not make him a murderer but they sure as shit didn’t help his defence. Because most people don’t really understand what trauma, fatigue and drug-induced chemical imbalances in the brain can do to someone’s behaviour. Behaving strangely after exposure to death and extreme violence should not automatically get a man locked up for twenty-five years.

There were other issues with the original trial too, and if Bill ever got his retrial, it’s likely he’d win for a number of reasons. First, the question of procedural fairness and sub judice. Second, the police failed to consider, let alone investigate, any other potential suspects. Third, the coercive interview techniques used on Bill.

But there would be no retrial. Today I read that he’s now been in prison for seventeen years – it was reported in the Sunday paper, his face on page three, a recent shot from inside. It sucker-punched me, and for a moment, I was back there, meeting Bill. The first thing I noticed about him that day was his size – the photos in the press didn’t seem to capture it. He was big but lean. The second thing I noticed about Bill Kareama was his unusual calmness.

As I drive from my parent’s place in Rotorua back home to Auckland, I feel the pull of Cambridge. Just like before. I can’t shake it. So I take the familiar turn-off and head out toward the house. I park outside a pair of iron gates set within a stone wall bordering the property – the sort you might find in the British countryside. I get out and approach the gates, and feel a funny sort of nostalgia as I look through. I hadn’t exactly forgotten, but it had been a while.

A wide driveway splits the generous garden, leading to the expansive frontage of a stately home that looks more country manor than New Zealand farmhouse. The surrounding grounds have long since been sliced and diced, each portion auctioned off, built on. The density of suburbia has closed in on what was once a small number of properties with serious acreage, the surrounding landscape now blighted with townhouses. All that remains of the Primrose estate is that grand old house. Last time I was here, you could barely see the house through the tall grass and unruly hedges. Now it’s tidy, well maintained, with hedges trimmed tight and lawns buzzed close. The new owners have done a good job.

I promised myself I’d move on, put this place behind me. So why am I here? Promises are funny like that – once you break one, the rest don’t seem to matter.

Tyres on gravel. I turn to see a Mitsubishi Pajero slowing, turning into the driveway. I step away as the gates begin to open and the vehicle pulls in and then stops.

I look in and smile, but the woman behind the wheel isn’t smiling back. The window lowers.

‘Leave us alone.’

Each syllable is bitten off with such rage I’m struck silent for a moment.

‘Sorry?’

‘You heard.’

‘I was just admiring the ho—’

‘I know what you’re doing,’ the woman says. I see the tiny spider veins in her cheeks, she can barely meet my eye. ‘Go on, clear off or I will call the police.’

‘Sure, sorry,’ I say, exhaling. I take one more look up at the house. It’s perfect – you could almost believe nothing bad ever happened here. I take my keys from my pocket and walk back to my car. Why did I come here? I shake my head. I remind myself that I don’t owe Bill Kareama anything. Not a bloody thing.
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ONE ALWAYS REACHES a moment during any good hangover when the only thing you feel like doing is eating a plate of greasy carbs: carbonara, French toast, hot chips and gravy, the greasier the better. I think back over the night, count the drinks off. Four champagnes, at least two chardonnays, one end-of-night Ardbeg with the editor of the Sydney Morning Herald, a friend. Then two self-flagellating glasses of water before bed, as if that was going to prevent the inevitable. It did not. As soon as I’d opened my eyes: a strobe-light, throbbing headache, sawdust throat, nausea.

I reach the greasy carb stage of my hangover around ten. I send a silent thank you to Tara, who booked me a late check-out. She’s a gem. Last night was the first big night I’ve had in God knows how long, probably since we wrapped the last season of Legacy. I never expected to drink so much but, then again, I never expected to win – only once has the Gold Walkley gone to a podcaster.

I was already a couple of glasses deep when the host, firebrand journalist Des Holder, read out my name. I looked around, checking the grinning faces at my table to confirm I’d heard correctly. They rose, clapping at me like trained seals.

‘Me … I won?’

I managed to get through my acceptance speech without tears, thanking my producer, Esteban, my assistant Tara, and expressing my deep sadness for the victims of the case. I only hoped that my podcast, my book and my work had helped to shine a light on domestic violence, I said. After that, the real celebrations commenced. Things get a little fuzzy from there.

I hate that feeling of waking with an undercurrent of anxiety accompanied by an enduring queasiness. Now that I think back over the night, I’m worried that the bright lights only served to highlight the platitudes in my speech, that I spoke too quickly or sounded drunk, that I was incoherent or offensively chatty at the afterparty, still running high on the win. Worried that I’d gaffed and said the wrong thing to the wrong person, burnt a bridge, maybe even burnt a few.

I roll over and stretch my limbs in the hotel sheets, my hand finding my phone. I still have the itch to get straight on the social media treadmill: Instagram, Facebook, X, refresh each, do it all over again, but I’ve been off social media for a few months. We’re all addicts of some sort these days but I’ve managed to kick this particular habit. I have other good old-fashioned vices instead.

But email is harder to avoid – my work depends on it, after all. I open my inbox, contemplating ordering room-service – do they even do breakfast this late? I find a stream of messages: lots of well-wishers, though Tara has likely already filtered out today’s batch of crazies spewing their hate. Who would have thought domestic violence was such a combustible subject in this country? I guess our role in bringing charges to a former rugby league star over the disappearance of his wife didn’t help.

