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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 tyres 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.”

Keenan scribbled a note. “Same stuff the local seafood plants use?”

“Could be,” she said. “But I want to check the polymer type before we jump to that.”

The sergeant stepped closer. “Time of death?”

Eva’s gloved hand brushed the woman’s forearm through the film. The flesh had firmness still — not yet bloated, not yet softened by water. “She hasn’t been in the river long,” Eva said. “A day or two, maybe less. But she was dead before she went in. The wrapping... probably to delay decomposition. Whoever did this wanted her found, but clean.”

She glanced at Keenan. “This wasn’t rage. This was control.”



At the Hobart morgue, the sterile lights hummed as Eva and her assistant, a junior pathologist named Rina, unwrapped the body.
Plastic peeled away with the sticky resistance of a vacuum seal. Inside, the woman was pale and intact, early thirties, with light brown hair cropped short and clean fingernails.
“No sign of sexual assault,” Eva said as she dictated to the recorder. “No foreign material, no trace of dirt or vegetation under nails.”

She leaned closer to the neck. “Ligature marks present — narrow and even, likely nylon cord. Consistent circumferential bruising.”

“Knots?” Rina asked.

Eva picked up the cord fragment recovered from the wrapping. The knot was small, precise, familiar. “Bowline,” she said. “Sailor’s knot. Holds firm but unties easily. Someone practiced.”

She moved on, inspecting faint bruising along the inner arms. “Subtle restraint marks,” she noted. “Victim likely bound at wrists. No struggle injuries beyond mild contusions.”

Rina’s voice dropped. “So she didn’t fight?”

“She couldn’t,” Eva said softly. “He subdued her cleanly. Calmly. There are traces of chloroform around her nose and mouth.”

Later, under ultraviolet, she found faint residues on the skin — streaks that fluoresced dull green.

“Industrial detergent,” she said. “Maybe from a cleaning solvent. He washed her.”

“Before or after death?”

“After,” Eva replied. “The way she’s been handled... he wanted her preserved. Unspoiled.”

She stepped back, pulling off her gloves. “We’ll run tox and tissue temperature differentials. But she was refrigerated, Rina. Not frozen — just cold enough to slow decay.”



The next morning Eva sat at her desk typing her report from the previous night’s autopsy. Keenan arrived just as she finished. “You’ve got another one,” he said, eyes grim. “Same river, downstream. Wrapped the same way.”

When Eva arrived on-site, the river was still and the air dense with that heavy quiet that precedes rain. She followed Keenan down to where the second body had been found, near a jetty, caught in the reeds.

This woman was younger — mid-twenties — and again, wrapped with surgical precision. The same nylon cord, the same brand of tape. The wrapping folds were uniform, all ending on the left side — the work of a right-handed killer repeating a pattern.

At the lab, the parallels were unmistakable. Both victims had traces of the same detergent compound under the fingernails, and microscopic particles of fibreglass insulation near the hairline — not from homes, but from older industrial workspaces.

“They were both cleaned and positioned,” Eva said. “And the wrapping— it’s not just concealment. It’s ritual. He’s packaging them.”

Keenan frowned. “You think he worked somewhere that used this stuff?”

“Yes. And he’s replicating what he knows. These knots, the layering — it’s all procedural. Learned.”

“Like someone trained to handle product.”

Eva looked at him. “Exactly.”

They began building a grid of local facilities that used industrial detergent and plastic wrap — food packaging, aquaculture, processing. One site stood out: a small seafood plant south of Hobart, known for short-term seasonal hires.

The victims had both worked there within the last year.



Eva and Keenan visited the seafood plant that afternoon. It was a squat cluster of metal buildings with faded signage and the steady hiss of refrigeration compressors. 

They were met by the operations manager, a tall man named Murray Renshaw, who looked more inconvenienced than alarmed.

“Yeah, we heard about the river bodies,” he said. “Terrible business. But we’ve got strict protocols here, Doctor. Nothing leaves the facility that shouldn’t.”

Eva walked through the cold-storage bays; her breath visible in the freezing air. Rows of crates stacked high, frost crusting the floor edges. She ran her gloved hand along a metal door — felt the faint vibration of compressors working overtime.
The workspace itself spoke volumes — the same smell of bleach and salt, the hiss of high-pressure hoses, the bins lined with translucent sheeting identical to what had cocooned the victims.
Eva crouched near one of the processing tables. The stainless-steel surface was etched from years of use. “He worked somewhere like this,” she said. “He knows how to wash, pack, and seal. It’s mechanical to him.”

Renshaw gave them old staff rosters to check over. One name recurred on both women’s shifts: Gareth Pike, a line worker who had left suddenly six months earlier after repeated complaints of inappropriate behaviour and “unsettling comments.”

“Lives down near Dover,” Renshaw said.

Eva looked at the list of dates. “He keeps close to the river,” she murmured. “And he’s learned to make it keep his secrets.”



As the evening grew dark, Eva sat at her kitchen table with a stack of reports and a half-empty mug of tea. The rhythmic hum of her refrigerator filled the silence.

She thought about the precision of the bindings, the chemical usage, the symmetry of the crime scenes. Not chaos. Not rage. Control.

Her recorder sat nearby. She pressed the button, her voice calm and measured.

“Two female victims, both preserved and placed. Cold storage utilized to obscure post-mortem interval. Fibreglass and solvent trace point to refrigeration environments. The pattern suggests a fixation with preservation — possibly symbolic. The killer’s pathology aligns with control through containment.”

She paused, then added quietly:
“Preservation as control — that was his pathology.”
The words hung in the still air.

Outside, the wind moved through the trees like breath, and the faint sound of rain began again — soft, rhythmic, relentless.
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Part II – The Pattern of Control
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Eva Thompson stood over the stainless-steel table as the hum of the ventilation filled the silence.
The lab was cold but not freezing; she preferred it that way. Bodies spoke more clearly in the cold.
The second victim lay before her, still and pale under the overhead light.
Eva examined the ligature marks again, measuring depth and spacing. “Same diametre as the first,” she said into the recorder. “Compression bruising uniform — indicates steady, prolonged pressure rather than a struggle. Controlled. No hesitation.”
Keenan leaned against the observation window. “So, he kills them calm as a surgeon.”

Eva peeled back the wrapping a little further. The tape was evenly spaced, each strip aligned at precise intervals. “Not calm,” she corrected softly. “Disciplined. Whoever he is, this isn’t about rage. It’s about preservation.”

The victims had both been washed in identical detergent. Trace analysis confirmed a solvent blend used in only one small subset of local industries — seafood processing and industrial cleaning. The rope fibres matched marine cord, nylon-based, used to secure crates and equipment.

Eva studied the data, but what stayed with her were the tiny details: fingernails clipped, skin scrubbed, eyelids closed deliberately. Someone had taken the time. Someone who couldn’t stand imperfection.



The next morning, she met Keenan at the Hobart police station. The whiteboard in the incident room was crowded with photos, maps, and connecting strings that looked like veins in an anatomy chart.

Eva frowned. “He had access to cleaning agents, cord, plastic. But
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