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One
 
 
 
I used to tell people I’d always been able to distinguish between Rebecca and Rachel, from the very first time I met them. 
I was a postgraduate back then, in Oxford, and when we first crossed paths it was because I was tasked with drawing blood samples from each of them as part of research into identical twins. 
This was about the time the tide turned in the study of twins, from the old assumptions that identical twins are genetically identical, because they both originally come from the same egg—rather than non-identical or fraternal twins, which originate from two different eggs fertilized at the same time in the mother. In fact, as research was able to look at the actual genes within the DNA of identical twins, it was found that they’re not so identical after all, there are variations between them here and there. 
I remember thinking how different quiet Rebecca seemed from bouncy, wild Rachel, right from the very beginning. The fact that they shared the same silky, mousy brown hair, and the same bewitching green eyes—and, you know, the same everything down to the willowy figure—was neither here nor there for me, since their expressions were so different, their poise, their clothing choices, their behavior. Rebecca had a refined dignity and grace, while Rachel seemed raw and untamed. Rebecca moved slowly and elegantly, while Rachel raced along with a spring and a smirk. How could you fail to tell them apart, even on first glance? 
In our research I’d seen identical twins with differing heights, weights and even hair color. These kinds of differences had been explained away in the past under the ‘nature versus nurture’ philosophy as being caused by environmental factors rather than a twin’s genetics—so, for example, during their lives each twin ate differently, and exercised different amounts, which resulted in one growing taller, or stronger, or whatever. Now we knew there could be plenty of minute changes to a twin’s genes after the original egg split into two and as each twin’s cells split repeatedly. In some twins, one could even have a particular genetic disease while the other did not.
Rebecca and Rachel didn’t show much variation physically, but it was in how they behaved, how they dressed, how they led their lives that the variations seemed so significant.
‘Why don’t you come out for a drink with us?’ Rachel had asked me after I’d explained our research to them and had carefully taken their blood samples. ‘Maybe we’ll let you examine us a little more closely for physical differences…’
‘Rachel!’ Rebecca rolled her eyes at her sister and quietly blushed as she said to me, ‘I’m so sorry about my sister.’
 ‘Come on, Rebecca, he’s gorgeous,’ Rachel had dug an elbow into her twin’s side and flashed me a broad grin as she unsubtly complimented me right in front of my face, her sparkly brown eyes unafraid to check me out while I was watching her do it. To me, Rachel said: ‘Maybe we could put a blindfold on you, and you can guess which one of us is kissing you.’
‘She’s incorrigible,’ Rebecca explained to me as calmly as she could, while apparently holding Rachel back with one arm in case she started attacking me and tearing off my white lab coat. Then her blush seemed to deepen as she responded to Rachel’s silent, eye-flashing signaling to ask me: ‘Would it be… unethical… for you to… you know… come out for a drink with us?’
I grinned and shrugged, ‘I don’t think so. You’re not my patients. You’re not my students. I just need your DNA.’
‘Great,’ Rebecca had smiled so sweetly—I think I was instantly smitten—before realizing she might be revealing too much to me too soon, whereupon she added, ‘You know… Rachel will be happy to hear that.’
Rachel was already heading for the door, yelling for us both to come with her to the pub.
‘I’ve… uh… got a few more twins to process…’ I protested, suddenly remembering where I was. 
‘Blow them off, Jacob!’ Rachel had yelled. ‘Come with us!’
‘We’ll be at the King’s Arms,’ Rebecca had said casually. ‘It would be lovely if you could come.’
I watched them go, hand-in-hand, through the lab and out the steel-and-glass double doors. Rebecca was all grace and elegance, in a long, dark skirt that almost reached the ground and a stylish yet simple white shirt. Rachel was animated, effervescent, loud, in a bright lilac sweater and blue hot pants. Both women had tied their long, mousy brown hair back in ponytails, but while Rebecca’s was sleek and low, Rachel wore hers high and sprightly. 
I did go to the King’s Arms after my work was completed for the day—my palms all clammy, the butterflies fluttering inside my stomach, my heart beating a strange jig. And though Rachel squealed with delight upon seeing me again, as I settled down in their company, it seemed that either a few gin and tonics had calmed her down, or else Rebecca had given her a light talking to, so that she refrained from hitting on me overtly, and largely left me to her sister. 
Rebecca and I clicked fairly quickly, in a way I’m fairly sure it never would have between Rachel and me. We had plenty to talk about, plenty of shared interests, and politics that were broadly similar enough to avoid arguments of the kind that often seemed to dog relationships in Oxford. 
Drinks led to dating, dating to engagement, engagement to marriage, marriage to the arrival of children—Ellie and Matthew. Rachel, meanwhile, continued to date voraciously and without pausing for long on any one particular guy—however, even as our lives settled in the city of Oxford long after we were all done with university, Rachel remained a very regular visitor to our house, so much so that the guest bedroom was perpetually referred to as ‘Rachel’s Room’, with my wife’s twin providing frequent babysitting services as a doting aunt for our children.
From the beginning, when our kids were very young, they never seemed to mistake Aunt Rachel for their mother. There was no moment as babies when they were freaked out because they saw mommy walk in the room twice, or peer over the edge of the cot on both sides at once. They understood and recognized that Rachel was completely different from Rebecca. 
And as Rebecca’s husband, I was never once concerned that I’d mistake the two sisters for each other, even when Rachel stayed the night and dressed down in casual clothes that could have been something Rebecca wore during a night in. They were just different, they acted differently, they behaved differently, they interacted differently. 
So what changed?
I don’t tell people it’s easy to tell Rebecca from Rachel these days.
 
 



Two
 
 
 
