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      The stink of blood filled the grandiose office. It mixed with the scent of expensive incense from Old Earth, twisting Mike's stomach into a knot. Nothing here was right. Not the huge desk with its carefully polished crystalline top, not the pads scattered over the desk and not even the specially designed chair that would perfectly support Master Kyle Crabbe's broad back.

      That back looked better decorated with one of Mike's knives. Better that the man bled out on his own specially commissioned rug than he dare to lay a single finger on Omar. One day into their 'visit' with Torey and already Mike had reverted to his roots. But then, Tiamat solutions to threatening and obstinate people were efficient, if not especially legal anywhere besides Tiamat. And, hopefully, Viridian.

      Mike ignored the smell of blood, the growing puddle forming under Master Kyle Crabbe's body. He ignored Omar's quiet whimpers, even the way Dan quivered at the door. There would be time to deal with all of that later. He would make sure that there was time.

      Proof, he needed proof. Ayala couldn't act against Torey, or whoever was using Torey as a front, if Mike didn't find proof. Or at least something close enough to proof to point Torey in the correct, away from them, direction.

      "Boss, we don't have much time," Dan said from the door. "Somebody's got to have heard him scream."

      "Well aware of it, dear one," Mike said. "Omar, I need you on the computer. Break into his system and get me every scrap of data you can find. We'll sort it out later. Alfredo, use your senses. There has to be a secret compartment somewhere in this room. Edward, back Dan up at the door. No one comes in until we've found what we want."

      "Yes, Boss," Edward said.

      He patted Dan's back so confidently that it straightened not just Dan's spine but Alfredo and Omar's too. Mike smiled, took a deep breath, and then began to rifle through every pad that Kyle had left on his desk. Most were nothing, the standard paperwork that anyone running a large estate would deal with.

      But a few were something more. A bill for new linens that cost ten times the wildest possible estimate. A contract with an arms merchant that conspicuously did not have Torey's approval, only Kyle's. It was already paid in full. And then a series of potentially very interesting receipts with a 'Madame Lenea' that were so nondescript as to scream that they were hiding something.

      "Got it," Omar said. "Downloading now. He had terrible passwords."

      "Didn't think anyone would…" Alfredo paused, staring at the wall beside a priceless oil painting of Old Earth from orbit. He pressed a stud that Mike couldn't even see. A tiny compartment in the wall opened. "Yeah, really didn't think anyone would figure his shit out. Not much here, Boss. Just some credit chips and an old photo disk."

      "Give both to Omar," Mike said as he laid out the pads in order of dates. "Close and lock everything, put it all back as it was."

      "Someone's coming," Dan hissed. "Fuck, it's Torey."

      Alfredo and Omar scrambled, Omar abandoning Master Kyle's chair to cling to Alfredo as if he simply couldn't bear what had just happened. Mike nodded approvingly, especially once Alfredo tucked the credit chips and photo disk into Omar's bag. Then he waited until Torey strode in with his gagged, naked female sub shuffling behind him.

      Torey froze at the sight of his uncle lying in a puddle of his own blood on the floor. His guards moved to attack but Torey held up a hand, eyes sliding to Mike. That was promising. Perhaps Torey had finally remembered that Mike had, once, been not just a friend but a lover and Torey's protector.

      "He touched your boy," Torey said.

      It wasn't a question but Mike nodded anyway. "That he did. Rather more as a distraction than anything else. The questioning was… interesting. Are you familiar with a Madame Lenea, Torey?"

      "She's a major rival of the Crabbe family," Torey said so fiercely that he actually looked the Dom he was trying to be.

      "Very interesting," Mike said, letting that little 'found it' purr creep into his voice. "Rather odd. There's a series of markedly non-descriptive receipts here from your dear, departed uncle to Madame Lenea. The sums are astronomical."

      "What?" Torey gasped.

      Mike turned the pads around, showing Torey step by step, as he would for any new client, the apparent money trail that explained where his a portion of his embezzled funds had gone. Torey's face darkened as Mike went on until he slammed a fist into the crystalline desk top before turning to glare at his uncle's dead body.

