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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

 


They’d kissed.

Last night, they’d kissed.

Genius hadn’t been expecting it, but Brett
had leaned forward. The next thing he knew, they were kissing. It
was a hell of a kiss, too. His knees had damn near buckled. Now,
he’d had great kisses before and some seriously great sex, but that
kiss was more. Genius had been married before. He’d had countless
boyfriends. He wasn’t bragging. No, this thing between him and his
partner—work partner—Brett, was something else. Genius was
an inventor who’d managed to buy and charm his way into working
with the homicide detective, Brett Knucks.

And last night, they’d kissed.

Today, Genius waited all day for a phone
call about a body or anything and got nothing. He went to the
precinct, but Brett was not there, and nobody knew where he was.
Genius waited around, went home for dinner with his
fifteen-year-old daughter, Zia, and then headed back there. How
awkward was it going to be when he walked into that precinct? Maybe
Brett would just accept the fact that they had sexual
chemistry.

Genius definitely wanted to kiss him
again.

Brett was just … complicated. Genius had
been reading up on Brett’s past, which he’d gotten from the files
he’d stolen. The man’s parents were killed when he was seventeen,
which prompted him to go into law enforcement. Hard case, too.
Genius was reading over it last night when he should have been
working on his new invention. Brett’s parents were found stabbed to
death. No witnesses. No leads. No prints.

The limo stopped and Genius hopped out.
“Return home,” he ordered the self-driving car. It pulled away just
as another pulled up. To his surprise, Brett was behind the wheel.
God, he looked good. The man had dirty blond hair and a stoic
expression that made Genius want to make him laugh.

“Good evening,” Brett said.

“Hey there.” Genius grinned. He was ready to
continue where they’d left off last night. “How—”

“We have a body. You ready to roll?” Brett
asked.

Um, okay. “Yeah, sure.” Genius got into
Brett’s car and spun the chair slightly so he could face the other
man. “Brett.”

“We had a robbery case roll in. One victim
found dead. Male. Mr. Lockson. Looks like a gunshot wound with his…
Well, his fingers were cut off,” Brett rambled on.

Wait, that’s it? Nothing about the kiss? Was
Brett going to just pretend it never happened? What the actual
fuck?

“Valentina’s there now, looking over the
crime scene. I think this is a string of them, but she has the full
case file.” Brett was dressed in black pants and a plain black suit
shirt. He had his gun on his belt and his phone in his hands.

Genius wasn’t quite sure what to say. Brett
seemed intent on not acknowledging the kiss from last night, and
Genius needed to talk about that.

“Two fingers cut off. Probably torture.
We’ll have to see the scene to get a feel for it.” He tapped and
swiped on his phone. “It’s not far.” He grabbed his coffee in the
cup holder and took a long sip.

It really wasn’t far, because in about ten
minutes they pulled up to a nice apartment building. It was as tall
as Genius’s. He followed Brett through the doors, and they were
silent in the elevator. Genius had to say something. He was going
to, but first, they had a body to discover. When they walked into
the swanky apartment, they were greeted by two cops and Valentina.
“Good morning, beautiful.” Genius winked at her.

Detective Valentina O’Brien grinned. “We
teaming up on this one?”

Brett said, “I guess so. What do we
have?”

“This is the third robbery,” she said as
Genius glanced around. “All in upscale apartment buildings. They
have a doorman, but he leaves at ten. They have state-of-the-art
security. No idea how he or she gets past all that. One person.
He/she breaks in, ties them up, steals the jewelry, kills them
quickly, and takes off. This one was a little different. Our victim
is missing two fingers. All the victims are older and very secure
in the financial area. So far, no connections between the
victims.”

“Our victim is missing two fingers because
our killer probably wanted the safe open. This guy was tougher than
the killer thought, and he didn’t have time to open the safe.”

Genius took a step closer to the victim.
They were in the bedroom, where everything seemed to be rifled.
Dresser drawers were tossed. A painting had been ripped from the
wall, plaster rained on the bed. A safe was there, the steel door
still closed. “This is an upscale neighborhood. How did the killer
get by without being seen?” Genius moved back toward Brett.

“Oh, they were seen all right.” Valentina
brought out her phone. The video was paused at the beginning. When
she hit play, it showed someone in all black. They ran through the
lobby when the main desk was empty. Genius squinted. “Is their face
blurry or is it my eyes?”