I think the first time I came close to mistaking Rachel for Rebecca was one night when Ellie was about three, and Matthew about six years old. The kids were happily playing with Duplo and Lego in front of the television, and told me that mommy was upstairs helping Auntie Rachel get ready for another date. 
After making sure the kids were okay without adult supervision for a few more minutes, I went upstairs to see Rebecca scamper out of the bathroom apologetically in just her underwear—a pair of pretty, though not scandalous, blue-and-white checked panties and matching bra. I was a little confused as to what my wife was doing in a state of undress when it was Rachel who would be going out on a date that evening. 
 ‘Honey?’ I said, rounding into our bedroom. 
There was Rebecca sitting on the bed, wearing her usual post-work jeans and tank top combo. Seeing her like that was rather startling, to say the least, as I’d just seen her in the hallway in an entirely different state of dress. How had she changed so quickly? 
‘Rachel’s date is picking her up in 20 minutes,’ my wife reported calmly. 
Then I turned to see Rachel—who had been the one I’d seen scampering out of the bathroom in just her bra and panties—pulling on one of Rebecca’s dresses over the underwear which was also, quite plainly, Rebecca’s. God. Her hair was done like Rebecca’s as well.
It was rather disturbing to me. She looked in every way like my wife. My years of confidence in telling the two of them apart seemed to collapse in a moment. 
‘Why is she wearing your clothes?’ I asked, feeling somewhat stupid for asking. 
Rebecca smiled, as though her lifetime of choosing not to be like Rachel had somehow been entirely vindicated. ‘She’s dating a professor,’ she told me. 
‘He’s published books, and everything,’ Rachel said, wrinkling her nose at the dress she sported in front of the mirror before hastily tearing it off again. 
‘She met him online and she’s worried he’ll turn his nose up at her unless she’s a little more… demure.’ Rebecca looked over at her sister and said, ‘Why don’t you try a nice pair of pants?’
Rachel snorted and pulled a little black dress from the wardrobe, which I don’t think Rebecca had worn in years. ‘No guy wants to date somebody in pants,’ she said.
I was trying not to overtly stare at my wife’s sister standing there in just her bra and panties. It wasn’t that unusual for me to occasionally catch sight of Rachel in her underwear, since she stayed over at our house so often, and Rebecca was never, ever jealous of me looking at, or spending time with her sister. But it was hard to tear my eyes off her just then when she looked so incredibly like my wife. There might have been a few moles here and there on her skin that would have tipped me off to who she was, but I can’t say I knew my wife’s moles all that well, I’d never needed to worry about them. 
It wasn’t just that she was wearing Rebecca’s clothes—she was standing like Rebecca, she was moving like Rebecca, she was an actor playing the role of Rebecca. 
I guess she felt the need to channel her sister in order to get the professor to like her.
‘Isn’t it a sign that you’re not dating the right guy if you have to pretend to be your sister?’ I asked Rachel.
‘But he’s sooo hot,’ Rachel said, holding her hand on her heart. ‘And so smart, too.’
Rebecca chuckled, ‘Since when did she worry about dating the ‘right guy’?’ 
 ‘Are you trying to insinuate that I’m some kind of slut?’ Rachel asked her sister, but quickly broke out into giggles. She’d never been shy about her relentless need for a string of different men. 
‘Maybe this professor will convert you,’ Rebecca suggested. 
I think she might have caught me checking out her sister just then. It might well have just been my paranoia, and even if she had noticed me looking at her sister a little too much, she wouldn’t have minded, and certainly didn’t show any signs of minding. But I took it as my cue to get out of there. 
‘I’d better get back to the kids,’ I said, dismissing myself. 
‘I’ll be down in a minute,’ Rebecca promised, then glanced at her watch. ‘We’ll be down in a minute.’
Heading back downstairs, I felt strangely excited. I never normally cared about who Rachel was dating, even if he rocked up at our house to collect her on an evening. But I was interested to see who this professor turned out to be. I still had fairly close links to various colleges, since my work in medical research often meant partnerships with university academics. 
The image of Rachel wearing Rebecca’s underwear stuck fairly firmly in my mind—and caused a little thickening of things between my legs. I had to try to dispel it as I went to start making dinner. I enjoyed it when Rachel was staying over at our house, and I never had a problem with occasional glimpses of her in her underwear, but I wouldn’t say it turned me on usually. Perhaps because they were twins, I’d long trained myself to avoid responding sexually to my wife’s sister. This time it had been different, though.
While I fixed dinner, Rebecca and Rachel came downstairs again.
‘Auntie Rachel—you look like mummy!’ was the first thing out of Matthew’s mouth. 
And Rachel did, indeed, look like Rebecca. She was wearing a fairly simple black dress that came down beneath her knees, and one of Rebecca’s less-than-flashy but still nevertheless smart jackets. It was an outfit I recognized from the previous year’s Magdalene College Commemoration Ball. 
‘Doesn’t she?’ Rebecca smiled, quietly pleased. Then she said to the kids, ‘But when Auntie Rachel’s friend gets here, we’re not going to say anything to him about how she looks, okay?’ 
‘No, Mummy.’
Rachel glanced over at me, and I gave her a cool smile-and-nod to signal my approval at her appearance without giving any indication that I was oddly interested in her myself. Jesus—she really did look like Rebecca. Hair style, clothes, makeup, everything. Rachel was good at pretending to be Rebecca, she’d had years of exposure to her sister’s every habit and demeanor. 
The professor arrived bang on time—he turned out to be a professor of economics, so no one I’d ever met before—and after a solitary drink with us all, as the kids started dinner, he and Rachel were on their merry way out the front door. If it weren’t for the fact that Rebecca was sitting there at the kitchen table tucking into re-heated lasagna, it really would have seemed like my wife was being escorted out of our house on a date.
And something in that thought was strangely appealing to me. 
For the second time that evening I had to think of other things, to dampen down a burgeoning and highly inappropriate erection. What was wrong with me? That was my wife’s sister I was responding to, I knew well enough not to be stimulated by my wife’s twin. Considering it all further, I came to the conclusion that it wasn’t actually Rachel, per se, that had been turning me on that evening. It was precisely because she had looked just like my wife that had made me react. 
I had watched her taking every effort to dress up in nice underwear and sophisticated clothing in order to impress her latest date, and it had been like watching my own wife preparing herself to go out—with someone who was not me. Then, when the professor arrived, I had visions of my wife going out on a date with him, rather than Rachel. It had seemed so wrong, and yet so strangely exciting to imagine it was Rebecca, and not Rachel, arm-in-arm with that guy on the way out the front door.
Why was I turned on by the thought of my wife going out on a date? I wasn’t sure, but I couldn’t deny the appeal.
 
 
*
 
 
My arousal faded as our usual routine kicked in, with Rebecca and I needing to get the kids to bed at the usual time, without any fuss so that they would get enough sleep before school in the morning. 
I guess I probably gave my wife a few less-than-normal admiring glances here and there, as she bent over the bath, perhaps, or while she was sitting in the armchair reading bedtime stories. But mostly, the kids just dominated my faculties until they were finally peaceful in their beds, their eyes closed. 
The fatigue that goes with dealing with kids can sap any kind of sexual energy between two parents, and that was usually the case for Rebecca and me, after six years of bringing up ours. 
I went to bed at the normal time—around ten-thirty, eleven o’clock—but Rebecca declared that she was going to stay up to wait for Rachel. She usually did when her sister went out on a first date. 
‘You know she’s a black belt in karate,’ I reminded her, as I often did. 
‘I know. But I need to know she’s safe.’
‘Expecting her to be back soon this time?’ I smiled, alluding to the fact that tonight Rachel was pretending to be Rebecca in order to ensnare a man who was not her usual type.
Rebecca grinned. ‘You know she always plays down how bright she really is—just because the guy’s a professor, doesn’t mean he won’t be eating out of her hand by the end of the evening.’
I wished her good night and headed upstairs, leaving her in front of a Ryan Reynolds movie with a glass of chilled Chablis. She didn’t normally drink alcohol on a school night, but I didn’t pass comment on it. My thoughts about Rachel going out on a date pretending to be her sister had kind of faded from me by then, I’d say. At least the sexual ones. 
However, as I was about to turn off my bedside lamp and actually go to sleep, I heard somebody—well, Rachel, obviously—arriving via the front door. At that point, I was reminded of what Rachel had been up to all evening—and there was a stirring between my legs as my curiosity started piping up. Had Rachel managed to get laid by pretending to be Rebecca?
I crept to the bedroom door, and then down the small hallway to the second-floor landing. I could see the two sisters embracing each other by way of greeting, Rachel all smiley and full of energy. 
‘He’s not that kind of guy,’ she was telling my wife. ‘You don’t sleep with guys like that on the first date.’ 
For a brief moment, with the way Rachel was dressed, it could have been my wife talking earnestly about the fact that she was going to play this guy slowly and wait until the professor was ready for a full night of seduction. My cock was rock-hard, harder than it had been for a long while it seemed to me, at the idea that Rebecca would work her way into another man’s bed.
What was that all about?
But I wasn’t in the mood right then to explore why such an idea turned me on. I was only interested in the fact that it did turn me on. 
Then the two women parted from each other, and Rachel was giggling and saying, ‘I’ll bet you I can get him to fuck me after the second date!’ 
And just like that, after an evening of suppressing it, the bounciness returned to Rachel, and despite appearances I could no longer be under any doubt that she had been the one out on a date, and not my wife. It was a surreal effect, seeing her change from one personality to another like that. She could have been a great actress, I swear. 
The two women chatted for a while about Rachel’s date, and I drifted back to the bedroom, my erection subsiding once Rachel’s ruse was over and the two sisters were both being themselves again. I was still awake when my wife came to bed, and while I surreptitiously watched her undressing before putting on her PJs, I did try to picture her as the one coming back home from a date rather than Rachel. But a flicker of arousal between my legs was not going anywhere—Rebecca and I never did anything sexual on a school night, it seemed to have become a concrete rule for our relationship, even if it had never actually been discussed openly. So nothing happened that night to make the most of my strange new turn-on.
It was another date, with a guy much more up Rachel’s street, that eventually heralded a return of my strange new sexual interest. 
 