A journalist friend has emailed me, with the subject line, ‘Remember this case?’ There’s a link to an article in the body of the email. I scan the article – it’s familiar. In fact, I remember the crime from when it happened. It was in the media in Australia too. A private chef stabbed each member of the family he had worked for. Now, the article says, seventeen years of the chef’s prison sentence have been served and there have been calls over the years for a retrial. He’s not once acknowledged his guilt and the kicker is: if he had, he would be eligible for parole and probably be a free man now.

This could be something. But not for us. There’s a lot of story here, lots to investigate, but it doesn’t have the feel of a Legacy case. I close the window and open another email, this time from my producer. He wants me to look at the case of a family who disappeared without a trace in Adelaide in the late nineties. After reading for five minutes, I put my phone down, reminding myself that today is not a work day. Today is a recovery day, a day of gratitude. Which is hard when your brain is in a bench vice as it slowly tightens. The next project can wait.

‘Room service,’ the voice comes down the phone line.

‘Hi, yes, can I get the eggs benedict and a double espresso to room 903?’

‘Sure. It won’t be too long.’

‘And can I add a hash brown and a Bloody Mary?’ Somewhere in Melbourne my PT is cringing.

‘Of course.’

I drag myself to the bathroom, where the mirror kindly reminds me I forgot to remove my make-up before I fell asleep. I slurp a few mouthfuls of water straight from the tap and splash my face, before grabbing my laptop from the chair, and falling back between the sheets.

I pick up where I left off, partway through a trashy dating show, ice-cream for the brain, on Netflix. Only half-watching, I grab my phone, and begin to double-screen, vanity-searching my own name on Google. Call me a masochist but I can’t help seeking out the worst things people have said about me online. I am not disappointed.

For instance, did you know that Sloane Abbott is the rancid afterbirth stain of gender studies bullshit and millennial self-obsession? Did you also know that Sloane Abbott reeks of low IQ Reddit leftard hypocrisy? Did you know that, despite assorted MRA rape fantasies, I’m actually mid, a low-quality woman, without make-up a five at best? I’m a grifter who appeals only to middle-class white feminist guilt, but another poster insists I’m not evil, actually cute despite the woke posturing. What a charmer.

No one took issue with my podcasts until I made the fatal error of pointing out the domestic abuse rates in this country, until I pointed out the failure of police to protect women from ex-partners – that was the catalyst for the violent sexual fantasies and harassment. It didn’t help when I spoke out against rape culture in Canberra, our nation’s proud capital.

One hit a bit further down the list is a link to a popular feminist forum. My people, I think, at least some have positive things to say about me.

SLOANE ABBOTT, THE QUEEN OF PERFORMATIVE WHITE FEMINISM

Shit. Don’t click, don’t click, don’t click. I click, of course I click, despite the acid filling my chest.


So here’s why we need to stop supporting this ‘trojan horse’ feminist:

1. She has recorded four of the biggest podcast series in Australia’s history, has won journalism awards and written countless articles commenting on criminal cases. How many of these various journalistic endeavours have focused on a crime with a non-white victim? You guessed it: 0. Google: Missing White Woman Syndrome.



A pang of anger. Who the fuck is this person?


2. She is the definition of privilege. Her father was a famous photojournalist (nepo baby), she grew up in Kew (white, privileged, elite), attended private school and received a scholarship (that could have gone to a more needy/disadvantaged/ marginalised student) to Monash University. She is white, able-bodied, conventionally attractive, wealthy and does nothing to lift up less advantaged people.

3. Look at the company she keeps. See links for photos with any number of prominent right-wing voices. Extra points for spotting the anti-trans activist.

4. Dating history. I couldn’t find much, but on her socials and anecdotally, she has only ever dated white men. No women, no BIPOC. It’s fine to be straight, babe, but try harder next time to hide your racial bias. She probably believes she’s a good little intersectional feminist because the cognitive dissonance would be crushing, but the fact is she doesn’t find black or brown men attractive enough to date.



Bile builds in my gut. This is not how feminism works. You shouldn’t need to be perfect to help. I hate this person, their all-or-nothing view of the world. Combing through my entire life, dating history and career for imperfections. They’re painting me to be something I’m not – frankly, the diversity of my dating history would put the UN general assembly to shame.

I let my breath out, close my eyes for a moment and force big gulps of air into my lungs.

This is, in the face of some stiff competition, the most crushing thing I’ve ever read about myself. Not because it’s all true – it’s not – but because it has revealed a blind spot that’s so obvious now. Point number 1: I’ve never written about or investigated any crimes against non-white victims. But I have a producer and editors, and we have a media company funding our endeavours. I’m directed by other people. I’ve never chosen my subjects in isolation, it’s a collective decision … but there’s still a nagging voice inside. I can’t ignore it. Plugging my eye sockets with the heels of my palms, I let the thought emerge: White crime sells, you’ve always known that.

Ambition, I think. That’s my sin here. Knowing it would help my career, my subconscious has leaned toward the stories that are ‘podworthy’; a tidy euphemism, I suppose, for ‘white’. It’s never been about justice or feminism – it’s always been about me.

I close my laptop. The anxiety rolls me back into a ball on the bed. It warms my eyes, closes my throat. The anger cools, sharpens, cuts open a cold cavity in my gut. I do what I always do when I have strong feelings: I welcome the anaesthetic distraction of work. I reopen my emails, go into the folder named ‘Leads’. Time to block out the noise and find the next project.
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