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Blurb

Mauve is a pet, a human pleasure slave. He is smart, ambitious, horny – and the only witness in a murder case. Or rather, he is 'evidence'.

Luckily, the crime was committed on Malicorn, where an unsolved murder would disturb its profitable reputation as the safest planet of the Empire. So Mauve ends up in the hands of the Malena MCD, the local Major Crimes Division, run by ex-space-marine Alexej Sirenkov and his brilliant wife Andrea. Unwilling to see him stored in the evidence locker, the Sirenkovs take him home for a few days. And while Mauve hopes they might just be the perfect forever-owners, he has no idea of Mistress Andrea's plans for them...

Written by award-winning authors Beryll and Osiris Brackhaus, 'Malena MCD' is a funny, naughty, police procedural throuple rom-com set in the wildly diverse, hopeful 'Virasana Empire' universe and can be read as a stand-alone.

Warnings: First Person POV, Slavery, MMF threesomes, Graphic Sex Scenes, Violence. And pigs, of course. We're on Malicorn.
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​Chapter 1 – A Piece of Evidence
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“Commander Sirenkov here.”

“Commander, we have a Code Blue 3 in Caemina on the other side of the bay. Multiple neighbours have reported gunfire, both in front and inside a house.”

“Copy that. What's the address?”

“Sickle Road 12, sir.”

“My team's on the way. Secure a perimeter, but do not proceed inside!”

“Yes, sir!”

***
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I couldn't help it.

I tried to be absolutely quiet. But when someone yanked on the chain connected to the cheap plastic collar around my neck, a tiny, choked sound must have escaped me.

Immediately, the yanking stopped. But now, I had given away my hiding place.

“There is something under the bed,” a male voice said. It was a deep, assertive voice that fit the pair of heavy combat boots I could see from under the bed better than the surprise I could hear in it.

Despite knowing better, I shrank deeper into the darkness, pressing against the wall under the headboard. Pointless, of course, but a reflex I wasn't strong enough to fight.

Moments later, a face appeared at the other side of the bed, peering at me curiously. I had just enough time to recognise it as female, framed by a mop of blonde curls before it disappeared again.

“Make that someone,” another voice commented, presumably the woman who had just looked under the bed and found me hiding there.

“There is someone under the bed?” The male voice again.

“Yes, Mr. Quick-Smarts. There's a pet under the bed.” This time, the woman sounded decidedly amused.

They also sounded decidedly different to the angry thugs who had stormed the house earlier, shouting and yelling and shooting my master. My late master. Like any decent pet, I had immediately fled under the bed as soon as I heard shots fired in the house.

I had been the pet of various masters, who had all been involved in one sort of shady and violent business or another. So life had taught me to take cover as soon as bullets started flying and to look dumb whenever I was claimed as spoils by a new master should the old one have lost the fight. In this case, being considered an item was a boon for once. No one ever saw a need to put a bullet in my head.

The guy in the combat boots went down on his knees to look under the bed as well. Dark hair cropped short in a military cut, a handsome face with a nose that looked like it had been broken at some point, a chiselled, angular jaw and worried grey eyes.

We stared at each other, probably both trying to work out who we were looking at. He was police, probably, as they usually showed up pretty quickly after a wild shoot-out in a peaceful residential neighbourhood like this one. My late master had tried to hide his more questionable business among the normal citizens. Hadn't helped him one bit in the end.

The police guy plastered a reassuring smile onto his face. While before, his voice had been all business, it now took on a kind, almost cooing tone. “Hey there, little one.”

What the fuck? Who did he think he was talking to? A scared kid? A kitten?

Then again, I was curled up into a tight ball under a bed. So maybe the impression could not be helped.

“I'm Alexej,” he continued. “I'm with the Malena MCD. The police. You can come out now, it's safe. The bad people are gone.”

Yeah, thanks man, I noticed. I had heard them depart, stomping and shouting after their successful hit. And then, a while later, more stomping and shouting when these people arrived. So he was police and they had come to investigate the crime scene. Lovely. That probably made me evidence or something. Not that anyone would be interested in what I had to say. After all, I was just a slave and a dumb pet to boot. Usually, this would be the moment he grabbed the chain, dragged me out from under the bed and handed me off to someone else. It had happened before. But compared to being claimed as loot by the winning party in a shoot-out, being manhandled by the Malicorn police was a pretty pleasant experience, if a little boring.