Three
 
 
 
A few months later, I’d quietly forgotten about the night when Rachel had dressed up as my wife to go out with a professor. Rachel had been out with a number of different guys in the meantime—as was to be totally expected, given the way she led her life—and things between Rebecca and Rachel and I were totally normal, without anything to report. 
Then one night Rachel came home particularly late from a first date, a little more tipsy than usual. 
Like many of her dates, this guy had picked Rachel up in the early evening, and said a brief hello to the rest of us—it was almost part of a screening ritual, that made sure we were all happy that she wasn’t dating a psychopath. And like all her dates except that professor guy, this guy seemed to be just the kind of guy Rachel would go for—a big, strong, extroverted kind of alpha male. He was a policeman, no less. A detective, in fact. Paul. 
That evening, Rebecca stayed up a little later than me in order to wait for her sister’s return—or her text message in the event that she’d decided to stay the night with her date, which sometimes happened—even on a first date. I fell asleep, but was woken up by Rachel’s return since she was a little louder than usual, giggly and clumsy, and somewhat affected by alcohol.
It was 1am, my bedside clock informed me. I heard a crash as Rachel knocked something over, and lots of shushing as Rebecca attempted to persuade her to avoid waking the kids. I was a little amused at how Rachel had gotten on her date, and so I crept out to have a quick glance down from the upper floor landing. 
‘What can I say? He likes a drink. He’s a detective—it goes with the job, right?’ Rachel reported to her sister as Rebecca got her to sit down on the couch and attempt to make friends with a glass of water. 
‘You went home with him?’ Rebecca asked her. 
‘Only for a little while.’
‘You didn’t let me know where you were going.’ 
‘I’m sorry. I forgot,’ Rachel giggled. ‘But… hey, he’s a policeman. I was in safe hands, right? Can’t get much safer…’ 
‘You still need to text me,’ Rebecca insisted. ‘I was about to call the police.’
‘Probably would have got through to my guy…’ 
Rachel was settling, the kids were still asleep. Crisis averted. I was about to slip away back to bed, and then I heard Rachel say: 
‘You want to know how big he was?’ 
My ears pricked up. Had Rachel really said what I thought she’d said? She had to be really drunk. Rebecca was going to shut down this conversation pretty fast, I was certain. I was guessing she’d soon start encouraging Rachel to get to bed and not say anything further that she might regret about her date, assuming she was going to continue seeing him.
Then Rebecca asked, ‘How big?’ Like she was desperate for gossip. 
I caught my breath. What did she say?
Rachel giggled. ‘This big. I swear.’
I looked down through the banister to see my wife’s sister holding her hands out as though she was pretending to be a fork-lift truck. 
And far from shutting her sister’s conversation down, Rebecca covered her mouth with a palm and said, apparently fascinated, ‘Seriously?’ 
Rachel said, ‘I’m not kidding. You would have loved it. Him. You know what I mean. Totally your type.’
God. I was stunned. Totally Rebecca’s type? What was Rachel on about? Rebecca had a type? And Rebecca’s type was hung like a damn horse? My stomach kept lurching further and further toward my feet. Pretty soon it was going to be wallowing around inside one or other of my shoes. 
‘Totally my type physically, at least,’ Rebecca said. 
‘Well, yeah, he is a bit on the rough side.’
My heart was thumping hard inside my chest, I could feel the accelerated blood flow pulsing in my neck. And beneath my pajama pants, my manhood was hard as granite. Since when did Rebecca have a type who was physically so well endowed? I mean, I’d never had cause for complaints about my size, but I’ve always been fairly clear that mine was around average for guys in this country. Mine was perfectly fine, but not one to provoke conversations between women who might or might not have encountered it. And certainly not something anyone would attempt to describe by parting their hands like some inebriated fisherman bragging about the One That Got Away. 
 I was surprised, I was a little confused. But, strangely, I wouldn’t have said I was jealous. At least, not in a bad way.
I was presuming that Rachel was referring to Rebecca’s taste in men before she met me. That, perhaps, she tended to date well-sized men back when they were both in college, or young urban professionals living up life in the capital. And yet that dark side of my personality—that side that had reacted so lustily to the sight of Rachel pretending to be Rebecca when she went out on a date with that professor guy—was kind of intrigued by the possibility that Rebecca might have somehow seen a big-dicked guy here and there while we were married. 
How could I possibly be turned on by the idea that my wife had cheated on me? 
As I said, I was confused. 
At the time, I think I just put it down to the fact that suddenly finding out that my wife had a thing for big dicks recast her image in my mind as more of a naughty nymph than the scrupulous wife-and-mother she had become through our relationship. I didn’t blame her—how was it her fault that she happened to like a certain kind of guy, or that I didn’t quite fit that mould? If anything, she had looked beyond her usual ‘type’ in order to date me, and had decided I was so special I was even worth marrying. 
So I was just rock hard, and not angry or upset or broken at the thought that I wasn’t the absolute perfect specimen of a man in my wife’s eyes. 
My thoughts made me miss what my wife and her sister said next before descending into fits of giggles. 
Rachel said something like, ‘You know who else has an unbelievable package?’ 
Then Rebecca said, somewhat pouring cold water on things, ‘I’m a married woman, Rach.’ As though she needed to remind her sister. Her tone was totally Rebecca again, the conventional, slightly conservative and traditionally-minded woman I had married. I trusted her, I knew she wouldn’t do something to actively destroy our marriage. At the same time, the fact that she had to remind Rachel of her married status seemed to suggest that Rachel was trying to persuade her to do something beyond the boundaries of her marriage—like perhaps go on a date with the detective, in place of Rachel.
I had to scurry back into our bedroom, as I saw Rebecca telling Rachel they both needed to get some sleep now. I had to try to calm down so that my wife wouldn’t climb back into bed and accidentally brush against the hardest erection that had probably been encountered on that particular mattress. I had to try not to think about the night when Rachel had dressed up and pretended to be her sister to go out on a date with the professor guy, Ethan. About how easy it would have been for Rebecca herself to go out on that date instead.
I had to stop thinking about how it might really feel if Rebecca did cheat on me.
It wasn’t the sex thing that put me off. I just didn’t like the thought of my wife lying to me, or trying to deceive me.
Should I have told my wife about the strange, dark thoughts that had been doing the rounds inside my head since Rachel had pretended to be her on that night out with professor Ethan? Probably. Possibly. 
But there never seemed to be a right time. It was too unusual, too outside the box. Rebecca and I had our lives carefully etched in stone, the kind of routine that could not be disrupted if we valued our sanity. We had had such a difficult time dealing with the kids when they’d been younger, that now the two of them were sleeping properly and eating properly and progressing well at school and nursery, we just didn’t want anything to upset the applecart. 
Rebecca and I went on having sex once a week, safely scheduled on a Saturday night once the kids were long since tucked up and away with the faeries. I’ll admit that things were suddenly a little more hot and spicy between the covers now that I had this little fantasy in my head of my wife sneaking away with the good professor for a little illicit infidelity.
Rebecca seemed to like it too.
‘Jesus, honey, is that you? You’re so hard…’
‘Yeah, I just… you know… I guess I’ve been eating a little less junk food recently, or something…’
‘God… it feels amazing…’
We still did it with the lights off, though, and there was little more to it than Rebecca lying there on her back, waiting for me to climb between her open thighs, and then moaning a little while I made myself come inside her. Hardly the kind of sex that would cause the neighbors to thump on the walls and complain, but I was fairly sure that it was enough to make Rebecca come, as well as myself. It was just that the two of us had streamlined our weekly sex sessions into the most efficient possible path to mutual orgasms. 
It kept us both sexually satisfied, anyway. It just didn’t quite move the ground beneath us—and, I suppose, it left the door open to a little fantasy in our heads. I had to assume that Rebecca had fantasies of guys with large dicks, after all. My fantasy du jour just happened to be my own wife being wicked and unfaithful. 
So what changed? I hear you ask.
What changed is that Ethan, the professor, came back into the picture. 



