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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

 


Genius was one of the top ten best inventors
in the world. He’d dated models and princes. He lived in a
million-dollar penthouse apartment. A month ago, he started working
with the NYPD as a consultant. A few weeks after that, he began
sleeping with his complicated partner, Detective Brett Knucks. His
life was almost perfect.

Almost.

A little shit named Noah Getz had come into
his world and started dating his teenage daughter, Zia. He was once
a cool dad. Now, he was being paranoid and crazy. She even said he
was being creepy. They’d had a huge argument this morning, which
was rare for them. It had ended with Genius promising to back down.
He would not investigate Noah.

Well, he would, but he wouldn’t do it
himself.

His promise would still be kept, and he’d
get a history on the brat. He would not break a promise to Zia. He
couldn’t control other people, though. Genius stopped beside
Brett’s desk. He hoped his facial expression showed his
determination. “I need you to do a background check.”

Brett arched a brow, lifting his handsome
face to look at Genius. The man really was good-looking. From his
cheap black suit with a hole in the pocket and his slightly ruffled
dirty blond hair.

“Really? I’m surprised you didn’t just hack
into our system and do it yourself.”

Okay, he may have broken into their files
once before. Maybe more than once. Genius’s criminal record was a
bit colorful. The point was, “I could, but it would take too long,
and juvenile records are under more encryption.”

“You’re lying to me, Chris Genius.” Brett
sat back, crossing his arms over his chest.

The movement made Genius lose focus for a
moment. Was Brett wearing his nipple piercings today? He shook his
head. “Brett. Shit … I promised Zia I wouldn’t look up her new
boyfriend, but I said nothing about making you do it.”

“Ah. There’s the truth.”

“I’ll offer you,” his voice lowered, “a kiss
and a thirty-minute massage anywhere you want.”

Brett blushed.

It was cute when the big, tough cop did
that. Of course, Genius had to whisper the offer. Brett wanted to
keep their relationship private. Brett had issues, but he hoped it
was something they could work out. Genius was fine with the secret
romance … for now. This man was worth the wait.

“Forty-five-minute massage.”

“Yes!” He cleared his throat and lowered his
voice. “You have a deal.”

Brett snorted. “Genius. This kid is not a
serial killer. He’s just a teenage boy.”

His grin fell. “Is that a no?” As a
professional courtesy, Brett should have agreed. As a sexual
partner, Brett should have already asked for the little shit’s
name.

“I’m not violating this kid’s rights or
pissing off your daughter.” Brett sat straighter. “Besides, I think
you’ll give me that massage anyway.”

Damn him! He was right.

Brett opened his mouth to speak, but his
cell phone rang. “Detective Knucks.”

This was bullshit. If he couldn’t hire a
private investigator, the least he could do was a background check.
Hell, most people did those before dates. Why couldn’t he?

“We’ll be there in twenty.” Brett hung up
and stood. “Don’t look so sad. Your daughter is fifteen. There’s
going to be boys. A few boys.”

“You’re going to make me lose my
breakfast.”

Brett rolled his eyes and headed toward the
elevator. When Genius was beside him, he said, “I’ll still take
that massage, though.”

“So you get a massage and what do I get?”
Genius grumped.

The doors opened and Brett stepped in. “I’ll
give you a massage with my tongue. Anywhere you want.” He
winked.

“Well. That does seem fair.”

****

Brett was tempted to do the background check
just to be sure Zia was safe with this teenager. She was a good
kid, which was shocking considering her father’s personality … and
his criminal record. Genius hadn’t gotten the name Big Balls for
the size of his actual balls. Although they were nice, too. Brett’s
mind wandered as the self-driving car maneuvered them through late
morning traffic to the crime scene.

“You know, I may just ask Val for that
background check.”

“Go right ahead.” Brett played it cool,
enjoying the way it annoyed Genius. Detective Valentina O’Brian
wouldn’t do the check either. The car stopped in front of an office
building. Brett hopped out, grabbing the badge on his hip and
flashing it at door security.

“Fine,” Genius said as they headed inside.
“Let’s focus on the dead body, and I’ll try to convince you
later.”

“I’m sure you’ll try again.” Brett smiled.
They took the elevator. They’d been having this sexual after-hours
relationship for a few weeks now, and Brett was really enjoying it.
Not just the great sex but also his friendship.

The doors opened to floor thirty, where a
very anxious-looking man paced. “Oh, thank God, the cops,” he said
when he saw them.

