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The rain came down in sheets, turning Duke Street into a slick ribbon of reflected neon and grime. Callum Fraser pulled his collar up against the cold, the sharp sting of the night air biting through his threadbare coat. The city never truly slept—not here, not in Glasgow’s East End. There was always noise, always movement, always trouble waiting to be found in the shadows.

The warehouse loomed ahead, a hulking skeleton of rust and broken glass. Flames had long since died down, leaving only blackened beams and the acrid smell of smoke that clawed at his throat. Police tape fluttered in the wind, a flimsy barrier against the darkness beyond.

Fraser’s boots crunched on shattered bricks as he approached. His partner, DC Amina Malik, stood near the perimeter, arms crossed, eyes sharp beneath her hood. She glanced at him, her face pale under the harsh glow of the streetlamps.

“Victim’s a developer,” she said quietly, voice tight. “Found inside with hands bound, a white feather stuffed in his mouth. Weird, yeah?”

Fraser nodded, crouching to peer inside the warehouse’s burnt-out shell. The charred floor was littered with debris—twisted metal, ash, shards of glass. Somewhere in this ruin lay the answers, but the silence pressed down like a weight.

His mind flicked back years, to cases past. The fire that took three kids, ruled accidental. The cold case that never sat right with him. The sister he’d lost, swallowed by the city’s darker corners. Now it felt like the past was clawing its way back.

“Feather’s an odd signature,” Fraser muttered. “Like someone wants us to know this wasn’t random.”

Amina crouched beside him, pulling out her notebook. “Witnesses say the warehouse was empty last night. No one saw anything until the fire alarm.”

Fraser stood, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. The city’s heartbeat pulsed all around them—a distant siren, a shout from a drunk staggering down the street, the hum of traffic. But beneath it was something colder. Something waiting.

He looked over at Amina. “We’re chasing ghosts, but this one’s got teeth.”
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Chapter 2
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The morning fog hung thick over the Clyde, curling around the hulking shipyards like ghostly fingers. Fraser sat across from Amina in the cramped police briefing room, the stale coffee doing little to cut through the weight settling in his chest.

The victim’s name was Malcolm Reid—a high-profile property developer with a reputation as ruthless as Glasgow’s winter. Fraser had seen the type before: slick suits hiding darker dealings, the kind who built skyscrapers on the bones of the city’s forgotten.

Detective Inspector Harper paced by the whiteboard, eyes sharp beneath his weathered brow. “Reid’s been making enemies. Tenants evicted without warning, deals cut under the table. The kind of man Glasgow loves to hate.”

Fraser flicked through the files, photos of Reid smiling coldly at charity events, headlines about his empire expanding. But something else caught his eye—a pattern of arson cases near Reid’s developments, all mysteriously unsolved.

Amina leaned in. “And the feather? What’s the significance there?”

Harper stopped pacing, his gaze locking with Fraser’s. “That’s what’s got everyone spooked. The white feather is an old symbol—peace, surrender. But in some circles, it’s a message. An accusation. Some say it’s linked to an old Glasgow gang calling themselves The Feathers. Dead now, or so we thought.”

Fraser felt the old fire stir. That gang had haunted his early career, tangled up with his sister’s disappearance. If they were involved, this case was personal again.

He met Amina’s eyes. “We need to dig deeper. Start with Reid’s last known meetings, his enemies, and that cold fire case from years ago.”

Harper nodded. “I’m assigning you two to lead. Get in deep—make Glasgow talk.”

As the briefing ended, Fraser stepped outside into the damp city streets. The fog muffled the sounds, but the city’s pulse was relentless. Somewhere beneath the surface, danger was waiting. And this time, it was coming for him.
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Chapter 3
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The next morning, Glasgow woke under a slate-gray sky, the kind that made the city feel like a bruise waiting to happen. Callum Fraser stood outside the aging tenement block on Duke Street, the place where Malcolm Reid’s final hours had unfolded.

He lit a cigarette with trembling fingers—not from nerves, but the old habit that never left him. The acrid smoke curled upward, mixing with the mist, as DC Amina Malik approached, clutching a folder heavy with witness statements and CCTV stills.

“We’ve got a name,” she said, voice low but steady. “A cleaner from the warehouse saw someone lurking around just before the fire alarm went off. A man in his thirties, hoodie pulled low, gloves.”

Fraser nodded, his gaze drifting to the peeling paint of the building opposite. “Any idea who?”

“Not yet,” Amina replied. “But the security footage from nearby shops shows a figure matching the description walking toward Duke Street late last night. Could be our guy.”

Fraser scanned the statements from tenants in the block below—the old and the wary. One older woman, Mrs. McLeod, had something to say.

“They always was trouble with Reid’s projects,” she said, eyes sharp despite her age. “Forced folk out of their homes, left the place empty, but no one wanted to say a word. Not after the fire years back. Something wasn’t right with that one.”