Four
 
 
 
It was mid-week, and I had had to phone Rebecca to apologize because I was stuck on a train back from London, and it had apparently broken down just past Reading. While the train operator fretted about whether to turf us all onto train replacement buses, there was no chance I was going to get back in time to help out with bed-time.
‘It’s okay, sweetie. Rachel’s staying over for a few nights,’ my wife said, completely calm. ‘She’ll help out with bedtime, it’ll all be fine.’ 
Did I mention how great it was to have your wife’s twin around regularly? We didn’t really have grandparents helping out much, so Rachel was a life-saver quite frequently.
Anyway, it was a load off my mind. The train eventually got going again, pulling in to Oxford station at about seven o’clock, meaning that I would finally arrive at our North Oxford terraced house at some point around seven-thirty. 
The big surprise was when I went through to the living room to find my wife all dressed up in her most sophisticated, elegant dress—something she usually wore only when the two of us attended the annual industry awards ceremony in London’s Dorchester Hotel. It was crimson, and dropped all the way down to the floor, but at the same time lifted and accentuated her bust, and left much of it exposed.
‘Uh… honey, did I forget some kind of thing we were supposed to go to tonight?’ I asked her, somewhat baffled. 
‘Uh… no, sweetie, you didn’t.’
I turned to see Rebecca sitting on the couch in a casual t-shirt and sweatpants, calmly holding on to a glass of cool white wine while she watched her sister gazing into the large mirror above the mantelpiece, fretting over how she looked in the dress. I received a little startled jolt as I realized I had once again mistaken Rachel for Rebecca. 
Wow. Rachel had done another really good job of making herself look like her sister. It was the hair, mostly. Straightened, loose around her shoulders. And maybe the makeup, too. She just looked more sophisticated, more mature, more grown-up. More Rebecca.
‘Don’t tell me she’s found another egghead to go out with?’ I asked my wife with a wry grin.
Rebecca chuckled. ‘Nope. Same one.’
‘Same one?’ 
She nodded. ‘Our good Professor, Ethan, has come back into the picture, it seems.’
Rachel turned to us with a classic Rachel smirk plastered all over her face. ‘You make me sound like some kind of floozy! Just because I happen to like the freedom to see whichever guys I like, doesn’t mean I can’t… you know… like some guys in particular.’
Rebecca was laughing. ‘We’re just not used to you dating someone you already tried and tested before.’ 
Rachel glared at her sister for a moment, but it was still in jest. ‘I can date whoever I want. And for your information it wasn’t me who broke it off with Ethan in the first place—he had to spend a few months in the United States as part of his research.’ 
I looked at Rebecca and we both raised our eyebrows in unison, silently asking each other whether this could really be Rachel finding a man she wanted to keep longer than she might keep a loaf of bread. 
‘So, do you think I’ll pass?’ she asked us, presenting herself from the front, then twisting on her heels to show us the side, and the back of her outfit. 
‘You look great,’ I said, with due caution. She really did look like Rebecca. She was talking like her, too. Standing like her. 
‘You pass,’ Rebecca nodded solemnly. 
‘You know,’ I said, ‘If you want to keep hold of this guy long-term, eventually you’re going to have to… you know… not keep pretending to be your sister.’
Rachel grinned. ‘Early days, huh? Early days.’ 
My hard-on was back in full force. The front doorbell sounded, and I went to open the door and welcome the professor, Ethan, inside. And I didn’t have to tax my imagination to think that it was Rebecca, rather than Rachel, who was kissing him meekly on the cheek and blushing faintly at the sight of him, at how plainly interested he was in her, and how plainly interested in him she was. On the surface it was sweet, I was happy for the two of them—and hopeful that this was, indeed, Rachel thinking about settling down with one guy who would make her truly happy for the rest of her life.
But I also liked to think that my wife was being naughty and going out on a date with another guy. It would refuel my fantasy tank again when Saturday night arrived and Rebecca let me inside her again. 
‘Nice to see you again. Rachel was saying you’ve been Stateside for a little while?’ 
‘Yeah. I had to do a little digging around Wall Street. For my sins.’
‘Is that right? I heard they’ve been giving the inmates the keys to the asylum.’ 
‘Hmm… Well, let’s just say I’m glad to be home.’ 
Ethan was a perfectly nice guy, and all dressed up in a smart tuxedo that both twins seemed to be quite taken with. He even stuck around for a glass of wine and a conversation before glancing at the time and whisking Rachel away to the ball, whichever university ball it was they were attending. 
 As the two of them were heading out the door, Rachel glanced back to her sister only once, whereupon Rebecca mouthed the words ‘good luck’—and then they were gone on their date, leaving Rebecca and myself in a quiet house, vaguely amused at Rachel’s conceit in impersonating her sister for the sake of another date with the handsome professor. 
‘You know, she does a very good job of being you,’ I said to my wife as we decamped to the couch and turned on the TV. 
‘Maybe,’ Rebecca chuckled. ‘But she needs so much reassurance that she looks good like that.’
‘You think she’ll get away with it?’
‘What do you mean?’ my wife gave me a sharp look for a moment. 
‘Well… you know… she’s gone to so much effort to get this guy interested in her… but any moment she could just slip into… you know… being Rachel again.’
‘She is being Rachel.’
‘You know what I mean,’ I said. ‘She could start being her usual… you know… bouncy self again… and Ethan might get confused.’ 
Rebecca smiled as she started opening another bottle of wine. ‘You know she’s not really impersonating me, don’t you?’ she said. ‘She is being Rachel. She’s just channeling a different side to her personality. You know… more… refined… more… mature.’
‘But she looks… she acts… just like you,’ I said.
Rebecca shrugged and poured herself another glass of vino. ‘We’re identical twins. That’s how we are when… you know… when we’re behaving like mature, responsible adults.’ 
I chuckled. ‘Mature, responsible adults? Opening a second bottle of wine on a school night?’
She giggled, and for a moment I might have almost said that she was channeling the Rachel side of their ‘identical’ personality. ‘After what I just went through to get her ready for tonight,’ she said, ‘I deserve another glass of wine. You joining me?’
‘Sure,’ I smiled, and accepted another glass of wine. 
‘She really likes him,’ she said, sitting back with her glass and the remote control to select the next episode of the TV show Designated Survivor for us to watch on Netflix. ‘I guess he just brings that side of her out into the open more.’
‘The refined, mature side of her?’ Notice I didn’t say ‘the Rebecca side of her’. I was kind of surprised to hear Rebecca arguing that this sort of personality change in Rachel was merely her sister attempting to be slightly more mature than usual.
‘Exactly.’ 
‘You have to admit, when she’s being like that, she is being exactly like you,’ I said, putting an arm around her shoulders affectionately. 
‘Maybe,’ she said, smiling almost with a touch of pride. ‘But she’s not really used to… you know… behaving that way. The way a 32-year-old woman should.’
‘Ouch!’ I laughed. 
‘Well… you know… she’s been playing the happy-go-lucky single girl for so long. Maybe she looks at us and realizes there comes a time when you’re better off… you know… settling down… finding someone you really want to be with for the rest of your life…’ 
We gazed into each other’s eyes, and I suppose the wine was getting to us a little, but in that moment Rebecca looked genuinely contented with her lot, and I felt an emotional sense of satisfaction that she was, apparently, so happy settling down with me for the rest of her life. Even if her ‘type’ might be a guy with an enormous penis. I was truly lucky to have found her, I recognized that, too.
I leaned in and kissed her mouth, and at first she caught her breath at the unexpectedness of it—I guess we didn’t usually go in for making out on the couch on a school night. Or any night, in fact, these days. 
I really couldn’t remember the last time I’d really kissed my wife like this—tenderly, gently, lovingly. It was, I realized, something else that had generally fallen by the wayside as our love-making had become more and more streamlined into its current highly efficient path-to-orgasm. 
It was really nice, kissing her. So sweet and warm, her lips so soft and tender. And even if I wasn’t still fired up from seeing Rachel pretending to be Rebecca as she went out on her date with Ethan, I was surprised at just how much this kiss was turning me on. Maybe we needed to rethink our love-making efficiency strategy.
I think as we kissed I was also surprised that Rebecca wasn’t ending it, wasn’t breaking off from it, wasn’t making light of it as being inspired by the wine and not a normal part of our evenings in front of the TV. She was melting into it, moaning quietly, enjoying it completely. 
‘Mmm… is that for me?’ she said as I felt her hand drift over my lap where it brushed against my powerful hard-on. 
‘Uh-huh,’ I said as she pulled away from me, though her hand took another quick swoop over my lap to make sure she hadn’t been imagining things when she’d discover my erection. 
‘On a school night?’ 
‘What?’ I chuckled, ‘The way you were looking at me just then… that was, like, pure sex. Of course I’m going to be… you know… excited…’
‘You know we never do anything on a school night,’ she said almost sternly. 
It seemed to take a moment or two for both of us to realize her hand had remained in place over the bulge in my trousers. Our eyes connected, both of us apparently rather taken aback at this, that I was so hard and that she was touching it… in fact… stroking it… 
There was a glimmer of mischief in her eyes that I think I hadn’t seen since before we were married. Or, at least, before the kids came along. Kids really sap the energy out of a relationship, huh. As much as I adore ours. 
Oh, we’d both had a bit of wine by then, but I took that hint of mischief in her eyes to mean something like, why should Rachel get to have all the fun tonight? 
I smiled as though to agree with her unsaid comment. 
