
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_0016602-69924c54-2f12-40cd-8155-71b31aac77d3_bSzVoG_html_77d6bee8.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_0016602-69924c54-2f12-40cd-8155-71b31aac77d3_bSzVoG_html_7b4a6fb9.png]

Published by EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2022 James Cox

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0586-6

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Jessica Ruth

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and
places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 



 


 


 


 


DEDICATION

 


This book was inspired by the show Almost Human with
Karl Urban and Michael Ealy. An awesome, short-lived TV show that I
highly recommend. It was cancelled too soon!

 


I'd also like to thank Hannah Morse. She's a very
talented writer and nurse who took the time to help me with the
medical aspects of this series. Don't forget to check out her books
too!







 


 


 


 


THE STOLEN SEX
BOT

 


Big Balls and Brass Knuckles, 3

 


James Cox

 


Copyright © 2022

 


[image: tmp_0016602-69924c54-2f12-40cd-8155-71b31aac77d3_bSzVoG_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 drive each other crazy … or fall in love.

 


 



Chapter One

 


Genius had never been more comfortable in
his life. Seriously. His cock was satisfied. Brett was in his arms.
The sex was amazing, and he finally got some sleep. The morning
could not have been better.

And then he heard the keys in the door. That
telltale clinking.

“Zia!” He nudged Brett, who jerked awake and
instantly reached for his side. His gun, maybe? “Zia,” he hissed.
He did not want his daughter walking in on this! Genius wasn’t even
sure what this was yet, but seeing them naked might scar her for
life.

Brett threw him his robe from the coffee
table and took a dive over the couch. There was a loud thump as the
door opened.

Genius shoved the robe over his body like a
blanket and stepped on the condom so she wouldn’t see.

“Hey.” She smiled as she closed the door.
“You’re still sleeping?”

“Yeah, long night at the police station.” He
tried to act casual, like there wasn’t a used condom under his bare
foot and Brett wasn’t naked behind the couch. “Time for me to get
up, though. How about we talk about study group over
breakfast?”

“Lunch,” she said as she headed toward the
stairs. “It’s almost one in the afternoon, Dad.”

“Right.” Shit. “I guess I was more
tired than I thought.” He glanced over. She was going up the stairs
with her book bag. He quickly stood, shoving his robe on and tying
the sash. He grabbed the condom and chucked it into his open office
door.

Brett peeked from behind the couch. He
rolled back over, grabbing his shirt and pants just as they heard
Zia’s footsteps. Brett’s eyes went wide. He hauled ass into the
office, bare ass.

Damn, he was cute naked. Genius hadn’t
really gotten a chance to look last night. He watched the door
close as Zia came down. “Can you make me another pot of coffee?” He
stood, double-checking his robe. “I should get dressed.”

“The coffee’s still on.” She poured a cup,
her back toward them.

Genius glanced at the door.

Brett was sneaking out, his sweatpants on
but his shirt folded in his arms. He suddenly dropped like he
fainted and rolled in front of the couch.

Genius turned around to see his daughter
facing him. He smiled. “So, did you have a good study group? Did
the boy you like come, too?” He walked toward his daughter, taking
the offered coffee cup, but he stood on the other side of the
counter. Now Zia’s back was toward the living room.

“We’re just friends,” she said, sitting.
“And, yes, he was there. So were four other people. It wasn’t like
a date or anything.”

Brett peeked over. He crawled on all fours
toward the end of the couch, then sprinted for the door. He stopped
at the edge, sliding back against the wall beside the stairs.

Genius had a hard time not laughing. He was
also torn about making up an excuse and going after the man. They’d
had sex. He wanted to talk, to have more sex, and most importantly,
make sure Brett didn’t turn cold on him again.

“He wants to see me again.”

Wait. What? Genius lost track of everything
but what his daughter was saying. “Of course, he does. You’re
amazing. Also, he can’t because I’ll kill him.”

Zia rolled her eyes. “I’m fifteen, remember,
and I’m more responsible than you were at my age.”

He snorted. “You’re more mature now than I
was at thirty.” The front door opened. “I want to know more about
this kid.”

The front door quietly closed.

****

All these years as a detective, and Brett
still found each case fascinating. Why did someone commit murder?
How could they be caught? Death had been a part of his life since
he was a teenager. Today, Brett walked into work to find Chris
Genius sitting at his desk. The man that would create new tech for
the police. The one catch was that he needed to do research, and
that was where Brett came in. Unwillingly. He was tasked with
keeping the rich, sarcastic, sexy man alive. That was enough work,
but then Brett had to go and sleep with the guy. What a fuck it
was, too. Brett had spent all day and night thinking about it. When
he came into work the following day, he wasn’t even sure what to
say. Did he want to have sex with Genius again? Hell, yes. Was that
a great idea? He wasn’t so sure.