Though apparently 'Alexej' was not familiar with the rough way people were supposed to treat dumb fuck toys. He just kept his reassuring smile and settled more comfortably on the ground, his heavy weapons belt creaking with the shifting weight. He looked as if he had all the time in the world to coax me out from my hiding place under the bed.

“I'll go talk to J'tar, let her know we have a witness,” the female voice said from the direction of the bedroom door, “and to wait with processing evidence in this room until you come out.”

Alexej paid her no mind, his attention reserved for me. “Can you tell me your name?” he asked, still in that voice you would expect someone to use with a scared kid or animal.

He really had no clue, had he? The sad fact was that, no, I could not tell him my name. I only had a breeding number. But I could give him a selection to pick from.

“They mostly call me slut or bitch,” I answered. “Or fuck-face, or little shit, or...”

I broke off as the pleasant smile fell off his face to be replaced by barely contained rage. I recoiled, expecting to be hit, which changed his expression again to apologetic and kind once more. What an odd, odd man. One would almost think he didn't like people calling me names.

“Well, those are not very nice names,” he said, his voice carefully wrangled to a kinder tone. Now look at that, he really was pissed off at people calling me names. “How about I call you 'kid' until we can come up with a proper name for you, hm?”

That was certainly two worlds nicer than anything I had been named before, though probably not very accurate. By my counting, I was close to twenty years old, give or take a little. Which is ancient for a bargain bin pet, but luckily, I looked much younger.

However, his kindness seemed genuine, and I found myself smiling back at him. He seemed to take that both as consent and an improvement in my condition.

“Now, kid, I promise I will protect you. It's safe here. You can come out now.”

He had a point there. It wasn't exactly comfortable crammed under the bed, and dusty to boot. Slowly I uncurled, stretching limbs which had gone stiff by now. He kept smiling at me encouragingly, and I crawled out from under the bed, watching curiously what his reaction to me would be.

After all, I'm not exactly a high-quality pet. I'm what they call 'breeding by-products' – a slave where the careful breeding programs had not produced quite the expected results. My eyes have a lovely lilac colour, but they are too large and my face is fairly pretty, but not perfectly symmetrical. My hair was supposed to be a bright green, but instead turned out rather muddy. I'm too lanky to be cute and too skinny to ever look athletic. Add to that a selection of scars left by previous users and some fresh bruises, all the kinds of marks one inevitably acquired when getting fucked by someone who didn't particularly care for your well-being. All of which were clearly visible since I was only wearing a pair of tiny jeans short and that ugly plastic collar.

And that's just the visual flaws.

The main reason I had ended up in the bargain bin section of the breeding facility I was born at was that I was too smart. To this day, I curse the fact that I was too young to realise I was walking into a trap when they gave us those aptitude tests designed to sort out the kids too clever to ever make a proper pet. Having opinions and being able to reason about them is about the least desirable trait one can have in a pet. Granted, you can try to beat them out of said pet at a young enough age, but why bother when it is also visually unappealing?

My police officer was shocked. No way to put it more mildly. He was trying to cover it up, but I wouldn't have lasted as long as I have if I hadn't been really good at reading people.

Was that pity? When was the last time someone had honestly pitied me? It felt strange, and not necessarily pleasant.

Being good at pretending to be a good little slave, I went to my knees after getting out from under the bed, which felt a bit pointless considering he was still kneeling as well. That didn't put us on an even level, though. Even kneeling, he was tall and bulky, looking down on me with that odd expression of his.

But holy smokes, he was one hot item. He had that athletic build I would always be lacking, with muscles that looked like they were cast in steel. He wore a tight, sleeveless shirt under a combat vest, showing colourful tattoos on his upper arms, and equally tight, lightly armoured trousers, complete with that utility belt of his. He looked like he had climbed straight out of some military porn movie. If you have been fucked by so many butt-ugly thugs as I have, a genuinely sexy hunk makes your mouth water and your palms go sweaty. I had to fight hard not to drool and to keep my eyes carefully on the ground instead of staring at his crotch.

Thankfully, he was much too preoccupied to notice.

“Did your master do this to you?” he asked with barely suppressed anger, gingerly pointing at a bruise decorating my left flank.