Then she brought her other hand into play, to work on unfastening my fly, pulling open my pants. Then her fingers were slipping down my boxer shorts and curling around my throbbing hardness. Wow. It was nothing more than a hand around my cock, but somehow it seemed unusual—I guessed because we weren’t supposed to do this on a school night, and because this kind of foreplay didn’t make it into our usual routine. And the wine. 
Her eyes seemed full of wickedness as they rose from my crotch up to my face, to latch onto my own gaze as my face melted into a moan now that she stroked and squeezed my shaft without anything in the way of her fingers. 
‘You want me to stop?’ she said, as rhetorical a question as I’ve heard. 
‘Uh-uh,’ I moaned. 
She looked down again, pulling my manhood out of my underwear into the open, drinking in the sight of my exposed cock in this unusual environment, downstairs. She went on massaging it in one hand, but now slipped off the couch, her gaze flicking between my eyes—to register how I was responding to her—and the hardness in her hands. 
For a moment, she paused, hesitating, thinking about something. Then, as if I needed much more stimulus for what she was doing, she suddenly stripped off her t-shirt, pulling it off over her head to reveal her small but pert breasts contained and uplifted by a black Wonderbra. Her bra vanished next, leaving behind all her wonderful bare flesh, and seriously stiff nipples pointing my way. 
She looked so adoringly at me, I almost wondered if she’d taken something—I don’t know, the female equivalent of the little blue pill, if there was one. 
‘You’re so hard, honey…’ she breathed, leaning in so close to my cock, as her soulful brown eyes stuck fast on mine, that the tip brushed against her soft cheek while she continued to squeeze and stroke my shaft. ‘I love it…’
 ‘It’s all yours,’ I said unnecessarily. 
She opened her mouth and ducked down, and now gently lashed the tip of my cock with her tongue, before bringing it between her soft lips. She kissed it, sucked on it tentatively, and then a little more eagerly. 
Brushing her hair out of her face, she held the base of my cock in one hand and stroked the shaft with the other, and now stretched her lips around it again, this time sinking down, enveloping me in the heat of her mouth. 
‘Mmmm…’ she was moaning almost as much as I was. 
I just watched and hung on trying not to come all over the living room while she enjoyed playing with my cock. It was like a new toy for her—or maybe an old favorite that she’d forgotten about and had now rediscovered. 
Her sister going out on a date with the professor had reminded her that she had a man available for her own needs, right under her nose. A man she didn’t need to wait until Saturday night to use.
She withdrew me from her mouth and leaned in, and now tipped forward, pressing my cock between her breasts. I was surprised just how hot her soft flesh felt, how pleasurable even if her breasts were only handfuls. Her nipples were so stiff, and the way she was moaning, it was like she was pleasuring herself by rubbing my cock against her. 
‘Oh God…’ I moaned as she rubbed my cock between her breasts. Something she’d never done before, not even when we’d been dating, as far as I remembered. Had she read about it somewhere? Had she watched some secret pornography?
Maybe it just came to her. The urge to defile herself with my dick. To rub my manhood over her skin, to mark herself with it. 
I leaned forward to kiss her mouth, wondering how far she wanted to go with this. The whole reason we’d always limited sex to the bedroom late on a Saturday night was because we didn’t want kids running in at a bad moment. Was she concerned about that now?
‘Come in my mouth,’ she whispered, and it seemed to me she was thinking that things were getting a little too risky by now. Ellie had a habit of coming downstairs multiple times in the night to get a glass of water, partly because she wanted to see what her mother and I were getting up to after the kids’ bed-time. 
Anyway. I wanted to reciprocate, I wanted to take my beautiful wife in my arms and make love to her fully, right there on the couch. But she never did this, she never went down on me these days, she never sweetly asked me to splash my seed against the back of her throat. 
She had to know I’d be in no fit state to continue once I came. Or at least, I wouldn’t for a while. I wasn’t a twenty-something any more. She held onto my cock and clamped her lips around my shaft, and really wasn’t taking ‘no’ for an answer. 
I did as she asked, gently placing my hands on her head before letting go, indulging in the heat and softness of her mouth and her hungry suction, freed from any guilt by her quiet, appreciative moans. 
‘Oh God…’ I growled, and felt the wave of sexual bliss wash through me, my cock triggered in her hands into a bucking, bolting animal. 
I swear, she giggled as she felt my sticky come shoot out into her mouth. A little escaped the corner of her mouth. I guess we weren’t well-practiced at this any more.
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Rebecca didn’t seem in any way put out that our little mid-week fandango on the couch had only really involved her providing oral stimulation to me, with nothing to follow for her. I was a little surprised by it, as I thought that after a little break for me to recover, she might demand something in return. 
But if anything, it seemed that her brief taste of oral had given her sufficient pleasure as well, even if it wasn’t as direct as it could have been. Ellie did, indeed, come downstairs a little later to demand attention and an end to the injustice of enforced nocturnal slumber—but Rebecca not only volunteered to go deal with it, but she went off hand-in-hand with our littlest, with a real spring in her step. 
By the time Ellie was asleep again, however, it was getting really late. I had gone to bed, since I generally felt awful in the morning if I didn’t get enough rest and then had to go to work. I was aware that Rebecca had joined me in our bed after that only when, a little later still, I felt the mattress move and she climbed back out of bed. I remember glancing up at the bedside clock, which told me it was 1am, and assumed that Rebecca was simply getting up to use the bathroom, since there was no sound of Ellie crying coming from the kids’ room.
A little later still, however, as I was attempting to get back to sleep, Rebecca hadn’t returned to bed. 
My mind naturally recalled the time she’d crept out to greet her sister on return from her date with the detective guy. When they talked about my wife’s ‘type’ as being guys with big dicks. Had Rebecca slipped out to check on Rachel again, after tonight’s date with Ethan?
I tried to be as still as possible, to listen for evidence that Rachel had returned. I could hear the faint hum of the white noise machine in the kids’ room, which helped Ellie and Matthew to sleep. Nothing much else. Then… laughter. Giggling. Rachel and Rebecca, cackling together, before one or both realized their need for quiet, whereupon one of them shushed the other.
I slipped out of bed and crept out of the bedroom—my cover story already forming on my lips for a silent rehearsal… just going to the bathroom, honey. Oh, is Rachel home? But there are benefits to having a reputation for sleeping like a rock. Rachel and Rebecca felt fairly safe chatting downstairs, what with my usually-safe sleeping habits and the children audibly concealed by their white noise machine. 
My ears pricked up as I moved to the end of the hallway, where the upper floor landing began. 
‘…But you must have wanted to, right?’ 
‘God, yeah… I am so horny now, it’s insane.’
‘So why didn’t you?…I mean, you said yourself, he’s totally your kind of—’
‘I’ve told you, Rach. I’m married.’ 
My manhood thickened up between my thighs in record time. Was Rachel really trying to sell Rebecca on somehow dating Ethan herself? Firstly, why would anyone try to persuade their sibling to go out with the guy they’ve been dating themselves? Secondly, since Rachel knew Rebecca and I were so happily married, why would she try to disrupt that by tempting her sister like some kind of devil-in-the-desert? 
I edged very, very slowly out of the cover of the wall so that I might peer down through the banisters at the living room. 
‘But he’d never know. No one would ever know.’ 
‘I’d know. Do you know how guilt feels? I swear, you’ve never felt it.’ 
‘I don’t have any use for it.’ 
I saw them. Rachel dressed up all smartly in Rebecca’s clothes, still very much looking the part. Rebecca wearing her usual nightwear—faded t-shirt and boy shorts—and standing a trifle jauntily, which suggested she was still feeling a little naughty after her evening’s fooling around with her husband on the couch. I saw their mouths move on conversation and the picture I was getting suddenly seemed to turn in on itself, folding up and unfolding in some bizarre manner as though reality itself was on the blink. 
We have just lost cabin pressure. 
‘We’ve done it before. He never had any idea.’ 
‘We’ve done it so I could go to the movies on a school night one time.’
‘Twice. That last Twilight movie was in two parts, remember?’ 
‘Okay, but that was Twilight. Nothing like going out on a date…’ 
I was watching Rachel, and Rebecca’s voice was coming out of her mouth. Watching Rebecca, and now she sounded like Rachel. 
It was like staring at one of those optical illusion images, you start out looking at a dark silhouette of a chalice on a white background, and then you look at it again and see the picture’s really two white silhouettes of faces looking at each other in front of a black background. 
 Jesus. 
Edward Norton and Brad Pitt in Fight Club, right? People are always asking me if I know Tyler Durden. I never saw the twist coming in that movie, either. I never see twists coming in movies. 
I am Jack’s complete and utter stunned surprise.
There on the upper floor landing, gazing down furtively at the two identical twins, I had to completely evaluate my entire ability to tell them apart. Again. There, all nicely made up and wearing Rebecca’s finest eveningwear after coming back from pretending to be a woman like Rebecca on a date with Ethan was… Rebecca. And there, wearing Rebecca’s comfortably casual nightwear with her hair styled like Rebecca, after a quiet evening in with yours truly was… Rachel. 
‘No wait, the first time was when you went to see Magic Mike, wasn’t it? So it was three times…’ 
‘It was the sequel to Magic Mike. I saw Magic Mike on the plane.’ 
‘And has Jacob ever twigged that you’re obsessed with Twilight? Or that guy in Magic Mike…?’
‘No, Rach, but secretly watching movies your husband would not enjoy is not the same as going out on a date with another guy…’
