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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

 


“Fire. Fire. Fire.”

“Yes, I know there’s a damn fire!” Genius
yelled at the computer voice as he pulled the pin from the fire
extinguisher. The white foam sprayed everywhere, putting out the
flames. Smoke swirled toward the ceiling. “Cancel sprinkler system.
Cancel call to fire department.” Genius put down the bright red
extinguisher as the bots began to appear and clean up his mess.
“Well, those calculations were wrong. Can’t have our location
tracker blowing up whenever it’s placed on somebody.” He coughed,
waiting as the air vent kicked on. Genius glanced at the table.
Body temperature must have overheated the tracker. He’d placed it
on a pad to simulate human skin, pulse, and the sort. That’s when
it blew up. A protectant between the two should help.

A chirpy ringing filled the room.

Genius glanced at his phone on the table and
instantly smiled. Brett’s number. They hadn’t seen each other in a
few days, mainly because Genius was almost finished with this
invention. Technically, he’d just upgraded the old tracker but
still. It’d work better. “Hey, sexy. How did your gun
recertification go?”

“Easy,” Brett said, horns honking in the
distance. “Captain Torres called us both in. I know it’s early
but…”

Genius checked the time. Eight AM. When he
glanced up, a small flame reignited, catching one of the bots on
fire. It swirled around in a panic. “Give me a moment to put out a
fire and I’ll be right there.”

“A real fire?”

Genius shoved his phone in his pocket,
picking up the extinguisher and dousing the poor thing in
suppressant.

“Genius?”

A small piece of something sparked. “Oh,
come on! It’s not like there is anything flammable on there.” He
sprayed again, covering the whole damn table and the bots. “Are we
done now?” When nothing happened, he picked the burned bot up and
placed him gently on the table. “I’ll take you home and fix you up,
little guy.”

“Genius?”

Oh, right. “Fire’s out. See you in a few.”
At least, he was pretty sure this time the flames were out.

****

Genius arrived at the station at exactly
nine AM, after showering and grabbing a muffin from the break room
in his office building. He made sure they were aware of the
spontaneous flames going on in there so that damn thing had a
babysitter. When he walked in, without coffee, he found a very
pissed-off looking detective. They’d been working together for a
few weeks now, sleeping together, too. He was becoming very attuned
to Brett’s moods. “You sounded happier on the phone.”

“I thought we had a deal.”

Oh, fuck. Genius hadn’t told anyone
about their relationship, sex, whatever. He hadn’t told a soul. He
was keeping it professional just like Brett wanted. Hold up. How
would anyone know? What exactly was Genius in trouble
for?

Brett picked up his phone, showing the
screen.

“Genius working for NYPD and creating a bug
to track people. Will you be tracked next? Does this violate
people’s privacy?” Genius took the phone. “How the hell did they
know about my next invention? Somebody must have leaked it.”

“So, you didn’t share it?”

“What? No. I only share my success, and that
tracker is currently under two feet of extinguisher foam.”

“Ah, the fire. Okay, I thought…” Brett
shrugged his broad shoulders and ran a hand through his light brown
hair.

“I am pissed it leaked, though. I must have
left some notes out somewhere. The only two people who have been in
my apartment were Zia and you. I trust both of you. Last night was
my first night at the lab with the thing.”

Brett snatched his phone back and put it in
his pocket. “A tracker bug? We have those already.”

Genius grinned. The man was a tech lover, so
sharing this stuff made Genius all the more interested in him.
“Current trackers for the NYPD are old models. Only a forty percent
chance of staying on the suspect. It can be detected by several
scans. The range is also only a few city blocks. I did my research,
and this tracker will be a game changer.”

Brett leaned forward. “Tell me more. Why did
it start a fire?”

He opened his mouth, but Captain Temple
Torres interrupted, “Knucks, Genius. Conference room. Now.”