      "He betrayed me," Torey hissed. "He betrayed me and the whole family. I trusted him and he betrayed us all!"

      "It does appear that way," Mike agreed. He raised an eyebrow when Torey whirled to glare at him. "I'm an auditor, Torey. I would call this strong circumstantial evidence, not conclusive. I can keep checking the files, auditing people, if you'd like. There is likely a good bit more to discover."

      It was an offer that Torey had refused earlier. Mike kept his hands loose and relaxed on the desk, didn't allow his shoulders to tighten. His interview with and subsequent murder of Master Kyle had all happened without Torey's permission or knowledge.

      That alone could get them all arrested or killed given Viridian's laws. The stolen data hidden in Mike's bag would ensure that their bodies were never found. But it had to happen. If they were to help Ayala deal with the vicious rebels hidden under Torey's control, Mike needed the freedom to keep asking questions.

      There was so much they didn't know yet. The Guards here had weapons that were illegal all across the galaxy. The head housekeeper talked of running shipments, with no clues for Mike to follow as to what those shipments might be. Even the cook had mentioned subs as thieves while ranting about Omar's presence in his kitchen. Far too many things were hidden in this household and it looked like they were hiding them from Torey, not for him.

      Something was very, very wrong on Master Torey's estate and Mike had to find out what it was if he and his husbands wanted to survive their involuntary visit.
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      Eggs. Mike grumbled into his pillow as the smell of fried eggs roused him from sleep. His pillow, Alfredo's shoulder if the scales digging into Mike's cheek were anything to judge by, shifted as if Alfredo had smelled them, too. He mumbled, wrapping his arm around Alfredo's waist to keep him there.

      It was far too early for breakfast. Frankly, Mike didn't even care what time it actually was on Viridian. He felt as though he'd gotten less than five hours of sleep and thus it was automatically far too early for breakfast, moving or being aware of the world. Which did absolutely nothing for his grumbling stomach or the quiet whispers coming from the far side of the bedroom.

      "Too early," Mike complained.

      Dan laughed. "Sorry, boss. My stomach woke up on ship time, not local time. Kitchen was nice and empty though. Just a couple of cooks. Edward and I got a nice spread made if you want to stir."

      "Want to kill you," Mike sighed.

      He sat up and smiled to find that Omar was on the other side of Alfredo, his head firmly hidden under a pillow, beautiful buttocks pointing towards the ceiling. Alfredo, of course, lay on his back, sprawled across as much of the bed as he could with Omar and Mike infringing on his space. When Mike patted Alfredo's stomach, one of Alfredo's eyes opened. The slit pupil widened, then narrowed as he glared towards Dan and Edward.

      "Too early for this shit," Alfredo complained. "For fuck's sake, we only got to sleep a few hours ago."

      "True," Edward said, shrugging. He'd apparently not bothered with a shirt because his chest was gloriously bare, revealing every single one of the tattoos that swirled around his chest, arms and back. "Tell that to our stomachs."

      Mike stretched and sighed. They did have a point. Local time was somewhat off of the time they'd gotten used to on the doomed liner that had brought them to Viridian. To Mike it felt like mid-morning, brunch, but the clock on the wall opposite the bed said 07:29 am. Entirely too early given that Torey's party had ended only five hours ago.

      "What is there?" Omar asked, his voice muffled by the pillow.

      "Eggs, toast, real bacon made from real pigs," Dan said with so much delight that Omar snorted at as he emerged from under the pillow. "Bread looks like it was fresh last night. Really good. Got fruit, some candied bugs of some sort for Alfredo and enough real Old Earth coffee to wake an army."

      "Coffee," Omar ordered, one hand held out imperiously.

      Alfredo laughed. He grabbed Omar by the waist, rolling so that he could drape himself over Omar's back, pressing little butterfly kisses down the dark, lean muscle of Omar's spine. Omar squeaked and then laughed, struggling to get free but not really. He did manage to roll over as Dan walked over with rich, fragrant coffee in heavy mugs for Mike and Omar
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