My wife had gone out on a date with Ethan, our friendly economics professor. She had been out all night with him, and had returned home at 1am or not long before. And, unless I was very much mistaken, her intention had been to sleep with the guy—until guilt had gotten the better of her. Meanwhile, the woman I had spent the evening with had been Rachel—and it had been Rachel, my wife’s sister, who had gone down on me, not my wife.
And I wouldn’t have known any of this unless I’d just eavesdropped on the pair of them. In fact, I suddenly got the feeling that my wife and Rachel could have switched on any number of occasions in the past, for whatever reason, and I would never have even suspected. 
It’s called a changeover. The movie goes on, and nobody in the audience has any idea.
I needed to stop distinguishing the two of them by the obvious style and behavior differences. Actually, I felt kind of stupid about it—I know, if you really love someone, you should really be able to tell them from their twin, identical or not. But the thing was, physically the two of them were so similar. Neither of them had freckles or any obvious moles on their faces that would instantly give them away. Sure, they probably had different moles in different places elsewhere on their bodies—but I’d never had need to memorize that kind of thing because the personality differences between my wife and her sister had always been so clear, or at least so I’d thought.
‘So what happened in the end? Tell me you didn’t finish things with him…’
‘No, of course I didn’t. He’s your date, Rach.’ 
‘After you were in that new bar down by The Bear…’
‘I texted you: we went for a walk down to the Cherwell.’ 
‘And after that. You didn’t text me about that part…’ 
Now my cock was so hard, you probably could have cut glass with it. My heart was banging away at a few hundred beats per minute. I was sweating to the point that a droplet trickled down my temple. 
My wife had gone out on a date with another guy. She had basically intended to cheat on me. Had it been Rebecca who went out with Ethan the first time, before he had to spend time in the United States? It was possible—but from the tone of their conversation right now, it appeared that tonight had been the first time Rebecca had been out with Ethan. 
I remembered talking to Rachel-pretending-to-be-Rebecca just after Rebecca-pretending-to-be-Rachel (dressed as Rebecca) had left for her dinner and drinks with Ethan. Rachel saying ‘she really likes him’ about her sister and the professor. Had she been referring to herself, despite her loaning the guy to her sister for the night, or had she been referring to Rebecca? Saying that my wife really liked him.
I had to assume that, since Rachel had then started talking about the potential to settle down with the guy, she had been referring to herself really liking Ethan. Still, the uncertainty rocked my system. Surely my wife wouldn’t contemplate a long-term affair with some guy, using her sister as some kind of disguise? 
‘We went to his place for a bit,’ my wife now admitted to her sister. 
‘You went to his place for a bit. But you didn’t sleep with him.’
‘I… we… we made out a little.’ 
For the first time in my life, I thought I might come without anyone, even myself, touching my penis. 
‘You made out a little. You felt his…?’
‘Through his clothes, sure.’
‘Isn’t it incredible?’
‘Yeah, it’s—’
‘I told you he was just your type. So did you—?’ 
It seemed so strange. I knew I should have felt jealous that Rebecca had gone home with another man, that she had made out with him. That she had felt his god-damn cock, albeit through his pants. Why was I so ridiculously turned on by hearing about my wife being unfaithful? Or at least… in the early stages of infidelity. Making out with some guy. Because now she denied going any further.
‘No, I already told you. I didn’t sleep with him.’
‘But you could have… you know… done things. Gone down on him. Or whatever.’ 
‘I’ve told you. We had a few glasses of wine. We made out on his couch a little.’
‘You know me and Jacob made out on the couch a little too.’ 
Suddenly, my whole body went cold. I mean, ice cold. My heart screeched to a halt, my skin went all frosty, goose-bumps rising up. Perspiration on my hairline felt like someone had smeared ice cream all over my brow. My erection vanished like a cheap magic trick. I saw what was coming. 
Rachel said next, ‘And Jacob came in my mouth.’ 
Was I in trouble? 
Would Rebecca be angry at me, because I had unknowingly allowed her sister to suck my cock thinking it was her? Would she accuse me of secretly knowing that had been her sister all along, because my wife would never, ever do something like that on a school night? 
Was it some weird ploy to catch me out as an adulterer so she would be free to go off and pursue Ethan without giving up the moral high ground? 
Rebecca chided her sister, ‘On a school night?’ 
She didn’t seem all that angry. 
Rachel said, ‘Something made him hard as a rock just after you guys left for the evening. What would you have done? Told him to go take a cold shower?’
‘I don’t know. It doesn’t ever happen on a school night.’
‘It did tonight. He was quite the horn dog. Is that really what wine does to him?’ 
‘No,’ Rebecca said. ‘It usually just makes him sleepy. Tell me you guys at least went up to the bedroom and locked the door?’
My heart started beating again. In fact, my pulse picked up and up and up. My erection returned in full force. Had my wife really just suggested that her one concern about her sister going down on me was that it should all take place in the proper environment? Safely shut away from possibly intrusion by sleepless kids? 
‘We were down here on the couch. I said.’
‘Oh, Rach! You know Ellie likes to come downstairs at night sometimes…’ 
‘It wasn’t all that long, you know? I just took him in my mouth a little.’ 
‘So did he suspect anything?’
‘No, I don’t think so. Why, you telling me you guys don’t…?’
‘We… haven’t for awhile.’
‘Seriously? It’s so nice, Becca. And it’s the perfect size for…’ 
‘We just… I don’t know… there never seems to be enough time…’ 
 It was all just bizarre. Rachel was almost acting like some kind of sex counselor, persuading her sister to start going down on her husband again. Perhaps she was more of a sex surrogate than a sex counselor. Rebecca didn’t seem in the slightest bit put out by the knowledge that her sister had gone down on me. From the sound of it, if I’d fucked Rachel it wouldn’t have been an issue, either, as long as it had taken place safely in the bedroom. 
After all this time married to Rebecca, with kids and everything, how could I know the two sisters so little? 
‘There’s always time, don’t be an idiot, Becks. You’re feeling like it now, right?’
‘I suppose…’
‘So go wake him up and… you know…’
Rebecca glanced up toward the stairs, toward the bedrooms—toward me, standing there observing her—and I had to quickly lean back to conceal myself behind the wall. Damn it. Had she seen me? My heart started drumming hard again as the chill of fear circulated inside my veins. Now I was worried she’d come stomping up the stairs and demand to know why I’d been spying on her. 
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I heard one of the lower steps creak, and wasn’t going to wait around to find out whether she’d spotted me up there, or not. I fled the scene, silently scampering along the carpeted hallway back to the bedroom, before diving as quietly as I could back into bed. 
I waited, I listened, I pretended to be asleep. 
I heard the footsteps creak over the final step, and then counted one-Mississippi, two-Mississippi, as though I could calculate her progress toward the bedroom. She was taking her time if she was coming into the bedroom. There was a whisper outside our doorway. Another whisper. Both of them were out there. It figured—Rebecca always knew which floorboards to avoid in order to minimize creaks, Rachel never bothered.
 I heard another creaky floorboard down the hall just outside the bathroom—they’d gone there to change. Of course. As far as oblivious Jacob was concerned, Rebecca was still Rachel-dressed-up-as-Rebecca. They would undress in the bathroom, Rachel handing over Rebecca’s nightwear. Rachel would have her own nightwear in the chest of drawers within the guest bedroom. 
A little while later, there was a creak as Rachel left the bathroom and ducked into the guest bedroom. 
I was lying on my back with my eyes closed just enough that she would think I was asleep. Through my eyelashes I could see the bedroom door open, and there was Rebecca in silhouette against the light from the hallway. I pretended to be asleep, but part of my act was trying to fool my own body into keeping calm—I wasn’t supposed to be excited that my almost-unfaithful wife had returned from a date with another man, I wasn’t supposed to be turned on by the fact that she had made out with Ethan, that she had very nearly gone through with it and fucked him in his own home behind my back. 
I wasn’t supposed to have a hard-on because my wife had felt his big cock through his clothes and had desired it—because my wife’s ‘type’, apparently, was guys with big dicks. 
It was all but impossible to get my hard-on to play ball. 
Rebecca paused in the doorway, looking at me in the light from behind her. What was she thinking? Was she upset that her sister had fooled around with me while she’d been gone? Was she disappointed now she laid eyes on me, her same-old familiar husband, whose manhood was so average compared to the handsome professor? Was she turned on that she had very nearly become an adulteress?
I sighed and wriggled a little in bed as though I was merely tossing and turning in my sleep, but ended up turning my head more toward her. I could see her hand roaming over her body—between her legs, up over her stomach, around the curve of one breast. She squeezed one nipple and then the other through her t-shirt, the same faded t-shirt Rachel had been wearing while pretending to be her. 
She was horny, God she was horny. When had she last been like this? I loved it. I loved that her date with another guy had left her like this. 
She was wavering, unable to quite decide what she was going to do. I could imagine what she was thinking—was she really going to wake me up for sex? It was so unlike her, it was so completely unlike our normal schedule. And yet she was so horny. She couldn’t go masturbate in the shower, because I might wonder why she’d come back to bed freshly showered in the middle of the night. She couldn’t just masturbate without a shower, either, because I’d be able to tell that, too, she was certain. Then she would remind herself that her sister had already broken the rules by going down on me earlier that evening. Since ‘she’ had already broken the rules earlier that evening, now she would be thinking she was probably justified in being horny right now, so late on a school night.
