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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 drive each other crazy.

Or fall in love…

 



Chapter One

 


“The NYPD has a new way to fight crime,
and his name is Chris Genius!” Mrs. Soma smiled from her side of
the couch. “I’m so excited to share our next guest. He’s brought
you items such as the cook bot, the air filters you see outside
your buildings, and of course, numerous apps that make our life so
much easier. Mr. Genius.”

The audience applauded as Genius came on
stage. He wore a blue suit with a crisp white shirt and a sexy
smile. “Hi there. Hello. Thank you so much for having me!” He
hugged the host and took his seat.

“It’s so nice to see you again. So, how
does it feel being New York’s most eligible millionaire of 2118?
The cook bot we had last time was amazing. Y’all have to see that
episode, and everyone in the audience got a generous gift card
toward it!” The crowd applauded again. “Now you’re working with the
NYPD. What a remarkable change.”

Genius nodded. “It is. The opportunity just
sort of presented itself recently. I can’t talk too much about the
case, as the trial isn’t done, but let’s just say it opened my eyes
to the struggle. Crime is running rampant, and I don’t want to lose
my favorite city to criminals. I’m actually enjoying the time
working with the detectives. We work well with each other, solving
crimes.”

“So, you don’t just follow them or look
over the case? They actually put you out into the field?” She
crossed her legs, showing off their tan perfection.

“Oh no. I’m in on the action. Stakeouts.
Fist fights. Gun battles. Interrogations. They treat me like I’m
part of their team.”

“How interesting! We heard a rumor that
you were instrumental in catching several criminals. You took down
one with a car door and handcuffed him until the cops arrived. You
followed one into a dark alley, where you faced off with a gunman.
That sounds terrifying. You have all the money you could possibly
want. Why put your life in danger?”

Genius stared at the camera. “Whether you’re
rich or poor or middle class, this is our city. We should all work
together to keep it safe.”

“Well said!” She clapped. “You must be a
great addition to the team. I for one am happy the NYPD has you!
After the break, we’ll be having a demonstration of his
invention!”

Brett watched the interview on his phone,
sitting at his desk. He hadn’t seen Genius all weekend and only
found out about the interview this morning. Detective Valentina
O’Brien showed him with a frown and a scoff.

“So, he’s solving all our murders now?” She
tucked her phone in her pants pocket. The blue shirt she wore
presented her ample curves. “I’m pretty sure Genius accidentally
hit that guy with the car and you cuffed him.”

“That is what happened. Genius wasn’t alone
in the alley with the gunman either.” Brett had been there. That
had been their first case. The idiot had run after an armed
suspect, and Brett saved his ass. He huffed and ran a hand through
his dirty blond hair.

“Prick.” She shook her head, walking
away.

Brett had some taste in men, didn’t he?
Almost no one knew it yet, but Genius and Brett had slept together
a few days ago. It started with flirting and ended with him
sneaking out of the house on all fours so Genius’s teenage daughter
didn’t see them. Yup, it’s been a hell of a week. He hadn’t
been expecting this, though. Oh, speaking of the prick. He
frowned as Genius strolled in.

Genius said hello to Valentina, who stared
at him pointedly. “What…” He glanced at Brett. “Good morning.”

Brett crossed his arms over his chest.

“Are you pissed because…” Genius lowered his
voice, “I didn’t call you this weekend. I was so into this new
invention that I completely lost track of time. I’m really sorry
about that.”

“Nope. I get how work can be a time suck.”
It actually made Brett feel better that Genius was the same way.
Brett’s last boyfriend had such an issue with the hours he worked,
but Genius seemed to understand. He was senior detective of this
station. His work was life and death most days.

“Good.” He took a seat next to Brett’s desk.
“Ohhhh. You saw the interview, didn’t you?”

Valentina scoffed as she walked by.

“Yup.” Brett picked up his phone. “If this
rings, did you want to solve the murder yourself? I mean, since you
catch all the criminals.”

Genius frowned. “I didn’t say that stuff.
She was talking about rumors. It’s just for the publicity anyway.
The NYPD looks like they’re taking action to lower crime. My
inventions get more publicity and stocks go up. More importantly,
we strike fear into the hearts of criminals.” He winked.

“And what invention is that? I thought I had
first dibs since I don’t shoot you every day.” Brett arched a
brow.

“Does shooting your load count?” he
whispered, his blue eyes almost sparkling.