So he wasn't merely a gorgeous specimen of manly muscles, he also genuinely cared. What a devastating combination.

Still, I shrugged and remained silent. What was there to say? Comes with the job.

Mister Caring didn't seem to know what to reply, and for the first time since I had fled under the bed, I took the chance to look around. My master had stormed inside shortly after the shooting had started, with his murderers right behind. Now he was lying in a pool of his own blood, close to the doorway leading to the bathroom, his head a splattered mess. Apparently, all the shots I had heard in the room had gone into his head, after they were done yelling, that was.

And he made an exceptionally ugly corpse. His unbuttoned shirt having fallen open to reveal his belly, bloated and yet flaccid at the same time. He ranked pretty high on my list of all-time most disgusting owners, mostly due to his lack of personal hygiene and his vile personality. He had earned some bonus points for letting me sleep in his bed instead of on the floor, which had been nice. His feeding habits, though, had instantly subtracted those points again. He had insisted that giving me scraps from his plate every now and then was entirely sufficient, and even necessary to maintain my slim figure. However, he had been the reason I had been chained to the bed up here and been able to flee underneath it. Maybe I should add a few points back in his favour?

“Hey, kid, don't look at that.” My caring police officer gently turned my face away from the rather satisfying sight. “Come on, let's get you out of here, yes?”

He unclipped the chain that had tied me to the bed from my collar, got up from the floor and helped me back onto my feet. He looked ready to pick me up and carry me away like some delicate princess when my stiff legs refused service for a moment and I had to lean against him, but that would have been a little too much for me to stomach. Leaning in, I could get a whiff of his scent: some decent aftershave and just enough manly sweat underneath to make my shorts get uncomfortably tight. His strong, supportive arm around me was already sufficient to fog my brain over with lust, this wasn't the moment for my urges to reduce me to a whimpering puddle of need.

We made our way down the stairs and through the blood-splattered living room, where three corpse-shaped lumps under sheets now improved the cheap décor. So they had gotten all of my master's hired guns. Rest in peace, Boots, Cookie and Lolo – you won't be missed.

My police officer took me out to the front porch and I almost flinched back when the bright light burned in my eyes. Had it really been weeks since I had been outside in daylight? While I still blinked, he gently settled me in a garden chair, produced a thin blanket from somewhere and carefully wrapped it around my shoulders.

With my eyes adjusted to the light, I could now see several police cars parked in front of the house and the associated police officers taking photos and collecting samples of gods-knew-what and politely holding back the curious neighbours. These were dressed in the proper red and white police uniforms of the regular Malicorn police force, which made me appreciate my guy’s much sexier gear even more. Maybe he was with some sort of special forces unit? He sure looked the part. With his big guns. Oh my.

The blanket smelled faintly of medicine and had probably come from the ambulance, which was also parked out front. While they sure were too late to do anything for the corpses inside, the blanket was a nice touch. But didn't they have more important places to be? As far as I knew, Malicorn was the only planet of the Empire with public health services. One more component of the Duchess' efforts to make Malicorn safe and welcoming for the hordes of tourists which had made her absurdly rich. Because what could make you feel safer than knowing that a friendly medic would arrive as soon as you ran head first into a lamp post because you were so drunk you couldn't walk straight? Or revive you from your heart attack after over-indulging on all sorts of bacon?

My police hunk pulled up another garden chair and sat down across from me, still with that reassuring smile plastered all over his face. Fuck, he was handsome. That five-o-clock shadow across his jaw... I could already feel how my mind was homing in on one particular subject only.

“Now, kid, I know this is all very scary,” he said, “but I could really use your help. You're our only witness here, so I would like to ask you some questions. Would that be okay with you?”

Seriously? Dude, I'm just a slave. Whatever I have seen or haven't seen doesn't mean squat. But apparently, he really meant what he had said, as he just kept smiling, treating me like a human being instead of a piece of crap or a convenient fuck-hole. God have mercy on me, why was this guy so horribly nice? I was smiling back at him before I knew what I was doing. Was he rather the silent, intense type in bed? Or one of those growling and panting ones, sharing their lust with the entire neighbourhood?

“Uh... sure, sir,” I managed to say.

At that he frowned. “Please don't call me 'sir'. Alexej will do fine.”