Tentatively, she came inside the bedroom and closed the door. Ellie and Matthew wouldn’t be able to open it themselves, they always hammered on the door and yelled if they needed us. We were safe in here.
She stepped up to the bed, peering at me in the low orangey light from the streetlamps outside filtering in through our thin curtains. I could smell her faint perfume, and the slight muskiness of her arousal. I concentrated on breathing, on looking as though I was asleep. Squeezed my eyes tight shut as though it would prove my sleep. 
She stepped away. I didn’t see her, I didn’t hear her, I smelled her depart from beside the bed. I had to conceal a slight shiver with another sleep-wiggle. It was so strange, and so exciting, to know that she had just been out on a date of all things. A date. My wife on a date. 
She must have been flirting with him all evening. She must have been so thrilled, so excited. Wondering whether she would, or she wouldn’t, be able to go through with sex at the end of the night. Frightened he might see through her disguise-within-a-disguise, but at the same time so wired about the possibility that this handsome man might fuck her at the close of the date. 
I couldn’t help but be hard, thinking about that. 
I felt Rebecca climb slowly onto the end of the bed, prowling over me like a panther on a night hunt, her smooth legs brushing against mine as she went, her breasts sweeping over my lap, purposefully stroking my manhood as she went.
I made a drowsy, confused noise as though I was waking up and unsure what was going on. ’Mmm…?’ 
‘What’s this?’ Rebecca said quietly, as she felt my cock so stiff in the dark, first with her chest and then with her hands. 
‘Honey?’ I said, still feigning sleepiness. 
She peeled back the bedsheet, and her hand closed over my hardness through the thin material of my pajama pants. ‘You’re all nice and hard… again,’ she said, and I felt her face press against my lower stomach, kissing me a few inches below my navel.
I chuckled, feeling confidence and relief surging through me at the tone of her voice—she wasn’t mad at me because her sister had sucked me off, and she hadn’t caught me spying on her conversation with Rachel downstairs. She was just plain horny.
‘I was dreaming about you,’ I said, a white lie that husbands probably tell wives all the time, but in this instance the lie part for me was that I’d been dreaming. I had been thinking about her. 
‘About me?’ she said, innocently, kissing her way up my chest, now, though pressing her body against my hardness as she did so. ‘What could have made you do that?’
Her face closed in on mine. I smelled the wine on her breath, and it struck me why Rachel had been sipping on wine all evening while pretending to be my wife. At the same time, there was something about her, about Rebecca now, that smelled unfamiliar—I don’t know what it was; a hint of cigarette smoke, perhaps, though she hadn’t been the one smoking. A hint of rich food, perhaps. A hint of someone else’s fragrance. It was a very faint tint to her scent that made me certain she had very recently been somewhere else, outside. Not at home with me all evening. 
It just made me want her more. Confirmation, you might say, that she had been out on a date.
She crushed her little nose against mine and sucked on my lower lip, and we kissed like we hadn’t in years. Soft, tender, so very sweet. I reached up and swept my fingers through her silky hair, then down the curve of her back, to seek out the roundness of her behind. 
 ‘I guess I was dreaming about what you were doing earlier this evening,’ I told her, and though it was a risk reminding her of my accidental infidelity, it was also another opportunity for me to test her attitude toward what had happened. Was she really that blasé about her sister taking advantage of me like that?
Apparently, she was. 
‘You enjoyed that,’ she said, a smile in her voice.
‘Mmm…’ I moaned in agreement, brushing her hair out of her face and kissing her mouth again. 
She rubbed her crotch over my hardness as we kissed, but then she was kissing her way back down my chest, so softly, so seductively. It was all so different to our usual Saturday night quickie. She was taking pleasure from exploring my body, my masculinity, rather than simply using it for a rapid and efficient orgasm. 
She arrived between my legs, kneeling there but ducking down so that she could graze her face over the prominent bulge in my PJ pants. She stroked it, once, twice, then peeled my pants down to expose my hard cock in the low light streaming through the curtains. 
‘Mmmm…’ it was her turn to moan as she lifted my cock with one hand, gazing at it as though reminding herself how it looked. 
She licked the underside, and I felt her hot breath on my sensitive flesh—and I could feel the slight tremor in her breath, as though she was mildly nervous. That I would discover her and her sister’s deception, perhaps. That I would know it hadn’t been her who had gone down on me earlier that evening. 
Then her lips touched against the tip of my cock, and she drew my hardness into her mouth. God, it felt amazing. How had this fallen off our normal schedule? She looked up at me with those pretty, dark eyes and seemed to be really enjoying tangling with my cock like this once again, after so long. Was she imagining it was Ethan she was doing this to? Had her date with the professor reminded her of her love of sucking on cock, of connecting with a man in this wicked way? 
Or was she stirred instead by the knowledge that her sister had done this to me, that she now needed to reclaim me as hers, even though I’d believed that it was her at the time? 
Whatever. She paused in her pursuit of my cock to haul my PJ pants all the way off, and then she was peeling her own t-shirt and shorts off, so that I could see her so beautifully nude in the half-light. Then she ducked down between my legs and directed my cock back to her mouth, to resume doing what her sister had started that evening. 
I stroked her hair and moaned as she bobbed down and up on my shaft, savoring it as though it was some delicious prize that had been kept from her clutches all this time, and now was available to her for a limited time only. 
I had to try and think about something else in order to delay orgasm—I wanted to reciprocate this time, particularly since Rebecca was so turned on herself. However, my mind drifted to the memory of my wife being escorted out of the front door by her date earlier that evening, and that only made me more and more turned on. 
What would it be like if she’d really gone through with it? If she’d gone with Ethan to his bed, laid between his legs like this, licking and sucking on his cock while she gazed, adoringly, up at his face? 
I had to bite my tongue to avoid coming in her mouth. 
Then she was pulling herself up, straddling my hips, slipping my hardness in between her legs, into her burning-hot, sopping wet pussy. Looming over me, even in the low light from outside she looked spectacular, her nipples so stiff and prominent on her pert breasts, the curve of her waist flaring out into her hips, her flat stomach drawing my eyes down between her pale thighs, where her small dark triangle of fur pointed to her sex. 
She was so wet, her pussy so slick and slippery as she stirred over me, rocking her hips while she draped her body over mine, her hair splashing down over my face before she brushed it out of the way with her hand. I held onto her hips and let her ride me, hard from the very beginning since she was so oiled up inside.
‘Oh…uh…uh…’ she grunted quietly as she rocked back and forth over me. 
She was so wet, I started wondering what it might feel after another man had come inside her. Her pussy sounded almost as though it was sucking on me as my cock pistoned into her, and the smell of her arousal in the air was so intense it was like the first time I’d ever noticed it.
 ‘God, you’re so hard,’ she said, ducking down to speak into my right ear before springing up again to ride me like a bull at a rodeo.
I would have said something about her being so wet, about her riding me so hard, but my paranoia made me afraid she’d know I knew about her going out on a date tonight. 
And I wasn’t ready to reveal my knowledge just yet. For one thing I didn’t quite know how to deal with it, mentally, myself. For another, I had strange feelings that if all the secrets came out, Rachel and Rebecca would never again try to pull something like they had before. And I had the strangest—and strongest—desire for my wife to go out on a date with another man again some time. Ethan, or whoever she wanted. 
So I just hung onto her body—her waist, her behind, her thighs—and let her bounce on top of me. I hung on and revelled in every minute as she tended to the desire burning within her, whether it was caused by her date with the professor or her rediscovery of unscheduled and unplanned marital sex. 
I hung on and sucked on her tits until my thoughts returned to the idea of my wife fucking another man like this. 
I reached for her, grabbed her, manhandled her and turfed her over onto all fours. She let out a little squeal of surprise and delight, but certainly did not resist as I urged her to lift up her hips and allow me to slide back inside her, to fuck her from behind like some animal. 
Now it was me turn to take out my frustrations on her, to work through the idea of my wife being unfaithful, of sneaking out dressed as her sister, of flirting with another man over dinner and drinks, before pressing herself up against him on the dance floor. I held my naughty wife’s waist and plunged into her again and again, my hard cock glistening with her juices, imagining her shyly agreeing to go home with her date, accepting a quiet glass of wine as she sat on his couch, smiling coyly as he closed in for a kiss. 
I pumped into her and felt my orgasm brewing with inevitable power as I pictured Rebecca making out with a comparative stranger, her hands moving all over him, tearing off his clothes, lifting the hem of her dress, slipping aside her panties so she could line up his huge cock before she sank down on it.
‘Oh my God…’ Rebecca whimpered, and as I felt myself unable to hold back any more, I pitched forward on top of her, grabbing hold of her as though to claim her. And her body was quivering and shaking under me, writhing with her own orgasm as my cock exploded deep within her, filling her with my come.