“Not your eyes.” Brett frowned. “What the
hell could do that?”

They all looked at Genius. “Hey, it’s not my
invention. To manipulate an image like that while being filmed is …
apparently not impossible.” No technology was invented that he knew
about. Shit. “I think I might have an idea on who could do that,
though.”

“I’m going to need a name to follow that
statement, Genius.” Brett moved to the dresser. When Genius didn’t
answer, Brett spoke to Valentina. “Two other cases?”

“Yes, in a four-month span. One older male,
and last week it was an elderly couple. Each apartment building had
cameras, but they wore whatever that was to block their face from
the camera. Thousands of dollars in jewelry missing and he or she
fled before the cops could respond to the loss-of-life alarms.” She
looked at her phone. “The longest response time was ten minutes, so
this guy or girl is professional. No prints so far.”

Brett glanced back at the victim. “They’re
prepared. Watching the victim. Probably calculating how much time
before the alarm goes off and the cops arrive. How do they know who
in the neighborhood to strike and when? There are hundreds of units
in this apartment. How did they know this was an elderly man who
had really expensive stuff? No repair guys or anybody new in the
building?”

Valentina shook her head.

“There’s got to be a connection. They’re in
and out so fast like they know what they’re looking for,” Brett
said.

“The son, Samuel, is in the other room. I
haven’t talked to him yet.” Valentina tucked her phone away and
headed for that room.

Genius took a step beside Brett. “Do you
think the victims knew the killer? Robber.” He tilted his head.
“Robber killer?”

“Murderer, Genius. And, yes, I think that’s
highly likely.”

Genius followed Brett into the living room.
The victim’s son was thirty-five-ish and well dressed.

“Mr. Samuel Lockson. I’m Detective Knucks.
This is Detective O’Brien and Mr. Genius. I’m so sorry this
happened to you.”

“I was… He was…” Samuel looked away, eyes
red.

“Do you have any idea who could have done
this? Did your father have any enemies?” Brett asked.

“He’s retired. He ran an accounting firm,
and I run it now. We don’t get threats, Detective. I’m his only
son. My mother died a few years ago. It is just us. It was just
us.” He stood and walked to the window.

“What about friends?” Genius asked. He was
right—accountants didn’t really have a huge threat level.

“Friends?” Samuel turned toward them.

“New friends,” Brett continued. “Maybe
someone that stood out to you? Or someone that hung on your father
a little too much?”

“No. No, I don’t think so.”

Valentina asked, “Do you know a Mr. Gafe or
a Mr. and Mrs. Johan?”

“Um, they don’t sound familiar. I know most
of my father’s friends. He didn’t get out much since he retired
three years ago. He goes to poker once a month with a few of his
old clients. Swim classes are every Friday, and he does a lot of
charities.” He jerked his gaze to Brett. “Wait. Who are those
people?”

“Victims. We think the same person who
killed your father also robbed and murdered them.” Brett’s voice
softened.

Genius hated this part. All jokes and
sarcasm aside, breaking the news to family members was what he
hated about Brett’s job.

“They, they,” Samuel sputtered. “Why hasn’t
this been on the news? Why aren’t you warning people about
this?”

“Who are we going to warn? There are no
connections between the victims. Anybody could be next. We’re here
trying to catch this guy. Any clues you have would help,” Brett
said.

“You’re not doing enough!” he shouted,
slamming his hands against the wall. “You didn’t do enough, and now
my father is dead!” Samuel covered his face with his hands. “I’m
sorry. I’m sorry.” He turned away, his shoulders shaking as he
cried.

 


****

 


Brett made sure his phone was out and he
looked busy. He scrolled the same page three times. The kiss
lingered in his mind like an ache. That had been such a huge
mistake, and yet, it had also been amazing. He wanted more, but
what about the job? What about his lack of luck with relationships?
When Genius glanced at him for the third time, Brett spoke. “Mr.
Lockson didn’t get out much, so how the hell did they know he had
all that expensive stuff around and he’d be home alone?” When
Genius didn’t say anything, Brett continued, “Who’s this inventor
that might have made those devices?”

“I shot him a message.”

Brett glanced up. “What’s his name? I want
to do a background check.”

“He’s not in your system, and if he is, he
probably got rid of the evidence by now. Brett—” His phone rang.
“Zia?” He clicked the accept button. “Hey. Oh.” Genius frowned. “I
know, I know, but she’s still your mother. You have
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