What a strange, strange man. But I was certainly willing to do whatever he desired. “Okay. Alexej.”

“Thank you.” He opened a notepad and pulled out a pen. “So how did all this start?” He gestured towards two police officers who were carrying one of the covered corpses out of the house.

“The first thing I noticed was gunfire from below,” I told him. “And I immediately rolled underneath the bed.”

Judging by his expression, I didn't need to explain to him why I had been in the bedroom, or why the bed had been my first and only choice of hiding space.

I continued and told him how my master had come running in, how he had rummaged in the wardrobe, how the attackers had burst into the bedroom. My officer was paying careful attention to everything I said, writing down each and every detail. For him, I started racking my brain for every tiny detail I had noticed. I might not be the prettiest pet, and was easily distracted, but I was smart for my kind.

The thugs had yelled at my master about something they were looking for. 'Where is it?!' Over and over again. From the sounds of it, they had beaten him up, too, until he had told them 'it' was in the wardrobe. Then they had shot him and started to rummage through the wardrobe. In hindsight, I had been very lucky he had told them, or they would have looked under the bed at some point and found me. I hadn't seen what they had taken, but I guessed it had been the large, armoured briefcase my master had used to lock up his cash and files in.

Alexej sent up another officer who quickly reported that, indeed, the briefcase was missing.

“That's great,” Alexej said. “It's not easy to pay attention in such a traumatic moment. You did very well.”

I beamed like an idiot at this praise, and he beamed back at me. I didn't have any more details to tell, but maybe I could offer him a blowjob?

“Thank you, kid,” he said and flipped his notebook shut. “That is some good information. I promise we'll find the murderers of your master and they will be punished.”

In my humble opinion, those thugs deserved a medal and not a punishment, but maybe that was just me. Alexej apparently considered it the right thing to say, so maybe it was something straight from the good-cop-handbook.

“I need to talk to my team and see what else we have,” he continued. “Will you promise not to try and run away if I just leave you here?”

What a stupid question. Where would I run to with nothing but a tiny pair of hotpants, a slave collar and a trauma blanket from an ambulance? I'd be caught and whipped to bloody shreds in a matter of minutes.

I still nodded to reassure him.

He moved off and turned his commanding and business-like voice back on again. I remained in my chair, simply enjoying the feeling of sunlight on my face and a blanket to snuggle under. It was nice, and actually really safe compared to my usual life.

Alexej continued to move in and out of the house, talking to several of the officers. He clearly seemed to be in command of the operation. From the chatter of the other police officers, I learned that he was with Malena's Major Crimes Division and headed their task force. So that's why he didn't have to wear a bacon-striped uniform. They also seemed to be almost as much in awe of him as I was, judging by the not-so-subtle tones of hero-worship in their voices. Good to know.

The investigation continued in an orderly fashion, a lab coat-wearing N'Ptalini female directing her much younger human and N'Ptalini underlings to process the crime scene inside the house.

The alien race of the N'Ptalini was a regular sight on Malicorn, as the balmy climate and plentiful coastal regions suited them well. Their skin was thicker than a human's and covered in colourful scoots, often matching the equally colourful quills they had instead of hair.

They tried to question the neighbours, but that proved difficult as most of the houses in this area were holiday rentals, and the tourists didn't exactly pay attention to who lived next door. But the elderly couple across the street were permanent residents and had a lot to say about how my master had not been a tourist, that he had welcomed visitors who didn't follow parking restrictions into his house at ungodly hours, and who reacted to criticism by laughing in their faces.

I could have told them all of that myself, but apparently Alexej was the only one interested in my observations and currently was busy talking to someone on his phone.

All in all, the scene looked exactly like what I had seen countless times on 'MaliCops', a reality TV series which showed the awesome work of Malicorn's police officers in minute detail, protecting locals and tourists alike. My master's thugs had loved to watch it to tear into any inaccuracies and point out to each other how they would never get caught for 'that'. Seemed like they would have been better off watching some 'how to survive a gunshot to the head' videos.

I was about to doze off when another police officer approached me. “Come on, get up,” he told me with that slightly bored voice that made it clear this one did see me as nothing more than some piece of evidence. Alexej was nowhere to be seen.

I obeyed, held still while he clipped a short leash to my collar and followed him to one of the police cars parked on the gravelled driveway. We had nearly reached the car when Alexej's loud voice stopped the officer leading me in his tracks.

