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Chapter One: The Transfer
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The precinct smelled like old coffee and burnt fatigue.

Detective Luke Brennan stepped through the front doors just before six. His boots echoed on the scratched tiles. A row of vending machines blinked to life on the far wall. One of them was out of order again. The coffee machine had been broken since September. Nobody fixed anything anymore. They just got used to things not working.

He passed the duty desk and gave a nod. The rookie behind it didn’t look up. Brennan didn’t take it personally. He didn’t expect to be seen.

Upstairs, the city hummed behind dirty windows. Neon lights flickered across the alleyway below. Outside, the sky had turned the kind of pale grey that warned of rain without ever delivering. Inside, the lights buzzed overhead. Thin. Tired.

Captain Harlow waited in his office with the blinds half closed and a folder open on the desk. He didn’t wave Luke in. Just looked up and said, “Shut the door.”

Luke closed it.

Harlow tapped the file without looking at it. “I don’t need to tell you why this happened.”

Luke didn’t answer. He stood still. Hands at his sides.

“You should have pulled back on the Soto raid. Intel was wrong. You pushed through anyway. Miller died because someone screwed up. Maybe not you. Maybe someone else. Doesn’t matter. You were in charge. That makes it yours.”

Luke’s mouth stayed shut. His jaw tensed. That was the only sign he’d heard a word.

Harlow sat back in the creaking chair. “You’re not getting fired. Not today. But I’m pulling you from Major Crimes. Effective immediately.”

The silence between them filled with the hum of the overhead light.

“You’re being reassigned to the new K9 unit,” Harlow said.

Luke blinked. That was it. Just blinked.

Harlow looked back down at the file. “You’ll report to Sergeant Daniels. You’ll be issued a patrol vehicle. Your new partner is already waiting in the kennels. Military transfer. Name’s Rex.”

Luke opened his mouth for the first time. “A dog.”

Harlow raised an eyebrow. “Not just a dog. A working partner. You learn his signals. You learn the training protocol. And you follow orders. If this goes south, you won’t get another chance.”

Luke stood still for a long time.

Then he said, “What happened to his last handler.”

Harlow flipped the folder shut. “Killed in action.”

Luke left without another word.

The kennel was behind the vehicle bay. It smelled like bleach and something deeper. Animal scent. Not unclean. Just alive. The city’s only K9 officer on shift was chewing sunflower seeds and spitting them into a coffee cup.

“You Brennan?” he asked.

Luke nodded.

“Dog’s yours now,” the guy said, pointing with his chin. “Third cage.”

Luke approached. The cage was simple steel and concrete. Inside, the dog stood motionless. Large. Shoulders like coiled rope. Black fur with tan markings. Eyes sharp. Not friendly. Not hostile. Just watching.

Luke crouched down.

“Rex,” he said, quietly.

The dog didn’t move.

“You’re supposed to be my new partner.”

Still nothing. No wag. No growl.

The other cop laughed behind him. “He doesn’t do cute. Don’t bother trying to pat him unless you’re wearing Kevlar.”

Luke stood. “He bite handlers.”

“Only if they deserve it.”

The cage opened with a hard metal click. Luke expected Rex to charge or bolt. Instead, the dog stepped out slow. Controlled. Muscles rippling under fur. He looked up at Luke once. Then sat.

It was not obedience. It was evaluation.

Luke stared back. “Fair enough,” he said.

By the time they reached the patrol vehicle, the rain had started. Just mist, but enough to gloss the roads. Luke climbed in behind the wheel. Rex jumped into the passenger seat like he’d done it a thousand times before.

The engine turned over. The heater stuttered to life. The city blinked past in reflections.

They drove in silence.

Luke didn’t turn on the radio.

Their first shift started without ceremony.

Midnight rolled around. The dispatch call came through quiet. Suspicious movement near a shuttered shopfront on Glenview. Luke hit the lights and headed east. Rex sat upright, watching everything.

They reached the street in four minutes. Empty storefronts. Cracked pavement. A couple of rats. Nothing else.

Luke rolled slow.

“Anything?” he asked.

Rex’s ears twitched.

Then he stood.

Luke stopped the car.

Rex stared at an alley to the left. Then looked at Luke. Then back at the alley.

Luke got out.

The air was cold. Smelled like wet metal.

He reached for his torch and rounded the corner.

There was a kid—couldn’t have been older than seventeen—trying to force open a side door with a crowbar. The kid saw Luke and ran.

Luke sprinted. He wasn’t fast anymore, but he was angry. That added speed. The kid rounded the corner and vanished behind a dumpster.

Then Rex moved.

Silent. Precise.

The sound came half a second later. A thud. A cry.

When Luke caught up, Rex had the kid pinned. Teeth bared. Not biting. Just warning.

Luke cuffed the boy. Called it in.

The shop owner came by later and thanked him. Gave Rex a meat pie from his lunchbox. Rex didn’t eat it. He just sat beside Luke, eyes calm, steady.

In the car, Luke looked over.

“You’re fast,” he said.

Rex blinked.

“Alright.”

He reached over and opened the window a crack for him.

That night, back at the station, someone from traffic muttered, “Brennan’s babysitting a damn dog now.”

Luke didn’t answer.

But he looked at Rex.

And Rex looked back.

That was enough.

At dawn, Luke walked into his apartment. Small. One bedroom. Mismatched furniture. A cracked mug on the bench. A stack of unopened mail.

Rex sniffed once, then padded over to the couch and curled up without being told.

Luke dropped his badge on the counter.

Then he stood in the doorway and looked at the dog.

The couch wasn’t clean. The apartment wasn’t warm. The world wasn’t kind.

But the dog was still there.

Watching. Waiting.

And Luke sat down on the floor.

Not beside the couch. Not on it. Just nearby.

They stayed like that for a long time.

Not speaking.

Not needing to.
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Chapter Two: Teeth and Training
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The K9 yard behind the training range was fenced with steel and topped with rusted wire that no longer curled like it was supposed to. The ground was worn, half mud and half gravel, and the only patch of green was a weed pushing through the asphalt near the gate.

Luke stood under a cloudless morning sky, hands in the pockets of his jacket. The air smelled like cold metal and something older. The kind of smell that stuck to concrete kennels and working dogs. The kind that never quite washed out of the uniform.

Rex stood beside him, not leashed, not tethered. Just present.

A whistle cut the air. Sergeant Daniels waved him over from across the field. He was a thick man in his late forties, skin tanned deep by years outside, clipboard tucked under one arm like it had always belonged there.
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