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The Adventures of Detective SMUT: Book 1
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Prologue
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Two Weeks Ago

The Gilded Olive was less a bar and more a cathedral of hushed conversations. The light was kept low, the prices high, and the clientele curated to be just the right side of infamous. It was the perfect place to bury a secret or, in the case of the Anxious Man in the corner booth, to sell one.

He nursed a single glass of Scotch, the liquid amber untouched for the last twenty minutes. His knuckles were white where he gripped the handle of a sleek, featureless briefcase on the seat beside him. Inside it was a powder keg of lab reports, shipping manifests, and damning internal emails—proof that a billion-dollar wellness empire was built on a foundation of cheap lawn clippings and a chemical lie. He checked his watch again. The journalist was forty-five minutes late. The ice in his drink had died of loneliness.

His resolve, a brave and noble thing an hour ago, was beginning to feel a lot like terror.

At a more central table, another man held court. The Man in the Suit—a handsome, tailored affair that was perhaps a whisper too tight in the shoulders—was leaning forward, his attention fixed entirely on his companion, a woman with emerald earrings that glittered like distant, jealous stars. He laughed, a genuine and booming sound that was a touch too loud for the room’s sacred quiet. He gestured with his hands as he spoke, painting pictures in the air, a cavalier of the clumsy gesture.

The woman laughed with him, a delightful, musical sound. She tossed her head back, and one of the emerald stars took flight, arcing through the dim light before skittering across the polished floor and disappearing under the Anxious Man’s table.

“Allow me,” the Man in the Suit declared, seeing his moment for chivalry. He launched himself from his chair with more enthusiasm than elegance.

He dropped to his knees and plunged into the dark jungle of lacquered table legs and expensive shoes. His hands patted the floor blindly. He bumped the leg of the Anxious Man’s table, rattling the forgotten Scotch. He nudged a briefcase with his shoulder, then another one that was nearly identical. His world, for that moment, was a frantic search in the dark.

Then, victory. His fingers closed around the cool metal and gemstone of the earring.

He resurfaced like a pearl diver, beaming with triumph. He presented the earring with a flourish that was part magician, part game-show host. The woman was charmed. The Anxious Man, annoyed by the jostling, merely scowled into the gloom.

The Man in the Suit, his heroic duty done, settled his bill. He reached down, grabbed the sleek briefcase nearest to him without a second glance, and with a final, dazzling smile for his date, escorted her out into the city night.

A few minutes later, the Anxious Man finally gave up. The journalist wasn’t coming. The plan was a failure. Defeated, he retrieved the remaining briefcase from the booth, the weight of it feeling like a tombstone.

He arrived back at his sterile, white-walled apartment with a new plan: burn it all. The risk was too great. He would destroy the evidence and live with the gnawing compromise. He placed the briefcase on his glass desk and clicked open the twin silver latches. The sound was crisp, final.

He lifted the lid.

He stared.

There were no lab reports. No shipping manifests. No damning emails.

Inside, nestled on a bed of black satin, was a half-eaten box of Belgian chocolates, a bottle of lukewarm prosecco, and a paperback book titled, The Art of the Irresistible Compliment.

And sitting right on top, as if presented for inspection, was a single, cream-colored business card. On it, in elegant, embossed lettering, it read:

Detective Sam Murray Ulysses Tucker

(Inquiries & Intrigues)

The Anxious Man—Dr. Alistair Finch—sank into his chair. His evidence was gone. His life’s work was in the hands of... a detective. He didn’t know if this was a threat, a warning, or a cosmic, catastrophic mistake. But one thing was now terrifyingly clear.

His hand had just been forced.
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A Statistical Civil War
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Chief Barbara Odelia Simone Shaw did not believe in ghosts, but the lingering scent of cheap cigars, stale coffee, and unapologetic entitlement in her new office was making a compelling argument. The ghost of her predecessor, Chief Frank Miller, a man who viewed paperwork as a personal affront and retirement as a seventeen-year-long happy hour he’d started a decade early, was everywhere. It was in the faint, ring-shaped water stain on the mahogany desk, a ghostly monument to countless forgotten coffee cups. It was in the dusty collection of golf trophies on the bookshelf, each one a testament to a Wednesday spent on the links instead of in a budget meeting. And it was most definitely in the teetering stack of personnel files on her credenza, which felt less like professional records and more like a collection of hastily written apologies.

