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Chapter One

 


Inventor Chris Genius was brokenhearted.
He’d been working with the police, inventing for them to catch
criminals more efficiently. The last few months he’d partnered up
with Detective Brett Knucks. Recently, secretly, they’d been having
a relationship. The sex was great. The cuddling was great. Then
Genius had to go and investigate Brett’s parent’s murder. With his
vast money, he was able to hire the best and uncover a pattern.
Brett’s parents had a professional hit on them. This was the
long-awaited lead on a very cold case.

Brett wasn’t happy to hear the news though.
He was angry, hurt. He said he didn’t want to go into the past
again. It nearly consumed his life last time. Then Brett had left.
Walked right out the door.

For the last few days, there were no texts.
No phone calls. No cases. Genius had fucked up. He should have told
Brett he was looking into his parent’s case.

Today, he’d gotten a call from Captain
Temple Torres. Apparently, he had a meeting at 9:00 AM. Was the
precinct going to try to wiggle out of his contract? Did someone
expose their relationship? Fraternizing like that sure as hell
couldn’t be allowed.

Genius wasn’t sure what to expect when he
walked into the captain’s office. What he found was a frowning
Brett and a pissed off captain.

“Morning, boys.”

“I see you still have two legs and can
speak, Genius.” The captain was in a fine mood today. He sighed and
brush a hand through his black hair. The man was older and Hispanic
but still in great shape. Really, he was a good guy but low on
patience it seemed. “Talk.”

“About anything in particular?” Genius
asked.

“There’s nothing to talk about,” Brett
said.

The captain sat at his desk. Pictures of his
son was on a slideshow hologram. On the wall behind him was a big
window and a shelf filled with awards. “We both know that’s
bullshit. Brett, you had a case over the weekend, and you didn’t
call Genius in. It’s in his contract. Genius works the cases with
you. Neither of you seem to be talking, and I want to know what’s
going on.”

Genius stepped behind the empty chair facing
the desk. “Brett just gets grumpy when he’s hungry.”

“I do,” Brett mumbled.

“I was busy with the new invention this
weekend, the Genius Tracker Bug. We’ve got them in production. They
should go out by next week to each precinct in the city.” Genius
was jabbering. He knew he was jabbering. No, he couldn’t stop. He
was feeling awkward, and all he wanted to do was pull Brett into a
hug with a decent ass grab.

The captain crossed his arms over his chest.
“You both figure this shit out. We are not breaking the contract
Genius signed. Now. I want you both on this next case.” He pulled
out his phone, swiped upward.

Brett’s phone pinged as the information
reached it. “Yes, sir.” He stood and walked past Genius to head
out.

Brett was definitely still pissed. Genius
was a little confused on that. Wasn’t a lead, any lead, in his
parent’s murder a good thing? Sure, Genius should have asked
permission, but a lead was a fucking lead. He followed Brett into
the break room where it was blissfully empty. “Please. Talk to
me.”

Brett stood near the coffee machine, staring
at it but not turning it on. “If I wanted you to look into my
parent’s case, I would have asked you. I would have given you their
file. You stole it.”

“I was trying to help. What I found could be
important.”

Brett took a deep breath and faced Genius.
“After they died, I was consumed with their deaths. I became a cop
because of that. I went to the police academy, pushed myself to
excel at every fucking thing. And when I went home, I’d research
their case. Hour after hour after hour. I have been over that file
hundreds of times. I practically know it word for word. Nothing
else in my life mattered but finding their killer.”

Genius stood there. “That sounds like a dark
place to be.”

“It consumed me. Broke me. The only reason
I’m not still stuck there is because Captain Torres helped me. He
knocked me out of that path. He got me into therapy. The Captain
watched every damn thing I did. Yes, you found a lead, but what if
that goes nowhere? I’ll be sucked back into that darkness, Genius.
I don’t know if I’ll be able to get out again.”

Jesus. He hadn’t even though of it
that way. It must have been torture for Brett. Not knowing who
killed his parents, being all alone in the world. “I’m … I’m sorry.
You’re right. I should have asked you first. I should have talked
to you.”

Brett’s eyes were glassy. He nodded once and
turned toward the coffee machine. He grabbed a to-go cup and stuck
it under the spout.

“I made a mistake, Brett. I’m only
human.”

