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Chapter One

The year 2118

 


Handcuffs rattled against the bedpost. They
had heft to them. A presence and sound that made them a comfort.
Brett stood naked at the window, listening. His gaze scanned the
city as the sun crested. Bright rays lit up the shiny buildings and
tinted windows that held so many secrets.

“Baby?” The handcuffs jingled.

Brett slowly turned. His small apartment was
laid out before him, but his gaze went right to Jiang. The man was
spread eagle, half hidden in shadow. His morning wood sprouted like
the sun behind him. He held the handcuffs from his middle finger.
“Good morning.”

“Would be much better if you were next to
me.”

“Yes. Yes, it would be.” He took a single
step when his phone on the counter went off. “Shit. Work.”

“Fuck ’em. You’re about to be very
busy.”

Jiang didn’t exactly approve of Brett’s work
hours, which was a bit of a letdown. Brett loved his job. It was
his calling. Of course, in the almost six months they’d been dating
that was their only fault. “You know I can’t.” Brett walked toward
the kitchen, which was about ten steps from the bed.

“They don’t pay you enough to work this
much,” Jiang grumped.

Brett picked up his phone and answered,
“Detective Knucks here.” He listened as his cock softened to a
dangling ornament. “Yes, sir.” He hung up and faced his lover.
“I’ll make it up to you tonight.”

“That’s what you always say.” He curled back
under the blanket. “Be careful.”

Brett grinned. “No one messes with the Brass
Knuckles.” He winked. The nickname was not by choice, but he’d
grown to like what the other officers called him. As he got
dressed, he thought of Jiang. He wasn’t sure what to make of him
yet. This whole relationship was fun and sexy, but was it long
term? That was the ultimate question, but right now it didn’t
matter.

He had a murder to solve.

Someone in the city was dead, and Brett was
going to find the killer.

****

The egg-shaped white car had police markings
all over the sides and drove itself. He managed to shave while he
was being driven to a swanky uptown neighborhood. It was just
inside the city, where more trees filtered the air than machines.
He flashed his badge as he entered, and the Do Not Cross projection
tape made sure his prints matched those on file. He nodded to a few
people on the way in, noting the windows and that none looked
broken. The door was still intact. This place was two stories, lots
of land, and in a private neighborhood. They had to have top-notch
security.

“Kitchen.” Nax leaned against the wall, his
white-gloved suit over his clothes. A coroner’s first priority was
to the crime scene.

“Messy?” He noted the booties on Nax’s
feet.

“Well, our victim is not in great
shape.”

He rolled his eyes. That’s why Brett had
been called. He had the best record in all the city precincts.
Brett worked hard for that title, and he didn’t do it for the
prestige. He did it for the justice. No one’s murder should be
filed away and forgotten. He stepped into the kitchen. “This is
definitely not good.” He paused to take in the scene. There was an
officer at the French doors. Detective Valentina O’Brien stood by
the body. The kitchen was splattered with blood. The victim was a
blonde woman on the floor, her abdomen torn open like a melon.

“Disturbing, isn’t it?” Valentina’s dark
hair framed her pretty face. She’d cut it a few months ago, and the
look made her softer.

Not that Brett was interested. She wasn’t
exactly his type. He stepped forward. Beside the stove was a long
counter still smeared with blood. The cleaner bots must have been
deactivated. The edge of the counter held one of those new cook
robots. “She was standing here…” There was an open bottle of wine.
“Pouring a drink.” He peeked into the sink to find a shattered
glass. “The bot was making dinner.” It was an amazing invention.
Brett was a bit obsessed with the new tech inventions. They were
just so damn cool. Anyway, “It hooks onto a track along the
counter. Sliding along. There are attachments in the arms. Just
give it a command and put the ingredients in the area.” He looked
at the hunk of white plastic. The knives were still extended, bits
of the victim on its blade. “Grates. Slices. Tenderizes. Cooks on
the stove.”

“You sound like an infomercial,” Valentina
quipped.

“It’s very expensive.” Brett wanted one, but
it was way above his paygrade. He’d placed his name in a raffle for
some free ones the company was giving away, but he hadn’t won. Oh
well. There was a heavy concentration of blood drying under the
counter. Interesting. “She’s pouring a drink. The cook bot comes
along, slices her instead of the food. It must have spun around and
just … cut.” He frowned. “They’d have sensors and systems to
prevent that.” They did have those. Brett remembered reading about
it in their manual.

“Glitch in the machine?”

“Or a hack. That makes more sense. Tell me
about our victim. Why her?”

Valentina flicked on her phone. “Ashley
Banfield. Twenty-four. Father and mother deceased. One brother. She
works with social services for the mentally unstable.”

Brett arched an eyebrow. “She affords this
house, in this neighborhood, doing social services?”

“Her father was loaded.”

Brett took a squat beside the body. She was
pretty. Her eyes were closed and her face relaxed in death like it
wasn’t horrific. “There are no wounds on her hands. The machine
slid right past and sliced her open. Bloody handprints on the floor
like she was trying to get back up. Get help. Survive.”

