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  Chapter 1


Wednesday
Green eyes stared back from the mirror. Anna grimaced at the dark blue shadows that underlined them. She gave a mental shrug. Sleep would have to wait. 
She twisted her long, dark red hair in a well-practiced move and secured it with a claw clip at the back of her neck.
After another cursory glance in the mirror, she turned and walked into the kitchen. She quickly set out a bowl, a box of cereal and then placed several pieces of fruit, a muesli bar, and the bread next to it.
Tapping a knuckle briefly on her son’s door—though she recognised the futility of the gesture—she opened it and walked in. In the light from the hall, he lay sprawled, face-down, arms over his head, sound asleep, his quilt wadded up over one leg. A smile played across her face. At thirteen, he still slept like he had when he was five. Restless, star-fished, and hot.
“Riley,” she murmured, shaking his shoulder. 
“Mmm? Time’s it?” he slurred into the pillow. 
“Just before five.”
“Call out?”
“Yep. I’ve gotta go.” She picked up the mobile phone that sat next to his bed and checked the alarm was on.
“Okay.” He heaved himself over and eased an eye open. 
“I’ve put some things out for lunch, but you’ll need to make yourself a sandwich. There’s cold meat, cheese, and stuff in the fridge. And take a yoghurt!” 
Riley nodded blearily.
She leant down and planted a kiss on his forehead. His hand reached up and patted her arm.
“I’ll call you later. Don’t sleep through your alarm!”
He smiled lazily. “You do something once and you never hear the end of it!”
She grinned. “Love you!”
“Love you too, Mum,” he responded, turning over, already half asleep.
She walked out and eased the door shut on his soft snore.
Her jacket was where she’d left it the night before. She picked it up, snagged her keys from the bowl and headed out the front door.

