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This series is dedicated to Almost Human, an amazing
show that was cancelled too soon.







 


 


 


 


BEAUTIFUL DEAD
GIRLS

 


Big Balls and Brass Knuckles, 7

 


James Cox

 


Copyright © 2023

 


[image: tmp_fc2bb4652832e5ff8864ae6dcd9fa9b4_mko1My_html_7ace8fdb.png]

 


 


 


Recap:

Detective Knucks is a workaholic cop always
out for justice.

Chris Genius is an inventor who’s working
for the NYPD.

They’ve been paired together to find
murderers and maybe fall in love…

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


This was the third morning in a row that
Detective Brett Knucks woke up in a strange room. The warm body
beside him was very, very naked. He watched the other man sleep on
his side, face relaxed, an arm resting over his stomach.

Inventor Chris Genius was that naked
man.

They’d started working together months ago.
The attraction and bad choices had led them here. Well, possible
bad choices. No one knew they were dating so if this did go bad,
they could simply sweep it away. Genius was working with Brett to
help the police figure out new inventions to help solve cases more
efficiently. Genius wasn’t there to solve Brett’s sexual needs.
Although he’d been doing both. He sighed, glancing at the clock.
Six AM. They had to go to work soon.

Genius’s daughter left for Paris last
Friday. That meant they had the whole apartment to themselves. It
had been a wild weekend of sex. The half-empty condom box would
testify to that, but now it was Monday.

Work began again. Brett would be back
immersing himself in the world of death and killers. He really
should get up. Shower. Put on some clothes. Genius’s stuff would be
a little long on him, but that wasn’t the issue. The problem was
that he worked with great detectives who might notice if he was
wearing his partner’s clothes. He wasn’t exactly ready to expose
what they had going yet.

A buzzing sound made Brett jump. He
instantly reached to the bedside table for his weapons.

“It’s the buzzer,” Genius mumbled, his face
turned into the pillow. When it went off again, he took a deep
breath and moved onto his back. He grabbed his phone, fumbling with
it until a voice came over the speaker. “Yeah?”

“Mr. Genius, this is Billy from the front
desk. I’m sorry to bother you so early, sir, but you have a guest
trying to get in. He insisted we call you.”

Genius brushed brown hair off his forehead,
squinted, and said, “It’s six AM. What guest?”

“A Mr. Zaks Young.”

Genius suddenly sat up. “Zaks is here? Um.
Right. Yeah. Send him up.”

“Yes, sir.” The phone call ended.

Zaks? Who the fuck was he? Brett put his gun
down, hurrying out of bed to rifle around the floor. Where the hell
were his pants? Oh, there. He began shoving his legs in. Was Zaks
an ex-boyfriend? A new boyfriend? Fuck buddy? Brett couldn’t really
be jealous because he was the one who’d pushed for them to keep
this a secret.

“You’re leaving?” Genius asked.

Goddamn he looked cute half asleep like
that. “Yeah. Don’t want this Zaks guy to find me in your bed.”

“My boss. Well, CEO of the company.” Genius
yawned. He stood, naked. His chest was scattered with hair. He
didn’t have abs of steel, just a flat belly with little love
handles. His cock hung against his balls, spent from the
weekend.

Wait. What? “Your boss?”

“Technically, he runs the company that I
invent for. So, kind of. Don’t know what the fuck he’s doing here
now or this early.” Genius grabbed a baby-blue robe off the chair
in the corner and shoved it on.

Brett was already in his shirt. He tucked
his feet in his shoes, forgoing the socks because who knew where
the fuck they were. He quickly put his belt on, making sure the
weapon was secure before heading toward the bedroom door. “We have
to be at work soon, too,” he said as he walked through the
clothes-strewn living room. Their leftover pizza from last night
was still on the coffee table. He opened the door, pausing. Brett
should say something, shouldn’t he? It felt like he should. He
wanted to. Fuck, he was so bad at this relationship shit. “I…”
Brett turned to Genius, who stood there still looking half asleep.
“This was nice. Really nice. I liked spending the weekend with
you.”

A slow smile spread across his face. It was
like it was Christmas and an orgasm at once. “Yeah? Good ’cause I
did, too. We’ll have to do it again. And again. And again.” He
glanced down. “Once my cock decides to join the party.”

Brett snorted. “Let him sleep. He had a busy
weekend.”

“Ha. Ain’t that the truth.”

“Well, I better go. Before your guest
arrives. See you at work?”

“Yeah. Yes. See you there.”