“I know that.” He grumbled, then sighed.
“It’s a touchy subject.”

Genius took a step toward him. “How do I fix
this? How do I fix us?”

“I-I don’t know.” He grasped a cover and
popped it on top of the steaming cup. “Let’s just work this new
case. We’ll see where the day goes. Okay?”

“Good enough.” It would have to be. Genius
cut Brett deeper than he thought possible. He needed to mend the
wound and yet, he was still thinking on that lead. There was a way
to find out the truth, to find justice, but that would mean Genius
was have to go behind Brett’s back and investigate his parents
further. He couldn’t do that. He wouldn’t do that. Genius would let
the murders of Brett’s parents slip through his fingers like
water.

****

The day led them to the corner of West East
End and West 70th Street. The car ride over had been
silent and awkward. Brett sipped his coffee, Genius texted Zia. The
heat was oppressive today. Like the sun had moved closer so even
the clouds were afraid to come out. The AC in the car helped, but
the moment he stepped out, sweat beaded his forehead.

Genius followed Brett through the green Do
Not Cross projection. They moved passed two police cars and a few
officers securing the scene. When the saw it, they both stopped
short.

“That’s…”

“Odd,” Brett finished.

A delivery drone was on the ground. It was
on its back, the silver and wire contents split apart like it had
been torn open. Poor thing. That’s when Genius saw the body.

It was a woman. Her blonde hair was spread
like a halo, marred by the crimson blood. There was a gash on her
head so deep he could see the glint of white bone.

“Drones don’t just fall out of the sky.” Not
since their first test flight years ago. Every company used drones
to deliver their goods. It was nearly foolproof. Well, hackers
managed to get the upper hand a few times, but the drone makers
were doing a great job keeping on top of that.

Brett leaned over the machine first. “It had
help falling.” He pointed to a few holes along the edge. They were
bullet size. Exactly bullet size. “Someone shot this drone
down.”

“Was the drone the target and she just
happen to be in the wrong place at the wrong time, or did they use
the drone to kill her?” That was disturbingly creative and sounded
like an unreliable way to kill someone.

Nax, the coroner who happened to be Brett’s
best friend, stood. His dark skin was shiny with sweat, and his
narrowed his eyes at Genius. Apparently, Nax was mad at him too.
Brett must have told him what happened. Shit. “Her fingerprints
came back to a Lisa-George Storangola.”

“Well, that’s a mouthful,” Genius muttered.
No one even bother to grunt in his direction. “She has shopping
bags next to the body and a badge on her shirt. She must have
worked nearby.”

Brett took out his phone, typing in the
name. He shifted slightly so Genius could see the results.
“Twenty-four. Works over on Broadway. No criminal record. The only
living family is an aunt in a rest home. Looks like she’s suffering
from dementia.”

“I contacted the rest home.” Detective
Valentina O’Brien sauntered over in a tight pair of black pants and
a sleeveless grey shirt. She looked damn good with the gun and
badge on her hip. Her black hair was pulled back into a braid. A
bead of sweat drifted lazily down her neck. “The aunt doesn’t even
know her own name, so we’re not getting any help there. Witnesses
say they heard several gunshots, then a wail as the drone fell from
the sky. A few people ducked for cover. One shouted a warning.
Another called Nine One One. The drone bounced off this vehicle
here and slammed right into our victim Ms. Storangola.”

Nax interjected. “Her head hit the pavement
hard enough to crack her skull. It might have damaged a few ribs
too. I’ll have to do the full examine to know for sure. She wasn’t
alive long enough for help to arrive. Blood in the ears indicates
bleeding on the brain.”

Valentina picked it up from there. “Two
witness said afterward a man in a hat and sunglasses ran over here.
At first, they thought to check her pulse, but when he came over,
he grabbed the package the drone carried and ran off.”

“Maybe she was the real target and stealing
the package was just to throw us off.” Brett grunted. “There are
more reliable ways to kill someone than death by drone though. I
think Genius is right. Our victim was in the wrong place at the
wrong time.”

Genius nodded. This was good. Brett was sort
of talking to him again. Progress, even small steps was still
progress.

“Anybody see where our hat clad suspect
went?” Brett asked.

Valentina shook her head. “He ran north and
disappeared down an
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