      [image: image-placeholder]The pearly grey light of pre-dawn washed over the scene at the Kyeemagh boat ramp. Lights from Sydney’s International Airport sent shimmers of silver across the river and illuminated the team of workers at the shoreline.
“Gav,” Detective Inspector Anna Farrow said, by way of greeting, as she approached the scene.
“Morning, Boss,” he replied cheerily. She smiled at his obvious enthusiasm. He loved the hunt as much as she did.
“What have we got?”
“Dead guy. In the river. Gunshot to the face. No wallet or phone. Found by the guys over there still puking their guts out.” He shot a thumb over his shoulder.
Anna turned in the direction the Sergeant indicated. A Toyota Hilux was parked on the boat ramp, its boat trailer partially submerged in the river. A Quintrex runabout sat bristling with fishing rods, ready for a launch that wasn’t going to happen. Two men in their fifties sat on a small strip of grass nearby,  heads hanging between their legs.
“What’s their story?”
“Came down at about four-fifteen for a morning’s fish in the Bay. Stuffed around for fifteen minutes getting ready in the carpark back there—straps off, bungs in, fishing bait loaded, that sort of palaver—and then they backed down the ramp. They got to there,” he pointed, “and the guy in the boat—name of Terry Kansen—saw something washing around up against the floating jetty on the right. He shouts and waves to the driver, who stops. Terry climbs out of the boat and he and the driver—his name’s Phil Ryder—walk over to the edge of the ramp to check it out. As soon as they got close, they realised it was a body lying face-down in the water. They jumped in and dragged him onto the concrete ramp, flipped him over, and that’s all she wrote. They’ve been sitting there like stunned mullets ever since. The only thing they managed to do, other than vomit, was to call us.”
“Okay. If you’ve got all their details, let’s get them out of here. Make sure they don’t go stomping around on our scene any more than they need to … just in and away.”
“Righto.”
He walked off to inform the fishermen they could head home.
Anna looked around. The M5 motorway, emerging from its journey under the river, drew a sharp line on the opposite shore. A Qantas jet trundled down the runway directly behind it. A rumble of early commuter traffic met her ear. A small channel, with the unfortunate but accurate name of Muddy Creek, arced sharply away to her left. A multitude of boats—small and large—moored down its short waterway. The main channel of the river disappeared into the distance at her eleven o’clock and a short distance to the right, where the sun had yet to crest the horizon, the river emptied itself into Botany Bay.
The cool briny smell of the river, tinged with a whiff of jet fuel, washed over her.
Her focus contracted. Floodlights and a huddle let her know where their body lay just a few metres up from the boat ramp. A line of flashlights focused on the shoreline further to her right told her a grid search of the surrounding area was underway. Behind her, the carpark was dark and quiet, now a no-go zone for any other keen anglers.
She walked towards the body. A woman was crouched over the corpse.
“Sarah?” Anna called, recognising the grey-haired bun at the back of the head.
Sarah glanced over her shoulder. “Oh, hi Anna!”
“Haven’t seen you in a long while.”
“No. I was on sabbatical. Just got back.” 
Anna smiled. “Good to see you. What have we got?”
Sarah sat back on her haunches and their dead body came into view. Every last detail highlighted by the floodlights. The body had the mottled grey-white colour that was the trademark of the recently drowned, but it wasn’t that that arrested Anna’s attention. A gunshot had destroyed the upper jaw and much of the nose, leaving a shattered mess of skin, teeth, and cartilage in its wake. Only the eyes, wide and brown, were untouched.
Anna sighed. “That’s going to make identification a little more challenging!”
Sarah grimaced. “Yep. Facial and dental are definitely off the table, but we do have fingerprints,” she added brightly. “And you’ll be interested in this.” She picked up one of the arms. The web between the thumb and first finger of the right hand had been obliterated and the thumb hung by a few millimetres of tissue.
Anna’s eyes popped open. “A bullet?”
Sarah nodded as she placed the arm back down and stood up. “Yeah, I’m fairly certain it was.”
“That is interesting. Can you tell if the hand was involved in the shot to the mouth, as in covering it, or was it a separate, independent shot?”
Sarah grinned. “Love the way you think.” She nodded, bending down to take another close look at the hand and face. She straightened. “Not sure at this point but I’ll look at that when we get him back into the lab.”
“Great. So, dead how long do you think?” Anna queried. 
“Best guess, less than a day. No more.” Sarah shook her head.
“In the water?”
“Again, a guess, but I’d say he was put in the water sometime last night.”
“No evidence of the shooting having occurred near here then?”
Sarah looked around shaking her head. “Nothing suggests he was shot here at this point. We’ve covered most of the foreshore area already.”
“Good. Gav will get a search of the carpark and feeder roads underway shortly,” Anna added. “Could he have been dumped upriver?”
“Ooow, now you’re testing me.” Sarah looked over into the water. “It’s not a fast-flowing stream, and then there is some tidal push from the bay. It’s possible he may have been dumped upriver, but I doubt it would have been far.”
Anna nodded thoughtfully. “Do you have anyone who can estimate possible dump sights based on current and tides, that type of thing?”
“Yeah. I know a guy who’s had some experience with that. Works with the Feds. He does mostly coastal stuff—bodies off beaches or lost off tankers that type of thing—but I guess he might be able to shed some light on the situation. I’ll send you his contact details.”
“Excellent, thanks Sarah. That’ll help.” Anna stared down at the body at their feet. It was dressed in a pale-yellow T-shirt, a navy-blue and white, faux-USA college letterman hoodie that was zipped halfway, and blue jeans. His feet were clad in checked Vans.
“How old do you reckon he is?” Anna frowned. She had a sudden image of Riley in a similar outfit.
Sarah shrugged. “Young, no more than twenty I’d guess. I’ll know more when I get him on the table.”
“Very young for a gangland-type execution,” Anna muttered.
“Boss,” a voice said at her elbow.
She turned. Sergeant Min Jackson stood at her elbow. Her short black helmet of hair shone under the lights. Her eyes, behind round wireframed glasses, had a focused intensity.
“I’ve got Max working on identifying all possible traffic cameras into the area. Do we have a timeline yet?”
Anna nodded. “Looks recent, let’s go back forty-eight hours just to be safe. The doc still needs to narrow it down but that will work for now.”
Min nodded and walked away, a phone to her ear.
Anna turned back to the doctor. “What’s your workload like Sarah? Will you get to our DB today do you think?”
Sarah smiled. She loved working with DI Farrow. She was efficient, unemotional and didn’t push. It made her life that much easier. The other homicide detectives wanted everything on a platter within the hour.
Sarah nodded. “I’ll give you a call later this afternoon.”
Anna stepped a few metres away. She pulled out her phone, checked the time and called. The dial tone sounded briefly.
“Hey, Mum,” her son answered. 
“You up?” she said briskly. 
“Yeah! Of course!”
“Good man. Don’t forget to take the permission slip for the excursion next month. I signed it and left it on the table.”
“I got it,” he said, a hint of impatience in his voice. 
“Make a sandwich! Don’t just take snacks!”
“I’ve already made it,” he answered smugly. “Ham, cheese and pickles!  And I’ve got a yoghurt, a muesli bar, and an apple.”
“You are an amazing person and I love you!”
“Love you too, Mum. Will you be home for dinner?” 
“I think so. How’s pizza sound?”
“Excellent!” She could hear the grin in his voice. 
“Good. Text me when you get home from school.”






