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Detective Joseph Carlton


Age: forty-four

Appearance: Worn leather jacket, five o’clock shadow that never quite goes away, steel-blue eyes that miss nothing. Built like he could still throw a punch but moves with the tired grace of someone who's been dodging punches for decades.

Background: Born and raised on the south side of Chicago. Grew up tough dad worked the docks; mom held the house down. Joined the force straight out the Army. Been in homicide for 15 years. Decorated, but not flashy.

Personality:

Stoic, dry-witted, doesn't suffer fools.

A heart like a bruised peach—soft underneath but beat up by the job and life.

Doesn’t believe in coincidence.

Drinks too much coffee, not enough water.

Trusts his gut, even when it’s wrong.

Quirks:

Keeps a little notebook in his coat pocket—writes poetry in it when he thinks no one’s looking.

Listens to old jazz vinyl at home, claims it “clears the crime scenes out my head.”

Always notices the little things—like a missing sock.

Motivation:

Haunted by a case that went unsolved ten years ago. The victim reminds him of that one. This time, he swears he’s not walking away without answers.

Justice, yes—but more than that, closure. For the dead, and for himself.
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Chapter One: The Crime Scene
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The hum of the police radio echoed through the cramped office as Detective Joseph Carlton stood at the edge of the crime scene, his eyes scanning the room. The victim—a frail old man—was slumped over in his armchair, the back of his head blown out from a close-range shot. His apartment was silent now, but it had once been filled with the sounds of life—clocks ticking, the soft shuffle of slippers on the floor. Now, only the sterile smell of disinfectant lingered in the air.

It was early in the morning when the call came in. By the time Joe arrived, the place had already been combed by forensics, but nothing about the crime made sense. The old man had no obvious enemies, no signs of a struggle. His pockets were untouched, no signs of forced entry, nothing. Just a man, murdered in his own home. Execution-style.

Joe crouched next to the victim, examining the bloodstain that had soaked through the worn carpet. His eyes narrowed as he took in the details—a faint scent of stale coffee from the kitchen, the dusty books on the shelf, the old wooden chair, now stained red. Everything about the scene screamed normal—but it was anything but.

“Nothing’s adding up.”

Joe muttered to himself as he stood up and walked across the room, trying to make sense of it all. His partner, Anita Perez, was busy talking to a uniformed police officer near the door, but Joe didn’t need to be reminded of the basics. He was good at his job, had always been good at it. But today? He couldn’t shake the feeling that something about this murder was different.

As Joe stood there, he noticed a single item out of place on the floor near the victim’s chair: a sock. It was a man’s sock, just one, lying there like an afterthought. Joe frowned and squatted down to pick it up, glancing at the nearby forensic tech who gave him a nod of acknowledgment.

“You think it means something?” she asked.

Joe turned the sock over in his hand. “Could be nothing,” he said, his voice flat. “Could be everything.”
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