“Brett.” Genius smiled.

“Morning.” He put his briefcase on the desk
and sat. “Listen, we … we have to talk.” That was an
understatement. Also, his cock was already nudging his pants. Fuck.
It was going to be a long day. He stood up, heading into the break
room, which was thankfully empty.

The moment Genius entered, he spoke. “I’m
not letting you ignore last night like you did our first kiss.” He
crossed his arms over his chest.

“Yes, I know. We had…” Brett lowered his
voice. “Sex.”

“Yes, we did, and I want to do it again.
Don’t you?” Genius uncrossed his arms.

Fuck yeah, he did. Brett nodded. “But there
has to be rules.”

Genius grinned. “And safe words?”

Brett rolled his eyes. “I’m serious, Genius.
If we do this”—he pointed between them—“then there has to be rules.
We’re working together. My career is my life. I can’t jeopardize
that for anything or anyone.”

Genius was quiet.

“We have to keep things professional here.
At work. At crime scenes. If we go out with other cops, you can’t
be grabbing my ass.” There. He laid down the rules and waited for
the reaction. Brett wasn’t expecting Genius to slowly nod.

“That makes sense. It’s not like we’re
dating. Yet. We’re just having sex and getting to know each
other.”

That was … too easy. “So, you’re okay with
keeping us a secret?” Brett asked. Jiang would have flipped the
fuck out, but this man was not his ex-boyfriend.

“I am. Besides, I can always send you
flowers anonymously just to drive you crazy.”

Brett growled but fought a smile. “Fine.
Deal.” He took a deep breath. “What are you doing here so
early?”

“More paperwork to sign.” He shrugged. “The
company is officially in business with the NYPD, and I can’t sue
the city if I’m shot or injured or killed or… I think there was a
mauling in there and an alien abduction.”

His phone rang. Brett eyed Genius like it
was his fault. “Detective Brett Knucks.” He listened a moment,
watching Genius’s face change to anticipation. “I’ll be there
soon.” He hung up.

“Or will we be there soon?”

Brett grunted, “We.” They were now a
we—at work and in bed.


Chapter Two

 


Genius was a little too excited, like he had
a sugar rush. The plan had been to come up with ideas for
inventions, but his life recently had become all meetings and
parties. Maybe that’s why he hadn’t invented anything in six
months. This was so real. This was life and death. Well, mostly
death. This new thing with Brett felt like the right choice. Sure,
the sex had been great last night, but he was curious about the man
and genuinely enjoyed his company. So far.

The self-driving, egg-shaped car brought
them to the wealthy financial district. Hell, his company’s
building wasn’t that far away. “Do we know who the victim is
yet?”

Brett side-eyed him. “Nothing uploaded yet.
Nax is on the scene.”

Nax was the coroner Brett seemed to work
with the most. Was there something going on there? Eh, he didn’t
think so. Nax stared at Detective Valentina O’Brien’s ass way too
often to be into dicks. He glanced at the watch on his wrist.

“Got somewhere else to be?”

“No, just waiting for a text. Zia’s supposed
to get a call from some idiot kid she likes.”

“Yes, I know.” He softened his tone.

“Ah, heard that on your way out this
morning? At least you had pants on.”

Brett arched a brow.

“What? You never ran out of an apartment
without pants?”

Brett snorted. “I can’t say that I
have.”

“Oh, come on. We’re partners. Shouldn’t we
get to know each other?”

“Genius.”

“I meant partners at work. Fine. I’ll go
first. You met Zia. You know she’s fifteen. She’s also smart,
sweet, responsible, basically nothing like me.”

“Can I partner with her?”

Genius grinned. “My father’s an ex-cop who I
haven’t seen in … well, a very long time.” Now, that was a sore
subject for him. “My mom passed when I was a kid, so he raised me.
I saw a lot of crime scenes and—”

“I don’t need to know your life story.”

“Ah, you can read my biography for
nine-ninety-nine on Amazon.” Genius continued, “Tell me, oh, I
don’t know, let’s start easy. What’s your favorite color?” Did he
want to know Brett’s favorite color? No, but Genius enjoyed
annoying him. Plus, it helped him not think about kissing the man.
For a little while, anyway.

“We’re here.” The car eased to a stop and
Brett got out. He stuck his head back in. “Don’t touch anything at
the crime scene. No chasing after armed suspects.” He backed out,
then leaned in again. “Don’t chase unarmed suspects either.”

“So many rules. What is this, the police?”
Genius winked. When Brett left, he followed. They were near some
pretty big businesses. He knew all but three. In fact, the one in
front of them was a mystery. They took the sidewalk to the alley.
It smelled liked baked
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