Brett eased out, thought a moment, then
slipped back in and kissed Genius’s cheek. What the fuck was he
doing? He nodded again and finally left. What the fuck was he
doing! That was boyfriend stuff. Those were relationship moves.
They were just friends fucking. Weren’t they? God, this was getting
complicated. He knew Genius wanted more, but did Brett? He walked
to the elevator with thoughts swirling around in his head. Heavy
thoughts that were too much for six AM without coffee. That would
be his first stop, then to his apartment to change, then to work.
Brett took the first elevator that opened. It was empty so he
leaned against the wall and embraced the silence. That’s when his
phone rang.

The dead never took mornings off.

“Detective Brett Knucks here…”

 


****

 


Genius was … fuck he was giddy. They’d spent
the whole damn weekend together, and it had been better than he
could have dreamed. Sure, fantastic sex but also movies. Food.
Relaxing. Wines. Whiskeys. Just what a normal couple does. He had
higher hopes thinking that maybe Brett was letting that wall around
his heart down. Genius tied his robe tighter around his waist and
headed toward the living room. He gathered up cups and empty
bottles, shoving them in the recycle bin as he went into the
kitchen. He’d just hit the coffee button when there was a knock at
the door. “It’s open.”

Mr. Zaks Young was a CEO at the company.
Technically, he was Genius’s boss, but Genius made the fuckers
millions so that term was sort of loose. Zaks was also a decent
guy. He was a little too obsessed with money, but he was fair.
Usually.

“Kind of early for a visit.” Genius grabbed
two mugs from the cabinet above.

“Huge news. Huge. It couldn’t wait.” He
glanced at the state of Genius’s apartment, arched a brow, then
stood near the counter. “I got a call today from some very rich and
very powerful people.”

Genius placed a mug under the spout. “I
didn’t do it. No matter what it is. I was here all night. Hell, all
weekend.”

Zaks chuckled. “No, dear man. This phone
call was an opportunity. A short list of inventors was requested
for a very special project.”

Genius arched a brow. “I always pick my own
projects. You know that. It’s in my contract. I can’t really start
anything new now anyway. The tracker bug needs to be promoted.
Tested. Plus, I’m pulling hours at the police station.”

“You’re going to want to hear this.” He took
the mug from Genius. “This is the chance of a lifetime.”

Well, Genius was definitely intrigued.


Chapter Two

 


Brett rolled up to the crime scene, feeling
relaxed and rested. He couldn’t even remember the last time he took
a whole weekend just for himself. Even when he was with his serious
ex-boyfriend, Brett was still working on the weekends. Now, he saw
the appeal of having days off. He slid out of the car, finding
Detective Valentina O’Brien waiting. “Good morning.” He glanced
around. Genius wasn’t here yet? The man was rarely late. Maybe that
meeting was bigger than expected? He’d give Genius an hour, then
call to check on him.

“You look different.” Valentina narrowed her
eyes as she pushed some black hair from her forehead. “You get
laid?” Her eyebrow arched. “Brett, you got a new man?”

Fuck! Detectives. “Instead of
analyzing me, tell me about the victim.”

She paused a moment, then nodded. Valentina
pulled her phone out of the pocket of her black pants and pointed
to the garbage truck.

“Body in there?” he asked, following her.
That’d be a dumb place to try to hide a body. Garbage trucks were
all automated. The trucks were sent along the street, collecting
garbage with certain bar codes on them. They had sensors for an
accident-free environment, supposedly. Brett had never heard of an
automated truck hitting someone before.

Valentina led him to the side of the vehicle
where the trash was collected. “Found her in here. The sensors must
have detected organic material. It stopped production, contacted us
and…”

There was a woman lying half inside the
truck. Garbage all around her lower half. Her brown hair was
flowing over the side, blowing gently in the breeze.

Nax was hunched over the body. “Female.
Hispanic. Thirties.” He straightened, then added, “Cause of death
looks like blunt force trauma to the head, but I’ll have to examine
her to be sure.”

“Her skin…” It was rough, almost corroding.
No, it was decomposing.

Valentina answered. “She must have been dead
a few days in the garbage bin.”

Nax eased out. “Yes, but I’ll have to check
to tell you how many. My guess is two or three. I’m going to get
the gurney.”

They both stepped back.

“Hey. Look who showed up,” Valentina said,
tucking her phone away.

Brett looked up, smiling when he saw Genius
walking toward them. He quickly shut that down. That’d be a dead
giveaway on who made him so happy last night. Valentina was already
suspicious. Brett wasn’t sure he wanted their relationship out
there for the world to know. Not yet. Maybe.

“Hey, guys.” Genius paused, his gaze on the
body. “Yikes. What happened to her?”

“The whole alligator in the sewer myth is
real. It got another one,” Valentina answered, completely straight
faced.

Genius rolled his eyes.

“Val,” Brett interrupted. “Organize a search
for a murder weapon. Set some officers to ask anyone in these
buildings if they saw anything. I put in a request for any cameras
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A MOTHER WHO LOST HER CHILD STALKS
A LITTLE GIRL..
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