

    
        
          Undercover Ménage with My Husband

        

        
        
          Malory Chambers

        

        
          Published by Malory Chambers, 2015.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      UNDERCOVER MÉNAGE WITH MY HUSBAND

    

    
      First edition. July 8, 2015.

      Copyright © 2015 Malory Chambers.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1310506390

    

    
    
      Written by Malory Chambers.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Excerpt

The Plan

Cuckold Ménage In The Bus

Cuckquean Domination

Sneak Peek

Further Reading: Stripped In Public By The Photographer

Also By Malory Chambers

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​Excerpt


[image: ]


"Lick it," he said. 

I held onto the couch as I bent down to lick his thighs and cock clean, swallowing the salty cum greedily even as Ken continued to ejaculated inside me. 

"Jesus fuck," Ken groaned, pulling his cock out of me. I felt his hot semen drip out of my pussy and down my thigh. He smacked my bottom playfully. 

I finished cleaning Patrick of his cum and sat on the carpet, completely exhausted from the intense orgasm that washed through me earlier. 

Patrick pulled me up and sat me on his legs. His erection brushed against my thigh lightly. As if I weighted nothing at all, he raised me up by the waist and lowered me into his cock, surprising me with his insatiable lust. 

"Ahh!!" I gasped, feeling his cock fill me to the brim. Ken was ready to go again, his cock brushing against my back. 

I struggled as he pulled my butt cheek open and pushed the head of his shaft against my virgin ass, only succeeding in making Ken angry. He smacked my bottom roughly, eliciting screams of pain from me. Using the cum from my pussy as lubricant, he pushed a finger into my asshole completely. 

"Fucckk!!" I screamed, then arched my back as he slipped another finger inside my butt, the pleasure from Patrick's cock inside my pulsating pussy overriding the pain of being finger fucked in the ass for the first time. 

"Your husband's never fucked you here before?!" he laughed, thrusting his finger in and out of my asshole to stretch me and prepare me for his large cock. 

"No," I whimpered, unable to think as they penetrated both my holes. 

Ken pulled his finger out from my ass and pushed his cock inside me gently, letting me get used to his cock slowly.

My scream echoed inside the caravan as he penetrated me completely, though the pain of his cock in my ass was overwhelmed by Patrick's cock in my pussy and his fingers twisting my nipples...

Kinks: Cuckold, Cuckquean, First Time Bisexual, Sex slaves, Swinging, Strap-on, Husband's first time, Anal Virgin, Voyeurism, ​
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I wondered if we ever think of each other at the same time. 

The serial killer that I had been tracking for the past year had just taken the life of his thirteenth victim. One victim a month, as per his usual M.O. After we realized that they weren't just random victims and a serial killer was on the loose, a task force was set up to capture him. For the past few months, he had been sending me little mementoes prior to every victim. 

This particular victim lost a pair of gold earrings before she died. They arrived just this morning and were sitting in the evidence box, along with the note, "Her least favorite earrings." 

It's just a mockery at this point, since the serial killer would steal something that belonged to the victim that nobody will be able to identify in time. 

Dead eyes stared back at me while my coworkers scurried around the scene, gathering evidence and trying to find clues to capture the son of a bitch who killed the poor woman. 

I squatted down, snapping on my gloves as I did and closed the stripper's eyes with my gloved hand, noting with dismay that her body was still warm. If we had only shown up a few hours earlier. 

"Who found her?" I asked Jack, who was busy taking pictures of the victim. 

"Some college kids were coming back from the July 4th celebration and found her here, in the alley," he said. 

"Where are they now?" I asked. 

"There," he said, gesturing to my partner and husband, Frank Davis, who was asking them the usual questions. The two college students looked utterly and completely terrified. Too coward to be responsible. I dismissed them completely. 

"Did they touch anything?" I wanted to know. 

"Not as far as we could tell. Why? Is anything missing?" he asked. 

"He didn't number her," I said, looking her body over for the tattoo that our serial killer would mark his victims with.  

"There's no number?" Jack murmured, edging closer to the body to study her intently. "Maybe he didn't have the time," he suggested, "we found this body much earlier than the others." 