“Hey! Where the fuck you think you are going with him?!” Moments later, he had caught up to us, glaring down at the confused officer.

“Sir? I'm taking him to the precinct. To the forfeit locker.” The expression briefly passing over Alexej's face could only be called murderous rage, and the poor officer took a fearful step backwards. Alexej took a deep breath, visibly trying to calm himself without much success.

I think all three of us were relieved when the blonde, female officer came up to us, the one Alexej had been with when he found me under the bed.

“Is there a problem?” she asked, skilfully positioning herself between Alexej and the officer still holding my leash. She obviously wasn't afraid in the slightest, even though she was more than a head shorter than Alexej.

“He's... he's...” Alexej gestured towards me a bit helplessly, adorable hunk that he was. “He wants to take the kid to the fucking forfeit lockers!”

Neither me nor the poor officer saw a problem with that, it was all 'due process', after all, if the MaliCops were to be believed. But apparently the woman knew more than we did.

“Alexej. They won't store him on a shelf,” she explained kindly. “They actually have holding cells for slaves involved in crimes.”

“Holding cells.” He growled the words through clenched teeth, like it was some inconceivable horror.

Honestly, being locked up and left alone for a while actually sounded rather nice. I had spent a couple of days at the forfeit locker before, once when I had been confiscated with the other belongings of a former master. You got fed twice daily, the cells were reasonably clean and you got one all to yourself so no one could tamper with the evidence. And they even had proper bunks. What was not to like about that?

The female officer apparently had a clearer grasp on what Alexej had a problem with. She put a calming hand on his arm in a gesture that spoke of close familiarity between them. Were those matching rings on their fingers? Fuck! They were a married couple, and guessing from the silent communication happening between them and the way he slowly relaxed, probably happily married.

Why were all the awesome guys straight? For fuck's sake! Literally!

The female officer turned back to the man holding the leash.

“What Commander Sirenkov was trying to say is that he wasn't finished yet with questioning the slave and that he is too important a piece of evidence to just let him be forgotten in a holding cell,” she lied without missing a single beat. With a perfectly pleasant smile, she took the leash from the still confused officer. “I'll be handling this,” she added and shooed the poor man away.

“He's coming to HQ with us,” Alexej stated in a 'do not argue about this' tone of voice.

She raised an eyebrow at him and for a long moment they seemed to be staring each other down. To my surprise, it was Alexej who looked away first, kind of cringing under her gaze.

I still had no clue what exactly they were arguing about, but then again it really was none of my business. Absolutely not. After all, I was just a dumb pet and not supposed to care about what happened to me. Yeah, right. That had never worked for me.

“I'll take him to HQ and we can discuss the rest later, yes?” she said, apparently appeased by her victory.

He leaned down and gently kissed her lips, making me feel a decidedly unpleasant pang of both jealousy and longing. What I wouldn't give for someone to kiss me with so much care and affection. Particularly so if that someone would fill their uniform so nicely in all the right places as Alexej.

“Thanks,” he said. It was clear there was a lot of additional meaning to the word that only the two of them understood.

“No problem, love.”

He turned to me and immediately, that reassuring smile of his got turned back on. “Go with Andrea. She'll take good care of you.”

I nodded obediently like a good little slave and watched him walk off. What a fine piece of ass. Just the right mix of sway and firm muscle...

I was yanked from my silent appreciation as the woman tugged on my leash. “That is Mistress Sirenkov to you, darling,” she told me with a small smirk that told me she had noticed how I had drooled over her husband's ass. At least, her tone was much more slave-appropriate than her husband's.

I bowed my head, now closely studying my toes. “Yes, Mistress.” Maybe she hadn't noticed after all, or maybe she wouldn't hold it against me.

“Come on, let's get you to HQ.” I followed her to a huge pickup truck parked close by and climbed in the passenger seat like she motioned me to do. Moments later, the massive engine of the ground-car rumbled to life and we drove off, leaving the house of my ex-master behind, towards an uncertain future.

Ah well. It had happened before, and it would happen again.
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​Chapter 2 – Investigative Calls
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The drive to the MCD headquarters took quite a while as we had to go down the coast and all around the bay to get from Caemina into Malena, the capital city of Malicorn. I used the opportunity to snuggle deeper into the comfortable seat of the car and my trauma blanket and watched the landscape pass by. That might sound boring, but if you were locked up in a single room most of the time, a car ride becomes genuinely exciting.