“Genius.” Brett gave a warning tone. Their
after-hours fun had no place at work.

“I know. I know. And you will get the first
crack at the invention once it’s finished. You actually inspired
it. Remember when we were trying to get a tracker on the sex bot
seller? You said they only stick half the time. I’m working on
something with more reliance. You can track better and it’s less
detectable.”

Brett perked. He was a tech whore. He loved
all the stuff. Advancements fascinated him. There were so many more
options and abilities nowadays. His phone rang. “Want to answer
that?”

Genius rolled his eyes. “It’s not like I
said I did all those things.”

Brett picked up his phone.

“Although. I did help catch that guy with
the car door, and I did chase the other guy into the alley so he
couldn’t get away.”

Brett glared at him as he answered his
phone. “Detective Knucks.”

They had a new case. Someone had been
murdered.

****

“Well, you don’t see that every day…” Genius
stared into an open panel. It was the entrance to an air filter on
the fourth floor of the parking structure, and that’s where their
next victim had been found. Nax, the medical examiner, was
carefully extricating the body. There was blood on the top, like
he’d slipped between the filter and the building. Eh, must have
gotten wedged there and eventually the roof collapsed. His shoes
and feet must have caught in the blades and… He had to remember not
to eat before crime scenes. “Yikes.”

Nax glanced at them, his dark skin shiny
from sweat. “Your victim is a white male. Forties.” Nax and a
technician laid the body on a gurney. He used his gloved hands to
fish into his pocket. “Wallet. This might help.”

Brett caught the wallet, taking a minute to
stare into the air filter.

“The roof had to have collapsed under the
weight. This is my design. He couldn’t have just wiggled his way in
there.” Genius’s gaze caught on Brett’s ass. My, what an ass it
was.

Brett straightened as he put on gloves and
then opened the wallet. “Desmond Garcia. Forty-three.” He pulled
out his phone and scanned the card. He tucked the wallet into a bag
and then pulled off his gloves. A moment later, he was pulling up
information on his phone. “No criminal record. Teacher for a public
school, French and Spanish.”

“Maybe suicide?” Nax said, examining the
victim.

Brett shook his head. “This is a four-story
building. Jumping would break his legs or back. That’s a slow way
to commit suicide.”

“And painful,” Genius added. “Lying there
broken until someone happens to pass by to call an ambulance. Plus,
if he was stupid enough to jump, he’d avoid the air filter. I’m
sure you can see it projecting out from the roof.”

“Pushed.” Brett tucked his phone away.

Genius moved closer to the guy, avoiding
looking at his mangled legs. “What’s that? On his chest.”

“Good eye.” Nax took a picture of the
marking. “Looks like some kind of ring indentation. The bruising
suggests he was punched right there. Could have broken a rib. I’ll
see if I can enhance the image back at the morgue.”

“Any witnesses? Who found the body?” Brett
asked.

“I did.” A police officer came from the
side. He was young, probably a rookie. “I drive by here every day
to that coffee place on Fifth. They give me a free cup.” He
shrugged like he was embarrassed. Hey, free coffee was free
coffee. “I caught sight of the blood dripping down the wall
and, when I opened the panel, found him in there. I made sure I
didn’t touch anything else, secured the scene and called it
in.”

Brett nodded. “You did good work.”

Genius smiled at him. That was sweet to
encourage the kid.

“Let’s talk to the family. Looks like Mr.
Garcia has a husband and two kids.”

“What about checking the cameras?” Genius
asked.

Brett arched an eyebrow. “I’m pretty sure
that would be my first move, Genius. That’s why I already ordered
the canvas of the area.” He flashed his phone with the form.

Crap. Usually, Brett said that out
loud. “Well, yeah. It’s just you said talk to the family and I
thought…” He shut his mouth. “Doesn’t matter what I thought.”

“Nope. I’ll see if there’s any cameras in
this building. Why don’t you see if you’re better at Nax’s job than
he is?”

Oh, for fuck’s sake. He hadn’t said
he was a better cop. “Brett.”

“We’ll meet back at the car.” Brett passed
him and gave his ass a pinch.

Genius almost flinched. The asshole was
messing with him! He grinned, watching the man walk away. Look
at that. Brett’s rigid exterior really was a lie. Genius pulled
out his phone as Nax zipped up the body. Someone needs to be
spanked, he texted.

“Genius.” Nax adjusted so he could get past
with
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