  
  Chapter 2


DI Farrow exited the elevator. She walked down the corridor and pushed open the glass door. 
“Hi Carol,” she murmured, as she approached a desk. The woman looked up and nodded.
“Hello Inspector.” She looked down briefly and nodded again. No appointment.
“I only need a few minutes,” Anna said, anticipating her concern.
Carol breathed deeply through her nose. “Go in, but you’ve got ten minutes max. That’s it. He needs to leave at eleven sharp for an appointment.”
“No problem,” Anna muttered. She rapped on the door and opened it without waiting on a response.
Detective Chief Inspector Durant looked up and beckoned her in. She took a seat.
He clasped his hands on the desk in front of him and looked at her expectantly. He had the look of a hard-living private investigator from the fifties: large, red-veined nose and piercing hawk eyes set beneath thick wiry eyebrows.
“Got a dead body Chief. Young man. Found floating in the Cooks River, opposite the airport, at the Kyeemagh boat ramp. Shot in the face.”
The Chief raised an eyebrow. “Suicide? Accident?”
Anna shook her head. “Don’t think so. There’s a gunshot wound to the hand as well, and that, combined with shot placement to the face, is not consistent with suicide or an accident.”
The Chief looked down for a brief moment and then back up at her. “Gang related?”
“Possible. He doesn’t fit the usual profile though.”
He nodded. “Keep me up to date. Get Craigmore looped in,” he said, referring to the inspector in charge of Hornet, the unit charged with investigating gang-related crime in NSW.
Anna stood. “Will do.”

      [image: image-placeholder]“Nothing in the carpark or surrounds.” Sergeant Gavin Duff walked into the case review room and sat down with a thump that had the chair creaking ominously. He was a big man in his late forties, tall, solid, and slightly pudgy around the middle.
Anna nodded, tapping a pen thoughtfully against her chin.
“What about other possible dumpsites upriver? Did we hear anything from the maritime expert the doc referred us to?”
The Sergeant nodded. “Yeah, I had Robbo follow up. He’s a boatie and has launched his tinny out of that boat ramp a few times, so I thought he’d be the best one to talk to the guy. They’ve got a few ideas between them, but they need to know from the pathologist how long the body was in the water before they can narrow it down.”
“Fair enough,” Anna murmured. She looked up as Min walked in shaking her head.
“Nada. No missing persons that match our body in the greater Sydney area,” Min said with a sigh, taking a seat.
“If he’s only been dead a day or so then he might not be missed yet,” Gav offered.
“True.” Anna stood and walked to the window. She glanced out briefly. The day had changed, and iron-grey cloud filled the strips of sky visible between the tall buildings of central Sydney.
Turning, she leant back against the window ledge. “What did you think of the shot through the hand?”
“Strange place to be shot.” Gav shrugged. “I mean if you’re going to shoot him in the hand—you know, to inflict pain—it would be through the palm, wouldn’t it?”
“It could be a shocked reaction,” Min said. “He might have seen the gun and raised a hand to ward it off and the shot went through the hand and into the face.” She demonstrated with her hand up, palm out. “Or maybe it was an oh my God type of gesture? You know—” She covered her mouth with her hand, eyes opened wide in surprise.
“Only if you didn’t think they might actually shoot you.” Gavin looked at her in disbelief.
Min rolled her eyes.
A corner of Anna’s brain acknowledged the usual banter between her two sergeants. But it was nothing she needed to worry about. They had a competitive prickliness between them that was rarely a problem and mostly quite useful.
“Anything on our two fishermen?”
“Nothing … clean as,” Gav said, shaking his head.
Anna’s phone beeped and she pulled it from her pocket.
“Farrow,” she answered flatly.
“Anna, it’s Sarah. Got the goods on your man. Did you want to come down or shall I hit the highlights?”
Anna smiled. “I’ll come down, but any ID from the prints?” 
“Nope, sorry he’s an
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