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Introduction

Some mysteries begin with a murder. The air is thick with the 

copper scent of blood, the piercing blue and red lights of police 

cruisers painting the night, and the chaotic symphony of sirens 

echoing through the streets.

Others begin with a missing person, a menacing note slipped under 

a door, or a locked room where the silence is as suffocating as the 

secrets it holds.

This one began with a piece of plastic.



It was a blistering afternoon in Parramatta. The sun beat down 

relentlessly, baking the concrete driveway and turning the interior 

of Anna’s second-hand sedan into a stifling oven. The air smelled of 

hot vinyl, old coffee, and the sharp, chemical tang of the lemon-

scented upholstery cleaner she was using. The roar of the shop 

vacuum filled the car, a deafening mechanical drone as she dragged

the nozzle over the floor mats.

As she pushed the passenger seat back to reach the dark, cramped 

space underneath, her hand brushed against something hard and 

flat. It was wedged deep in the crevice near the metal seat track, 

hidden in the shadows untouched by the blinding afternoon sun.

She pulled it out, turning off the vacuum. The sudden silence was 

absolute, save for the distant hum of traffic on Victoria Road.

It was a high-school student identification card.

The plastic was old and scuffed, coated in a fine layer of grey dust 

that squeaked softly as she wiped it away with her thumb. The 

photograph belonged to a stranger—a young girl from another city, 

another time, and apparently another life. She had a careful, 

awkward smile, the kind forced under the bright lights of a school 

photographer.

At first, the card seemed insignificant. It felt warm and harmless in 

her palm. The photograph was ordinary. The student had long since

left school. There was no obvious reason for the card to be in her 

car, and no obvious connection between its owner and anyone living

at the chaotic share house at 69 Cowper Street, Parramatta.

Then came the coincidence.



Steven, her boyfriend, recognized the school logo. The girl had 

attended the same high school during the school year as Daniel, 

one of his housemates.

That coincidence changed the atmosphere immediately. The dim 

light of the share house suddenly felt oppressive, the shadows 

lengthening and deepening with unspoken suspicion.

Questions followed, thick and fast, vibrating with a paranoid energy.

How had the ID traveled from a school in another city to the dusty 

floor of a car in Parramatta? Had Daniel known the girl? Had he 

placed the card there? Why did his explanation shift and slide like 

shadows on a wall when he saw the photograph? Why had he 

entered Steven's bedroom months earlier? And why had the spare 

key to the car once disappeared for two agonizing days during the 

sweltering heat of summer?

Every mystery invites theories, and this one attracted plenty. The 

air in the house grew thick with whispered conversations and the 

sharp, metallic taste of suspicion. Some theories were harmless. 

Some were absurd. Others were much darker than the evidence 

justified, imagining secret obsessions, stolen cars, and late-night 

stalking.

But theories are easy. Evidence is harder.

That is where Ms. Aussie enters the story. Living at 69 Cowper 

Street, she had developed a reputation for approaching strange 

problems with forensic patience rather than panic. She does not 

begin with the question everyone else is asking—“Who is the 

villain?”

She begins with something simpler: “What do we actually know?”



For her, every detail matters, but not every detail means what 

people think it means. A suspicious reaction may indicate guilt, fear,

embarrassment, or simply panic. A coincidence may be 

meaningless—or it may reveal the first connection in a much larger 

chain. And an object in the wrong place does not necessarily tell 

you why it got there. It tells you to start asking questions.

The student ID is only the beginning.

As Ms. Aussie reconstructs its journey, she discovers that the girl in 

the photograph is not the mystery everyone imagined. She had 

simply lost an identification card at a noisy, grass-stained school 

athletics carnival years earlier. Daniel, who had been helping with 

lost property, took it and kept it among his old school belongings.

Years later, the card became useful for an entirely different 

purpose. Daniel had access to the house. He knew where the spare 

key was kept. He used it to secretly open Anna's parked car without

permission, the smell of baked vinyl filling his nose, and planted the

old ID to create suspicion between Anna and Steven.

What initially looks like a story about a mysterious stranger 

becomes a story about access, assumptions, dishonesty, and a 

remarkably bad idea born in the stifling heat of a summer 

afternoon.

But there is another mystery hidden inside the first one. The 

bedroom. The missing key. The changing explanations. Which 

details belong to the same story? Which only appear connected 

because people desperately want one explanation to account for 

everything?

That is the question Ms. Aussie must answer.



Welcome to 69 Cowper Street. Welcome to Ms. Aussie’s latest case. 

And remember: Before asking who put the girl in the car, you have 

to find out how she got there.

Chapter 1: The Piece of Plastic

Some mysteries begin with a murder. The sharp, metallic tang of 

blood in the air, the wailing of sirens cutting through the night, the 

chaotic flashing of red and blue lights painting the sides of suburban

houses.

Others begin with a missing person, a threatening message slipped 

beneath a door, or a locked room where the air has grown thick and

stale with secrets.

This one began with a piece of plastic.

It was a suffocatingly hot afternoon in Parramatta. The sun beat 

down on the concrete driveway, radiating waves of visible heat that 

made the edges of the parked cars shimmer and warp. The air 

tasted of exhaust fumes and the dry, dusty eucalyptus of the 

nearby parklands. Anna, armed with a roaring shop vacuum and a 

spray bottle of chemical upholstery cleaner, was deep in the 

miserable chore of detailing her second-hand sedan. The interior of 

the car felt like an oven. It smelled of sun-baked vinyl, old coffee 

spills, and the sharp, artificial lemon scent of the cleaning solution 

she kept spritzing onto the floor mats.

The vacuum nozzle hissed as it sucked up grit and sand from the 

carpet. Anna dragged the hose over the passenger side, her 

knuckles scraping against the rough fabric of the seat. She pushed 

the seat all the way back, revealing the dark, cramped cavern 