He sounded unpleasant. Was it something in
the water this morning? Maybe the good coffee machine was broken?
Genius followed Brett into the room. His gaze went to the door to
see if any evidence of his masturbation could be seen. It had been
an emergency wanking in here, and he had been well behaved since.
Nowadays, he got to fuck the man he was getting off on, too.
Brett.

“All right. Listen up.” The captain stood at
the end of the table. He’d cut his brown hair closer to his scalp
recently, making it look almost glistening under the morning sun.
“We have a three-year-old girl reported missing as of two hours
ago. The mother was asleep after working the night shift. The
little girl was being watched by her fourteen-year-old sister,
Marria. She was listening to music with her headphones on and
didn’t hear a thing.”

Brett took a step forward. “Captain. Where’s
the body? I’d like to take a look at the crime scene.”

“We don’t have a body yet. This is a
kidnapping so far.”

Brett arched a brow. “Why were we called in
on a child kidnapping?”

That was a good question. Brett was a
homicide detective. He came around after they found a body. God,
Genius had a horrifying thought about them finding the body of that
poor baby. He felt queasy.

“The family requested you, Knucks,” Captain
Torres said.

Could they do that? Genius glanced at Brett.
That meant the family had to know him. “Who is it?” Genius
blurted.

Captain Torres cleared his throat. “He says
he’s your ex-boyfriend. The mother of the missing child is his
cousin.”


Chapter Two

 


Oh, fuck. Genius grabbed the chair in
front of him. Oh, fuck. Brett’s ex-boyfriend Jiang?
Seriously? It didn’t even make sense putting a homicide detective
on a child kidnapping. Genius thought of his own teenage daughter,
Zia, and it suddenly made sense. Homicide or not, Brett was a great
detective.

The door opened behind him, and a skinny man
in medical scrubs walked in. His hair was black and curly, and he
had soft brown eyes. The moment their gazes met, Jiang frowned.
“Hi, Brett.”

Jealousy flared like a hail of bullets at
that tone of voice. A raspy, bedroom, fuck-me voice. Genius crossed
his arms over his chest.

“I’m sorry to drag you into this,” Jiang
said. His eyes were puffy and a bit red. “It’s just—” His face
scrunched and he looked away. “Talo, she’s just. She’s gone. I
didn’t know what to do.”

“It’s okay.” Brett stepped up to the man and
laid a hand on his shoulder. “We’ll work the case. We’ll help in
any way that we can.”

Jiang sniffed and finally looked at Genius.
“You must be his new partner.”

“Not that new,” Genius grumbled. Easy. This
guy just lost a kid he seemed to really love. “What happened?”

Brett pulled a chair out for Jiang.

“I got there early with bagels,” Jiang
began. “When I knocked, no one answered. So I used my key. Karlita,
my cousin, was asleep in the bedroom. Marria was on the couch,
listening to music. The TV was on. A juice box was on the floor. I
called out but…” He shook his head. “We searched, Marria and I.
Searched the closets, under the bed and table as Karlita called the
police. She wasn’t there! Talo wasn’t there. Then Marria spotted
the kitchen window open.”

Captain Torres interrupted. “The lock was
broken from the outside. The screen was popped out and laying in
the alley. They’re on the first floor. No alarms. No bars on the
windows.”

The door opened again, and a woman about
thirty-five walked in. She was crying, holding a tissue to her
face. A young girl with curly dark hair followed. “Did you find my
baby?” This must be the mother, Karlita.

The captain answered, “We searched
everywhere. Right now, we have your cells hooked up to trace any
calls. We have a missing child alert on all phones in the area. We
sent her picture to hover train security and every airport. We’re
running facial recognition on every camera in the city, but it’ll
take time.”

“What about sex offenders?” Brett said
softly.

Genius winced. There was a reason Brett was
a homicide detective.

Marria gasped. “Sex offenders? She’s only
three!”

Captain Torres answered again. “We have the
list, and all the offenders in the area are being visited today
with a search order.”

Karlita began crying harder, and Jiang stood
to hug her.

“There
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