This was her domain now. Day one. She had arrived before dawn, the silence of the 13th Precinct a temporary illusion she knew would soon shatter. For now, it was a blessed relief. Her previous post, a sterile, whisper-quiet corner of the FBI’s data analysis division in Quantico, had run on black coffee and silent, mutual respect.

This place was different. This was a calculated risk. When the City Commissioner had offered her the command, he had been blunt. The 13th Precinct, the ‘Department of Unconventional Crimes,’ was a laughingstock, a political embarrassment, and a budgetary black hole. No one wanted the job. It was a career graveyard. But he had offered her a deal: “Tame the circus,” he’d said. “Bring this department in line, reduce the property damage lawsuits, and make my headache go away, and in two years, the Deputy Commissioner’s office is yours.” It was a suicide mission with the ultimate prize. Shaw, a pragmatist who viewed her career as a series of calculated moves on a chessboard, had accepted without hesitation. This chaotic, misfit-filled precinct wasn’t her punishment; it was her project. It was the fire she had to walk through to get to the throne.

She had spent the first two hours of her tenure in silence, reading. The city had brought her in with a clear mandate: professionalize the 13th Precinct. She looked at the heading on the precinct’s official charter, the words mocking her mission: “Department of Unconventional Crimes.” She remembered reading about it during her briefing. It had been founded twenty years ago as a public relations stunt, a place to send the city’s bizarre cold cases—the UFO sightings, the missing garden gnomes, the ghost sightings in the subway.

But over time, it had evolved. It had become a dumping ground, yes, but not for failures. It was a dumping ground for eccentrics. The geniuses who couldn’t pass a psych evaluation, the mavericks who viewed procedure as a mild suggestion, the human bloodhounds who solved cases by getting a “feeling.” And now, this den of brilliant, unmanageable weirdos was her problem. The 13th was a department known less for its pristine procedure and more for its colorful local headlines that often read like plot summaries for a bad sitcom.

Her approach to taming this zoo would be simple, the one she had built her entire, formidable career upon: data. You couldn’t argue with data. You couldn’t schmooze data. You could only analyze it, identify the anomalies, and act upon them with surgical precision.

The files were a predictable mix of the mediocre, the incompetent, and the coasting. She scanned the file for Miller and Huis, noting their decent closure rates were almost perfectly offset by their astronomical overtime claims. Symbiotic professional relationship or advanced co-dependency? she scribbled in the margin.

Then she picked up the one file she had been saving, the one the outgoing Chief had mentioned in his exit interview with a dismissive wave: “Oh yeah, Stone. She’s a real numbers-cruncher. A bit intense. Not really a ‘13th Precinct’ kind of cop.”

Shaw opened the file for Detective Natalie O. B. Stone. It was a thing of beauty, a slim, perfect folder of commendations and exemplary performance reviews. Sharp, ambitious, humorless. It was a file that belonged at Quantico, not here. It was a beacon of statistical hope in a sea of narrative-driven chaos. How, Shaw wondered, had a detective this good and this logical survived in a department designed to house eccentrics?

Chief Shaw made a different kind of note next to her name, a single, underlined word: Ally.

Then she reached the last file.

It wasn’t so much a file as a geological event, a lumpy, overstuffed manila folder held together by a rubber band that was screaming for mercy. It was stained with something that could have been coffee or motor oil, and when she slid the rubber band off, a cascade of unofficial documents fluttered onto her desk: a cocktail napkin with a phone number scrawled in lipstick, a crumpled receipt from a place called “Sal’s Cart,” and a dry-cleaning claim check for “one blazer, severe wine stains.”

