You know what the best part of being the greatest private eye in all Japan is? No, it isn't the honor of being able to wear the fedora (though I do like the fedora). Nor is it the fame, the fortune, or the unfortunate affair of having a disrespectful brat as your secretary-cum-scenthound. 

The best part of being the greatest private eye in all Japan is having the sheer animal magnetism to attract fine specimens of beauty--fine specimens such as the one that was lying next to me as the story begins. 
"Seiichi."

"...mmm?"

"I must say, my detective senses are detecting something strange."

"...humm. What are your detective senses detecting?" 

"Well, they detect that there is a mystery to be solved...in my pants."

"One, you're not wearing pants. Two, if you want to have sex with me, please get better lines. Yours really kill the mood."

Yep, this particular story begins with yours truly getting some from his lovely fiancé. I think that I'm going to like relating this tale to you quite a lot. 

But, before Seiichi managed to find his knee-high black leather boots and whip, the telephone rudely interrupted. 
Yukimura managed to root out his boots from underneath the bed, giving a disinterested look to the phone. "Sanada, handle that, please," he commanded, zipping himself into the newly recovered footwear. "--and not by throwing it against the wall."

Sanada, grumbling, lowered the telephone back down to its spot on the night table. He yanked the mouthpiece up, grunting out a, "Sanada Detective Agency, finest detecting in Japan. What the hell do you want?"

"Evening, Genichirou. Have I interrupted something?" greeted the voice of Professor Yanagi.

Sanada glared at the telephone--to no effect, being as it was an inanimate object--and snorted. "Yes. I repeat: what the hell do you want?"

Yanagi chuckled. "I’m so sorry for the interruption. Yukimura-san really is talented, isn't he..." he remarked.

The innocent telephone was on the verge of crumbling into pieces under the pressure of Sanada's grip. 

"...according to my predictions, that is," Yanagi finished. "I suppose you really have the final say on the matter."

Sanada's eyebrow twitched madly. "And just what is that supposed to mean?" he snapped. 

"That you have the final say on the question of whether Yukimura-san is talented or not," said Yanagi, calmly. 

The telephone's life was again put into jeopardy by this reply. "I'll have you know that Seiichi is exceptionally talented, and that I'm so sorry that you won't be able to experience just how talented he is."

"Oh, don't worry. I've already experienced numerous times the extent of Yukimura-san's talent; I don't know where I could've gotten the data to do my predictions on otherwise."

Yukimura looked up from where he knelt on the floor, having finished zipping himself into his boots. Judging from the irritated and somewhat murderous look on Sanada's face, Yanagi was the one on the other end of the telephone line; yet it was still rather rare even when Yanagi was in one of his more "playful" moods that Sanada looked as though he was about to perform a particularly painful detecting maneuver on the professor's skull. 

"...really, I've never before met someone who mixes such delicious drinks." 

Deciding to intercept said particularly painful detecting maneuver before it was began (and also deciding to save the innocent telephone clutched in Sanada's fist), Yukimura crawled over to Sanada, then nuzzling his shoulder. He plucked the telephone out of Sanada's hand, bringing it to his own ear.

"Good evening, Renji-san," Yukimura greeted warmly. "What brings this call?"

"Yukimura-san, good evening to you," said Yanagi. "I apologize for interrupting you and Genichirou, but this seemed rather urgent."

Yukimura frowned. "Is Akaya misbehaving over there?"

Yanagi laughed. "No, he's being quite the little angel. At first he was a bit sulky that Genichirou made him clear out of the office so that he could surprise you--I'd imagine you were, in fact, surprised?"

"Exceedingly. The silk complimented Sanada's eyes, in any case. Continue."

"There threatened to be an incident over the presence of vegetables in the dinner that my droids made us, but it was smoothed over rather easily. I offered him a kiss for every vegetable that he ate, and Akaya's plate was cleaned several times over."

Yukimura made an impressed noise in his throat. "Ingenious as always, Renji-san. Usually I just tell him that he's a vicious bloodthirsty dinosaur, and that his vegetables are hapless cavemen."

"I considered that approach, but the route I took seemed to have less damage entailed," Yanagi explained. "Akaya is napping off his dinner right now. However, I've called for a reason entirely unrelated to my babysitee."

It was all very fascinating to watch Seiichi chat up Renji, but it didn't change the facts that one, Seiichi was naked, two, I was also naked, and three, we were failing to do anything about those two previous things. I decided to call attention to this. 
"Seiichi..." Sanada moaned, drawing him into his lap. "My balls are turning blue."