“Well, the security system is set to read
pulses of the owner. When hers dropped too low it sent out an
emergency alert but not soon enough.”

Brett stood. “Let’s check security systems
and cameras to see who’s been here and had an opportunity to mess
with the cook bot. Let’s get the bot to the tech guys to take it
apart.”

“You want them to buy it dinner first?”

Brett rolled his eyes. “No, we need to find
out if this is a hack against Ms. Banfield or a malfunction. Check
to see if there have been any other deaths from these
machines.”

“There was a body found about an hour ago.
Not sure who got it, but they said something about a bot, not sure
which one.”

“I’ll check the files for that.” A slight
tremor of excitement ran through his body. He quickly shook it off.
There was a damn dead body in the room, but what he had to do next
was exciting. He had a man to see about this investigation. The
inventor of the cook bot.

Mr. Genius.

****

“And I’d like to introduce the brilliant man
that keeps us all getting paychecks.” Scattered laughter filled the
room. “No, really.” The speaker smiled. “Without his
inventions…”

Blah, blah, blah. Genius glanced down at the
head of blond hair bobbing up and down. “Time’s almost up,
darling.” He closed his eyes as that warm mouth suckled harder.
Almost. Any second. “Yeah.” He hissed out a breath as he came.

“Mr. Chris Genius.” The name rang over the
microphone.

Fuck. That was his cue. He took deep
breaths and zipped up. His date stared up at him with a lazy smile.
The man was cute, but it was only their second date. He wasn’t
about to introduce him to the world. Genius adjusted his shirt and
stepped from the curtain. His assistant gave him an eye roll that
would probably make normal people pass out. He grinned at her.
Applause rained down as he walked toward the podium. This was why
he needed the pre-speech blowjob. This moment right here. He had
the task of thanking everyone for the Inventor of the Year award.
He loved it. The attention. The money. He loved creating things.
The fact that his inventions were helping people. His problem was …
he wasn’t sure what to invent next. After all these years it was
like his genius well had run dry. He read the speech off the
prompter and stepped off the stage to a round of applause. “Mitch,
how are you?” He greeted and shook hands. “Arka, you’re looking
beautiful.” He mingled and moved through the guests.

“Congratulations.”

“Thank you, Jodie.” He smiled. His gaze
scanned the crowd and fell on a beautiful man with dirty blond
hair, cheap clothes, and a scowl. Who was that? He was with a
police officer. They marched forward with purpose and, lucky for
Genius, stopped right in front of him.

“Mr. Genius.” The beautiful man held up a
badge. “I’m Detective Knucks. I’d like you to answer a few
questions about some murders that occurred recently.”

His assistant stepped between them. “You may
contact his lawyers with any questions.”

Genius nudged her aside. “Actually,
Detective, I’d be happy to help. Very happy.” If he’d had any juice
left in his balls, this detective would see just how happy. “Let’s
move to a quieter area.” He led Detective Hot Stuff into a small
lobby. After checking out the detective’s ass, he moved to the
empty bar and ordered a whiskey on the rocks. “How can I help you?”
How did a guy that could clearly be a model end up as a cop? It
certainly wasn’t the money.

Detective Knucks pulled out his phone to
reveal a lovely-looking blonde. Based on the color of her skin, she
was definitely a dead woman. “Do you know her?”

“She doesn’t look familiar, but there are
hundreds of employees at this company and I do conferences. I’m
just an inventor, not the owner of the company, but it’s possible
I’ve met her.”

He swiped the image. “What about him?”

“Also looking very dead, but his face
doesn’t bring about a memory. Who are they? And why are you asking
me?”

“They were both murdered today, Mr. Genius,
by your cook bot.”

His desire flattened.

“Have you had any threats recently? Any
ransoms? An angry worker? A malfunction, maybe?”

“It’s not a malfunction. We have
redundancies for that.”

“Yes, our techs found an extra layer of code
but couldn’t find anything that suggested your bots were hacked and
programmed to kill.”

“They weren’t hacked. It’s not
impossible—there are some sadistic if brilliant people out
there—but not likely. Would I be able to look at the bot? Examine
it? I might be able to find a clue or a trace of anyone messing
around in there.”

“They’re evidence in a murder
investigation.”

“So, that’s a no?” He leaned forward.

“That’s a no, Mr. Genius.”

“What if I say pretty please?”

“It wouldn’t change my answer.” The
detective put his phone away. “I’ll be in touch, Mr. Genius.”

“Sure, call me anytime.” Genius couldn’t
help his gaze following the man at the door and around the corner.
Despite the lingering lust, he had a big problem. How the fuck did
someone get his bots to kill? There were safeguards to prevent
that.

“Dad?”

He was jerked from his thoughts instantly at
that voice. “I’m in here, Zia.” He took a sip of his whiskey. It
burned all the way down.

Zia poked her head in the door. Her blonde
hair complemented her elegant red dress. “I heard there were
detectives here. Are you in trouble?”

“No.” Not this time. He sort of had a
checkered
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