She picked up the cocktail napkin by the corner, her expression one of clinical disgust, and dropped it into the trash. She opened the folder. The name on the tab read: TUCKER, SAM M. U.

Her eyes, trained to find patterns, found one immediately. Sam. Murray. Ulysses. Tucker.

S. M. U. T.

A low, dangerous sound, something between a growl and a sigh of profound despair, escaped Chief Shaw’s throat. She took a slow, calming breath, straightened her spine, and turned to the first page, determined to let the data speak for itself.

The data was a statistical civil war.

On one side of the ledger, the numbers were a dream, the kind of stats a police chief would sell her soul for. Closure rate: 94%, the highest in the city’s history. Commendations for bravery, for hostage negotiation, for “unorthodox conflict resolution.” Letters of praise from everyone from the mayor to a frantic cat owner whose Persian had been rescued from a meth lab.

On the other side of the ledger, it was a fiscal and administrative nightmare. Property damage claims filed against the city by Detective Tucker: a figure that approached the GDP of a small island nation. And the expense reports. She paused to read one, a request for reimbursement for two dozen “seductive pastries,” justified in Tucker’s looping handwriting as a “necessary tool for witness interrogation, as the subject was significantly more forthcoming after the application of a raspberry Danish.” Then there were the HR complaints—dozens of them, a thick sheaf of paper on their own, all from furious husbands and boyfriends whose partners had been “interviewed” by the detective.

He was, Chief Shaw concluded, a walking, talking, catastrophic success. A statistical impossibility. A bug in the system.

She pushed past the numbers and delved into the case notes, hoping for clarity.

The first thing she noticed was that the files themselves were titled improperly. Instead of the standard, sterile case numbers—a string of digits and letters—Tucker’s files had names, as if they were chapters in a pulp novel. She found only poetry written during a fever dream.

She picked one at random, a folder labeled “The Case of the Vanishing Viscount.” Inside, the official report was brief, but Tucker’s supplemental notes were extensive: “The butler’s alibi was as flimsy as a cheap négligée in a high wind. Followed a more compelling lead to a downtown jazz club, where the victim’s estranged wife was singing the blues. Her voice was like smoke and whiskey. The real clue, however, was in the bass player’s suspicious rhythm.”

Shaw closed that file, a dull ache beginning to form behind her eyes. She opened another, titled “The Pilfered Parrot Affair.” Tucker’s notes read: “Conducted a multi-hour surveillance of the primary suspect, a beautiful but enigmatic bird enthusiast. She confirmed her alibi during a candlelit dinner. The parrot was later found, unharmed, after I accidentally stumbled into the perpetrator’s hideout while searching for a reputable all-night florist.”

She pressed on, a grim sense of morbid curiosity pulling her forward. “The Black Truffle Blackmail.” “The suspect, a notoriously ruthless chef, refused to cooperate. However, during a date with the restaurant’s charming sommelier, I learned of the chef’s secret, all-consuming passion for a rare form of Italian folk music. A strategically placed accordion player outside the kitchen window caused the chef to become so emotionally distraught he confessed to everything.”

Chief Shaw closed her eyes. She massaged the bridge of her nose. She opened them again and flipped to the photographic evidence. A sports car half-submerged in a hotel swimming pool. The smoldering remains of a hot dog cart. A notorious jewel thief tangled upside down in a theater curtain, accidentally snared by a rope Tucker was meant to be using to practice tying knots with a pretty stagehand.

And in the corner of every photo, there he was. Detective Tucker. A handsome man with kind, oblivious eyes, often with his arm around a stunningly beautiful witness, smiling at the camera as if he had done it all on purpose.

He wasn’t a bug in the system. He was a virus. A charming, impossibly effective virus that threatened to burn down the entire orderly, data-driven world she was trying to build. Firing him was out of the question; the press would crucify her for ousting the city’s most successful, and apparently most colorful, cop.

Therefore, he had to be understood. He had to be contained. He had to be... managed. An anomaly this powerful couldn’t be eliminated. It had to be studied.