Yukimura wriggled a bit in Sanada's hold, frowning again. "Please warm them up yourself; Renji-san seems to be having a problem with an international cat-burglar..."

"Let him deal with his own international cat-burglar; help me deal with mine!" Sanada attempted to lead Yukimura's hand between his legs to drive in the point.

Yukimura squeezed obligingly while trying to listen to Yanagi. His eyebrows furrowed. "...well, that certainly is a mystery; but shouldn't it be better left to the government? Not to mention that Sanada and I are already up to our eyebrows in cases already..."

"Nngh," agreed Sanada. 

Yanagi sighed. "I suppose so, but thus far the cat-burglar has baffled international intelligence--and, since Genichirou has made himself such the fine detective, I put in a good word for him with some of my colleagues that are heading the investigation."

 “...well, that’s very kind of you,” said Yukimura. “Perhaps we could take on the case; spread our names out even more.”
Yukimura looked at Sanada. “What do you think?” He squeezed again.  

“Argregheh...” Sanada whimpered helplessly. 

Yanagi laughed on the other end of the line. “As I said, Yukimura-san, you’re a very talented man. When you and Genichirou are through with your business, come over here and I’ll introduce you to the details of the case. And do have fun with him.”

Yukimura smiled. “Of course. We’ll see you in a little while, Renji-san.”

I was up in an instant to take on the case--and I wanted to handle the whole cat-burglar thing, too. After darling Seiichi and I solved the mystery of my pants (I don’t understand why Seiichi didn’t fall panting into my arms at that line. It was a good line.), we took a stroll over to Professor Renji’s house to pick up the case.
“International theft, eh...” said Sanada, stirring his coffee. “Has anyone gotten anything on him yet?”
“Not anything substantial,” Yanagi sighed. 

Kirihara made a soft grunt in his sleep. He turned over restlessly on the couch where he had sacked out after Sanada and Yukimura had arrived (and after he’d gotten a good hair-ruffling out of Yukimura and “accidentally” jammed his foot down on Sanada’s toe). Yanagi patted his head reassuringly.
“What we have gathered, however, is a rough pattern of heists.” Yanagi handed a thin notebook to Yukimura for perusal. “The thief seems to target the homes of young and wealthy young ladies and gentlemen. Particularly the gentlemen.”
Yukimura nodded, flicking through the pages. “Have you formulated a plan to catch him?”
Yanagi chuckled, smoothing down his trousers. “Why, naturally, Yukimura-san. Would you have expected less of me?”

“My apologies,” laughed Yukimura. “I should’ve never doubted the master. What should I do for penance?”

There was a moment’s pause. Yanagi smiled slowly. “Well, if you’d let my droids show you to my bedroom...”
“Ah-HEM,” Sanada interrupted, scowling. He glared at the droids which had gathered around Yukimura. After a nod from their master, the machines returned to their stations.

Yanagi coughed. “As I was saying, I’ve managed to draw up a rough plan to catch the burglar. I’d also like to accompany you on the investigation, if you don’t mind.”

“I might mind,” said Sanada, suspiciously. 

Yukimura tugged on Sanada’s fedora. “Renji-san will be invaluable on the case, Sanada. I’m sure that the amount of times that we run headlong into dead-ends or unspeakable peril will be cut exponentially if he comes along.”

Sanada harrumphed, rearranging his fedora. “I like my dead-ends and peril, thank you.”
“Perhaps someday you should make a career out of it,” suggested Yanagi. 

 I had an itchy feeling that I was just insulted. It comes up a lot whenever I associate with Renji, and whenever I try to scratch the itch by socking him in the face Seiichi always steps in and threatens to stop sleeping with me. I don’t care to take the risk of calling his bluff, and I don’t think I ever will.  
Anyway, Renji tagged along with us for the investigation. I figured that it was easier to just give in and let him come along, since otherwise he might try to plant a teleport generator on one of us and drop out of Seiichi’s skirts at an inopportune moment. Besides, he has all of those technical whackadoodles that make things move quicker so I can get home and toss Seiichi onto the bed sooner and we can play hide-the-sausage sooner. 
The brat managed to wheedle his way into the case, too. With both Renji and Seiichi on his side, I was out-voted on the issue. I really need to find out how he gets on Seiichi’s good side like that one of these days; the knowledge would be rather handy.
Renji dragged us to the Theatre Royal for whatever reason. Probably wanted to feel up a few of the showboys, I guess. We got there just as one of the shows was finishing up, and headed backstage.
“I present to you our burglar bait,” said Yanagi, gesturing to 