“Detective Knucks and—” Brett started.

“This way. It’s. He’s. This way.” The guy in
the gray suit led them through the glass doors, around an empty
security desk, then down a hallway to a
large conference room. The generous windows let in the morning sun
and revealed…

An empty room. Well, there was no corpse.
Before Brett lay a large table with fifteen chairs and a television
screen on the wall. “Sir, I’m going to need to know your name, and
where is the victim? Has his body been moved?”

“Maybe it’s invisible,” Genius
whispered.

Brett nudged him with his elbow, then
returned his badge to his hip.

The guy in the gray suit was skinny, Asian,
and making nervous gestures toward the television. “We were, it
was. A meeting. It was a meeting. He was there and then he wasn’t.”
The guy shook his head, then ordered, “Play video from
beginning.”

What the hell did that mean? Brett glanced
at the screen.

A man in a sleek silver space suit stood
there. A helmet lay by his feet. “Hello!”

Were they investigating space aliens? Oh,
Genius would love that twist. Why was Brett getting all the weird
cases? The guy on screen was average height and weight. He was dark
haired, a little on the long side with a bit of stubble. Brett
noted the computers blinking wildly behind him. There was a small
round window that… Holy shit, was that Earth?

“I’m here to report that the money you
sent is being well used. The new docking air lock is almost
complete. Your logo is being placed up as we speak. Every ship that
docks on this space station will open their doors to see your
company logo.” There was a clank sound in the background, and
he paused a moment.

Genius leaned toward him. “Do we need space
suits for this case because I am so in!”

Brett rolled his eyes.

The stranger on screen continued. “We’re
starting work on the space suits tomorrow. Your logo will be
printed right on the astronaut’s chest.”

Brett caught a shadow moving to the
right.

An outstretched arm came on screen with a
long black sleeve and black gloves. The fingers were wrapped around
the trigger of a sleek, shiny handle. A gun. The guy jerked his
head to the left, and his eyes went wide. “Oh, fuck. Wait.
Please. It’s not—” The gunshot was a sudden crack, like
lightning. He fell forward, knocking into the camera. It tilted to
the side, revealing more of the room and the edge of the fake space
ship background.

“Pause,” Brett said and moved closer. “This
is not space. That’s an apartment.”

Genius took out his phone. “Can you play
that again? Slower. Frame by frame. I thought I saw a window. A
real window.” Genius snapped a photo of the images. “I’ll see if I
can get any matches. I’d say get lucky, but I’m better than
luck. I’ll program my map app to tell us where this is. At least,
we’ll know which building.”

“Good.” Brett turned to the anxious guy.
“You’re in charge of this space station logo project?”

“Yes. I am. Was. I’m Mr. Jim Morray. We were
all just sitting here for the update and … and he. This guy seemed
legit. We did a background check. We even called NASA to confirm.”
He leaned against the table.

“What was his name?” Brett pointed to the
paused screen.

“Oh. Um. Bane. Larne Bane. He said he was a
technical on the space station. NASA was looking for donations in
certain areas in exchange for our logo on their equipment and suits
and…” he trailed off.

“When did you meet Mr. Bane?” Brett glanced
at Genius, who was typing away on his phone.

“That was, um, six months ago. We donated
five thousand to get our company logo on their new docking airlock
and another five for the logo on the space suits.”

“You made the checks out to NASA?” Brett
pulled out his own phone. He opened a note app and began recording.
When Morray didn’t answer, he looked up. “Mr. Morray?”

“Well, no.” He took a deep breath. “The
check was made out to NASA’s affiliated company, Welcome
Enterprises. I know that sounds odd, but we checked that out.
Website, pictures, phone calls. It was, well, I thought it was all
legit.” Morray covered his face with his hands. “Shit. They’re
going to suspend me for this.”

Poor guy. “It sounds like you did
everything right, Mr. Morray. I’m going to need your contact
information and any files you have about Mr. Bane as well as this
Welcome Enterprise. I’ll also need that video.”

He nodded. “Right. I gathered all that while
I was waiting for you guys to show up.” He pulled out his phone,
swiping up.

Brett’s phone pinged. “Thank you, Mr.
Morray. We’ll be in touch soon.” He headed out of the conference
room and slowed for Genius to catch up. “Did you start your
search?”

“Yes. It might take a while. That’s a narrow
view and it’s blurry.”

The elevator doors opened, and when
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