Her eyes drifted back across her desk, past the chaotic, overflowing mess of the Tucker file, and landed on the thin, perfect folder she had set aside earlier. The beacon of statistical hope. The asset.

Detective Stone.

A plan began to form in Chief Shaw’s mind. It was precise. It was logical. It was a controlled experiment. What happens when you introduce a variable of pure, unshakeable order into a system of absolute chaos?

Fire meets ice. Let’s see what survives.

She picked up her phone and buzzed her new assistant.

“Get me Detective Stone,” she said, her voice as crisp and final as a closing cell door. “Now.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Asset and the Anomaly
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Detective Natalie Odette Blair Stone did not look up when the phone on her desk rang. To look up would be to acknowledge a deviation from the plan, and her entire professional life was a testament to the power of a well-executed plan. Her focus remained fixed on the three-foot-wide timeline she had pinned to the wall of her cubicle, a meticulous, color-coded map of a jewelry store heist. It was a thing of beauty, a cathedral of logic built from colored markers and ruthlessly straight lines of string.

The phone rang again, a patient, electronic request. Only after she had placed the final, definitive pin—a bright red one marking the primary suspect’s alibi as a statistical improbability—did she permit herself to turn and answer.

“Stone,” she said. Her voice was level, a tool sharpened by constant, deliberate use.

“The Chief wants to see you,” her sergeant’s voice crackled back, laced with an unusual hint of urgency. “Her office. On the double.”

“Understood.”

She hung up without another word. There was no flicker of anxiety, no spark of curiosity. A summons from a new Chief on day one was simply a new data point, an instruction to be executed. She straightened the lone photograph on her otherwise bare desk—a framed picture of her graduating class from the police academy, a sea of hopeful, smiling faces from which her own looked out with a solemn, focused determination. She rose, her movements efficient, devoid of a single wasted motion.

The walk from her cubicle in the quiet, orderly corner of the Robbery-Homicide division to the Chief’s office on the second floor was like a journey through the descending levels of chaos. She passed the perpetually bickering duo of Miller and Huis, who were currently engaged in a heated, whispered argument over the last stale doughnut. She navigated around a dark, ominous spill on the floor that she identified as lukewarm coffee with a 90% certainty. She ignored the low buzz of gossip, the high-pitched ringing of unanswered phones, and the general, untidy state of the bullpen. The 13th Precinct was a system teetering on the edge of entropy, and it set her teeth on edge. It was a problem to be solved, an equation to be balanced, and she longed for the authority to begin the calculation.

She arrived at the Chief’s door at the exact moment she had mentally projected she would. She knocked twice—a crisp, authoritative sound.

“Enter.”

The office was already different. The ghost of the former Chief had been exorcised. The golf trophies were gone, replaced by framed certificates of commendation from federal agencies. A massive, satellite-view map of the city’s crime hotspots covered one wall, dotted with pins she knew represented patterns, data, and a clear-eyed view of the city’s problems. The air smelled of lemon polish and a ruthless, welcome determination.

Chief Shaw sat behind the large mahogany desk, a figure of immaculate posture. She looked up as Stone entered, her eyes sharp and analytical. They were the eyes of a fellow professional, a person who understood that justice was not a matter of feeling, but of fact. For the first time that day, Detective Stone felt a flicker of something resembling hope.

“Detective Stone,” Chief Shaw began, her voice a low hum of command. “Please, have a seat.”

Stone sat, her back straight, her hands resting calmly on her knees.

“I’ve been reviewing your file,” Shaw continued, her gaze unwavering. “It is, to be blunt, impeccable. Top of your class, highest conviction rate as a junior detective, commendations for meticulous casework.” She paused. “I also read the white paper you submitted to the review board on predictive policing algorithms. It was... impressive.”

“Thank you, Chief,” Stone said, a rare hint of warmth touching her voice. “I’m eager to get to work.”

“Good.” Shaw slid a thick, chaotic-looking file across the polished surface of the desk. The file that had been sitting on the corner of her desk like an unexploded ordinance. “You’ll be working with Detective Tucker.”