Jane Doe looked to be in her late twenties and was in her prime. Like all the other victims, her hair was a dark brown and her skin fairly tanned. She also sported the same tattoo of a hummingbird on her upper left shoulder, a definitive proof that she was part of the high-end escort service that offers anonymous sex for those able to afford their extravagant rates. 

With her eyes closed, she looked almost peaceful. The illusion was destroyed by the blood smeared across her chest. Her breasts were completely coated with blood, quickly turning brown due to exposure to the air. Cause of death is probably the knife across her neck

"Do we have a name for Jane Doe?" I asked nobody in particular, hoping that they had found something substantial to place the woman. 

"No ID," Frank answered for me as he approached. 

"Figures," I whispered, trying to find anything on her body that could help us identify her. "Did the kids see her?" 

"No," he said. "Just the dead body." 

"That's not like him," I frowned. "Perhaps there's something about her that's not like the rest of our victims."

"She fits the other victims' description," he noted.

"She does," I agreed. "Perhaps she isn't one of his."

"We need to catch this sonofabitch," he growled, his expression one of anger. 

"Perhaps it's time we make him come to us," I mumbled. 

"No," he said adamantly, the single word drawn out to be a warning of some sort. It was intimidating enough for my co-workers to turn to us curiously. 

"Nobody in the service wants to talk to us," I said. "Not unless you're one of them."

"No," he repeated, turning his back to me and walking away. 

I watched him walk away from me, the black police uniform doing little to hide the ripples of his hard muscles. 

"What was that about?" Jack wanted to know. 

"Nothing," I lied. 

It wasn't nothing. It was a plan that Frank and I had discussed with our superior earlier. The escort group was tight-knit and refused to share information with those who are not a part of them. 

The only way to get any sort of relevant information from them was to join them. 

"Cover her up and bring her back to the lab," I said. "Get Linda to check her out and look for signs of sexual activity."

"Yes, ma'am." 

I stood up and jogged to catch up with my husband. He was waiting for me by the car. 

"We need to do this," I said. 

"No, there's got to be another way," he responded. "We can't even be sure if they'll just let us join them." 

"They will," I said, watching him enter his car. I sat in the passenger's seat beside him and waited for the engine to kick in before continuing. "They'll let us join if we'd just say the word, actually." 

"How would you know?" 

"Because Jenny told me," I said, avoiding eye contact. 

"Jenny?" he paused. "The dominatrix?" 

"Yes," I whispered, "We went to high school together," I admitted after a long silence. 

He looked amused for a moment, the seriousness of the issue surfaced again. "I know you think we're at our wits end, but what you have in mind isn't the solution."

"It could very well be," I said. "I'm his exact type. If we could catch him before he takes the next victim, that will put the end to things." 

"And how are you going to do that? Fuck every other guy who pays for your 'service' until we get to the serial killer?!" he demanded.  

"If that's what it takes!" 

"I won't allow it," he said. 

"So we're just going to sit by and wait for the next victim?!" 

"If that's what it takes," he echoed my words. 

"The guy leaves no prints, no semen, no clues apart from the mockery he sends us prior to every victim!" I exclaimed. "There's nothing we can fucking work with! And to top this shit pile of nothing off, none of the girls who are potential victims will talk to us because of some stupid confidentiality clause in the group that no one is willing to break." 

"Unless we're part of them," he murmured. "Then we would have as much to lose, if not more, than the people in the group." 

"Exactly," I paused, considering my next few sentences carefully. "Most of the people involved have pretty good day jobs and their clients are well-known. The clients for the service are pretty exclusive, so I might not even have to go through that many clients to find the one that we're looking for..."

"Right..." he pulled a package of cigarettes from his back pocket and lighted a smoke. "I'm coming with you." 

"What?!" I gasped as the car came to a halt. 

He didn't answer, opting to get out of the car and head towards our house. 

"What'd you mean you're coming with me?!" I demanded, trailing behind him. 

"Exactly that," he said. "I'm coming with you to any of the... arrangements that come up." 

"I don't know if that'll work out," I mumbled. He loomed over me as I took off my shoes at the door. 

"Why don't you call Jenny and ask?" he suggested.
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