The late afternoon was warm and sunny, as it basically was every day here, and a couple of sailing boats were calmly drifting across the water in the breeze. The sandy beaches with all the tourists and surfers were on the other side of the bay. Here we had more rocks and gravel, but still, there were a lot of folks sunbathing on the rocks. Most tourists in this corner were probably using the swimming pools that came with their luxurious holiday rentals, anyway.

Beachfront villas were interspersed with restaurants of all kinds, from pricey white-linen-establishments to jolly, mass-catering beach shacks that served little else but grilled pork, beer and loud music. Still a lot classier than the line-up of snack shacks along the Rasher, Malena's notorious beachfront promenade, of course, but it was fun to think of all these well-off tourists enjoying some cheap fun between their wellness treatments and oh-so-posh dinners.

And it was all so pretty. Well-groomed gardens could be glimpsed behind white walls, palm trees and flowering shrubs, houses in all styles the empire had come up with, garish ads for all sorts of entertainment and pork products... It made me smile. Maybe I was just a throwaway pet, and constantly at risk, but I was on Malicorn. There were a lot of places a lot worse that I could have ended up in.

I also used the drive to study Mistress Sirenkov. She was paying no attention to me, her fingers drumming on the steering wheel to the rhythm of the urchin rock music blaring from the speakers.

Considering that Alexej was certainly a prime piece of hot ass, his wife didn't match that standard at all. She was short with a nicely athletic figure, but had none of the soft curves one would have expected from the woman lying in such a hero's arms. While she was pretty in her own way, she wasn't exactly beautiful either – her startling green eyes were too alert to feel mysterious, the freckles on her nose and cheeks too many to look impish and her lips were thin with concentration. Her brow showed the beginning of lines where she frowned too often, but there were also small laugh lines at the corners of her mouth. The only truly amazing feature about her looks was the mass of blonde curls framing her face. Grown out, they would have made a stunning mane, but they were hacked short to just above the shoulders. A functional cut, not one chosen for looks.

Just like her clothes, which consisted of the same lightly armoured combat trousers and vest Alexej had been wearing, only she wore a long-sleeved, sand-coloured shirt under the vest.

They did match, in a way, even if I didn't like it. It was clear that they both took their job and their relationship very seriously. I would have preferred a more romantic heroic man / luscious woman couple, but they did suit each other.

She also looked like the type of no-nonsense person who was strict but fair with slaves. Definitely a good thing in my eyes as these were comparatively easy to get along with. Do as you're told and do it as best you can, and you won't be punished. Not at all like her strangely kind husband. How was one supposed to handle such a person?

And what were they about to do with me now, anyway? After all, sending me off with the officer to the forfeit locker would have been the normal thing to do. 'Due process', as the MaliCops insisted several times per episode. Of course it wasn't my place to even think about it, but Alexej probably had no idea what exactly he was going to do with me, either. And a clueless master – even if he's just temporarily my master – was rarely a good thing.

So I would keep my head down and my mouth shut. I had a lot of training in that, and I was becoming pretty good at it, too. The key to survival was to appear harmless and at the same time make yourself useful, so the people around you would develop a subconscious need to keep you around. Appear with a mug of coffee at the perfect moment, have the shower already started and at the right temperature when master wanted it, be under the desk for a comforting blowjob after a hard day at work – it was the little things that made one indispensable and your master feel like it would be much more work to train your newer, shinier replacement.

We turned left at the southernmost tip of the bay, and while on our left hand, the first sandy beaches started – and with them clusters of garishly clad tourists from all over the empire – the right hand side was utterly dominated by the Saint Cornelius monastery. A gleaming, white block of concrete with barely any windows. Most of the times I had been driven past, it had just been a forbidding wall the size of a city block. Today, though, there were large banners hanging down from the battlements, white with golden yellow symbols, the main gate was wide open and there were both tourists and armoured Belligra monks standing around in great numbers. Probably gearing up for some holiday, or the birthday of some saint or something like that. Wasn't Saint Ulrich day sometime now? One of the drawbacks of my profession was that one ended up having a really hard time
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