The name landed in the quiet room with the force of a dropped weight. Stone’s mind, a machine built for logical processing, momentarily stalled, the gears grinding with a screech of protest. Detective Tucker. The precinct’s walking folk tale. The man whose legend was a toxic cocktail of impossibly high closure rates and apocryphal stories of chaos and destruction. The man who was the living embodiment of everything she was here to help fix.

Before Stone could even formulate a protest, Shaw tapped the file with a single, manicured finger.

“The case is a missing persons report from Veridian Harvest,”  Shaw stated, her voice a low, cynical hum. “It just came over from the 7th Precinct this morning. A missing persons case involving their lead scientist. On the surface, it’s straightforward. But the captain over there suddenly decided it had too many ‘unconventional variables’ for his detectives to handle.”

She gave a humorless smile, the kind that didn’t reach her eyes. “The truth, Detective, is that Veridian Harvest is one of the city’s biggest corporate darlings. They’re major political donors, their CEO is on the mayor’s arts council, and their PR department is notoriously aggressive. It’s a political hot potato. No one wants to be the one to dig around in their dirty laundry and risk a media firestorm.”

Shaw leaned forward, her eyes like chips of ice. “And when a case is too weird, too politically sensitive, or just too much of a potential career-ending nightmare for a regular precinct to handle, where does it go? It goes to us. It goes to the ‘Department of Unconventional Crimes.’ It becomes our problem.”

Her expression remained a mask of professional neutrality, but her right hand, resting on her knee, curled into a tight fist, her knuckles white.

“Your assignment,” Chief Shaw said, leaning forward slightly, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial hush, “is to be his partner. You will observe. You will document his methods—or lack thereof. And you will report everything, every single detail, back to me.”

She paused, letting the weight of the order settle. “I read your full name from your file, Detective Natalie Odette Blair Stone. You strike me as a woman who appreciates clarity. So let me be clear. I cannot fire the department’s golden goose, but I can build a case that will finally allow me to put him on permanent traffic duty in the farthest corner of this city. You are to build that case for me. Do not fail.”

For years, she had endured. She had tolerated being the only truly by-the-book detective in the Department of Unconventional Crimes, a professional island in a sea of charming, chaotic misfits. She had done it by keeping her head down, by producing results so impeccable they couldn’t be ignored, all while waiting for a day like today—the arrival of a leader who valued data and discipline. She had thought this was her moment of salvation. Instead, the new Chief wasn’t just asking her to tolerate the chaos; she was ordering her to dive headfirst into the very heart of it. It was bad enough being the only sane person in the asylum. Now she was being assigned to babysit its most celebrated lunatic.

Stone looked from the Chief’s unblinking eyes to the lumpy, coffee-stained folder on the desk. She saw the acronym stamped on the front, a crude joke she’d heard whispered in the hallways.

S. M. U. T.

She reached forward and took the file. Her voice, when she spoke, was as steady and cold as steel.

“Understood, Chief.”

She stood, gave a curt nod, and turned. As she reached the door, Chief Shaw spoke one last time.

“And Stone,” she said. “I’ve seen the current state of our public-facing departmental website. It’s a disgrace. I want you to liaise with the IT department to build a new one. Something clean, professional, and data-driven. A portal for the public to see a transparent, modern police force at work. I’ve already acquired the domain. 13thPrecinct.com. See to it.”

It was a throwaway task, an afterthought designed to add another layer of administrative drudgery to her already insulting assignment. But to Stone, it was a lifeline. A small, orderly project she could control in the sea of chaos she was about to be thrown into.

“Yes, Chief,” she said, a new resolve in her voice.

Walking out of the office, file in hand, she felt a grim purpose solidify in her gut. She would be the most thorough, the most precise, the most merciless babysitter this precinct had ever seen. She would document every misstep, every deviation from procedure, every single piece of nonsense.

She would be his shadow. She would build the Chief’s new website. And then she would be his end.
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