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Part I – The River’s Secret
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The call came just after dawn, when the light was still weak and the Huon River was a mirror of pewter.

Dr. Eva Thompson drove south from Hobart with the wipers sweeping drizzle off the windscreen, the tires humming over wet bitumen. By the time she reached the bank where the police had cordoned off the site, the morning had settled into that peculiar Tasmanian cold — not sharp, but bone-deep and persistent.

Detective Dan Keenan was waiting by the tape, one hand on his hip, coffee cooling in the other. “Morning, Doc,” he said as she approached. “She’s just down there.”

Eva nodded. Her voice came quiet but clear. “Any sign of disturbance upstream?”

“Not yet. Couple of kayakers found her snagged near the bend. No ID, no clothing, no bag.”

Eva adjusted the hood of her field coat and followed him down the muddy slope. The river lapped gently against reeds, carrying the scent of algae and silt. A female body lay half-submerged among tangled debris, wrapped in layers of translucent plastic sheeting.

The uniformed constables nearby were trying to look anywhere but directly at it.

“Don’t move her yet,” Eva said. She crouched, her breath shallow. Beneath the film of water, the plastic clung close to pale skin. The wrapping was deliberate — neat, consistent, no knots, just multiple tight layers folded and taped. A practiced hand.

“Looks like commercial-grade sheeting,” she murmured. “The kind used for packing or lining crates.”
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