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Introduction

	What does justice look like when the system meant to protect it starts to fail? Shadows in Uniform is a Canadian police thriller that confronts this question without blinking. Set in Riverford, a tight-knit Ontario town where everyone knows everyone—and where secrets stick like frost—this story follows Detective Arjun Mehta as he faces a nightmare from within.

	

	A series of ritualistic murders shakes Riverford. The crime scenes are chillingly precise and laced with details no outsider could know: time-stamped notes echoing internal reports, evidence placements that mimic confidential case files, code words only used in police briefings. It’s as if the killer is writing a thesis on law enforcement—one corpse at a time.

	

	Arjun is a seasoned officer and meticulous investigator, a man who believes the badge should be a promise. As he tracks patterns and tests assumptions, he begins to see a hidden network—a brotherhood inside the force, operating beyond oversight, bending rules, shielding informants, and profiting in the shadows. The murders do more than conceal; they reveal.

	

	The killer’s method is ruthless yet deliberate. They target the corrupt and leave messages that force a reconsideration of who deserves mercy. Arjun—and the reader—must wrestle with right versus wrong when the line between them has been smudged by power and self-preservation. Is this justice or vengeance? If corruption thrives under a badge, does the badge itself need rewriting?

	

	This book leans into police procedural realism—chain of custody concerns, report auditing, evidence contamination risks, digital case management trails—while infusing psychological suspense. The investigation unfolds through official documents, case notes, interview summaries, and the small choices that make or break an officer’s credibility. You’ll also see the toll this hunt takes on Arjun’s isolation as colleagues grow evasive, alliances shift, and trust becomes a liability.

	

	The twist cuts closest to the bone: Arjun ultimately discovers the killer is someone he once trained and trusted—a rookie transformed by betrayal into an avenger. The final confrontation isn’t just about stopping a murderer; it’s about deciding what to do when the system itself is part of the problem. In Riverford, justice isn’t just a verdict—it’s a reckoning.
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Prologue: 

	Birch Street

	Snow crusted over tire tracks, thin glass icing the dirty ruts that led to the empty house. Birch Street didn’t sleep; it held its breath. Porch lights blinked pale and distant through the cold, like patient eyes.

	Inside, every surface was clean—eerily so. The living room floor gleamed under the beam of a jittering flashlight. The walls were bare except for the shadow of a nail where a picture should have hung, and the mark of a couch leg, recently moved. No footprints, no fingerprints. Clues were present—placed, not left.

	On the coffee table sat a police memo, its redacted lines bleeding dark with thick marker. A date circled in blue. A case number from an active investigation—details only a cop would know. Beside it lay a badge, not stolen but borrowed, the number hammered into the metal like a signature.

	The victim had been positioned with ritual care—arms crossed, head turned toward the table. A white ribbon tied around one wrist. The bow was neat, corrective, as if the killer had taken the victim’s final posture and replaced it with another—something to read and understand. A small brass coin rested under the tongue. Sovereign. Out of circulation. A hint at old debts. The music had been turned off, but the house still hummed: the refrigerator compressor, the vents whispering heat. In that hum, there was rhythm—as if the killer had moved to a metronome, each action measured. To the careful eye, the living room mapped more than a death; it diagrammed a belief system.

	Down the block, a police cruiser idled, exhaust pluming in rhythm with the breath of the officer inside. Detective Arjun Mehta stepped out, boots hitting ice with the weight of winter and work. As he crossed the threshold, he saw the memo, the ribbon, the badge number. And the coin. He knew right then this was not a murder meant to hide a truth. It was a murder meant to reveal one.
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