Fraser’s jaw tightened. The fire. The three kids dead. His sister gone missing around the same time. The pieces of a puzzle he'd tried to ignore for two decades were clicking back together.

“Mrs. McLeod, did you notice anything unusual the night of the fire?” Fraser asked.

She hesitated. “I heard voices. Loud arguments. Then the fire started. I tried to call the police, but by the time they came, it was all smoke and ashes.”

Amina flipped through her notes. “We found traces of accelerant at the warehouse. This wasn’t an accident.”

Fraser’s eyes darkened. “Reid’s death, the fire, the feather... someone’s sending a message.”

The day stretched on with phone calls, stakeouts, and interviews. Fraser felt the pressure tighten—this case wasn’t just about a dead man; it was a reopening of old wounds.

That evening, Fraser returned to the small flat he rented near the shipyards. The walls were bare, the silence thick. He sat at the cluttered kitchen table and pulled out a faded photograph of his sister, her smile frozen in time.

A knock on the door shattered the quiet. It was Amina, face flushed from the cold.

“We found something,” she said, holding up a USB stick. “Reid’s phone records. Lots of calls to a name—Ewan MacGregor. Local fixer, tied to The Feathers gang.”

Fraser’s heart thumped hard. The past was no longer buried.

“We’re going to have to go back into the darkness,” he said, voice grim.

Amina nodded, determination flickering in her eyes. “Glasgow’s secrets don’t stay hidden forever.”
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The rain was relentless, turning Glasgow’s streets into rivers of mud and grime. Detective Sergeant Callum Fraser pulled his coat tighter as he stood outside the rundown flat in the Gorbals district—a place whispered about in police circles but rarely visited unless you wanted trouble.

“This is where Ewan MacGregor lives,” Amina said, checking the address on her phone. “Known for running errands for the old Feathers gang. If Reid was calling him, there’s more to this than business.”

Fraser’s eyes narrowed. The Feathers had been dismantled years ago, but shadows lingered. He pushed the doorbell, waiting for a response. Silence.

Then, the door creaked open a crack. A pair of wary eyes stared out—bloodshot, suspicious.

“Who’s there?” a gruff voice demanded.

“Police,” Fraser said calmly, flashing his badge. “We need to ask Mr. MacGregor a few questions.”

The door swung open wider, revealing a wiry man with a jagged scar running down his cheek. He looked like someone who’d survived far too many fights.

“Ewan MacGregor,” Fraser said. “We’re investigating the death of Malcolm Reid.”

MacGregor’s expression darkened. “Aye, I knew the bastard. What do you want?”

Inside, the flat was a mess—empty bottles, peeling wallpaper, the smell of stale smoke. Fraser and Amina took seats as MacGregor lit a cigarette, eyes darting nervously.

“He was mixed up in things,” MacGregor said after a long drag. “Reid wasn’t just a developer. He was pushing folks out, covering up fires, making deals with the wrong people.”

Fraser leaned forward. “We found a white feather on him. Any idea what that means?”

MacGregor snorted. “Feathers? That’s old gang shit. Used to mark traitors, snitches. It means someone’s sending a message. Someone who remembers the old days.”

Amina asked, “Do you know anyone who would want Reid dead?”

MacGregor’s face twisted. “Plenty. But if you want names, you better watch your backs. This city’s full of ghosts.”

As they left, Fraser’s mind raced. MacGregor was both a witness and a warning—the past was bleeding into the present, and the fire was spreading.

Back in the car, Amina broke the silence. “If the Feathers are involved, we’re looking at a war brewing beneath Glasgow’s surface.”

Fraser stared out at the rain-soaked streets. “And we’re in the middle of it.”
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Chapter 5
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The city lights blurred behind the rain-streaked windshield as Callum Fraser drove through the twisting streets of Glasgow, the weight of the day settling heavy on his shoulders. The static hum of the radio was drowned out by his thoughts—memories he had tried to bury now clawing back to the surface.

His mind slipped back nearly twenty years.

—-
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FLASHBACK – GLASGOW, 2005

A younger Fraser stood outside a crumbling tenement block in the East End, the night air thick with smoke and fear. A fire raged inside, flames licking hungrily at the walls, swallowing screams and dreams alike.

Fraser’s heart hammered as he banged on the door, shouting for anyone trapped inside. But the fire was too fierce. The sirens wailing in the distance were too late.

Inside the blaze, three children lost their lives.

And his sister, Elspeth, vanished without a trace.

The investigation was mired in dead ends and whispered lies. The official report claimed it was an accident—faulty wiring—but Fraser never believed it. Not with the shadows he’d glimpsed in the corners of the case—the suspicious men in dark suits, the strange disappearances, the whispered warnings to drop it.

—-
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BACK IN THE PRESENT, Fraser’s grip tightened on the steering wheel as the flashback faded. The fire at the warehouse, Reid’s death, the white feather—it all pointed back to that night.

At the precinct, Amina was waiting, eyes sharp and expectant. Fraser pulled out the phone, dialing a number he hadn
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