Seven
 
 
 
‘Eyes up here, huh, Sport?’
My wife was trying to hide a smile as she chided me for less than subtly ogling her cleavage at the breakfast table. 
‘Sorry,’ I said, flushing slightly. 
She did look good dressed up in a smart dark blue jacket, skin-tight leather pants and a blue striped shirt that left enough buttons unfastened to really highlight the work her push-up bra was doing for her cleavage. She had smart leather high heeled ankle boots on her feet. She looked businesslike and yet incredibly sexy all dressed up for a meeting with one of her clients over in Aylesbury. 
‘Okay, so you will remember to pick up Matty at three? It’s really not good if you’re late…’
‘I’ll be fine.’
‘And Ellie likes it if you bring a sippy cup with some cold water in it when you pick her up…’ 
‘Sure, I remember.’ 
Was I imagining it, or had she unfastened one more button on her shirt since I’d first seen her that morning? 
I had been appreciating Rebecca’s cleavage, sure, in between getting our kids clothed and fed ready for school and nursery. But my primary purpose for scrutinizing my wife closely that morning was a need to identify and memorize any identifying marks on her exposed skin. The previous night I hadn’t had enough light to see her well enough to examine her for small moles or scars, and this morning she was already dressed and downstairs preparing for the conference by the time 7am hit and it was time for me to clamber out of bed and get the kids up. 
Here in the bright kitchen, however, I could see one small mole on the upper slopes of her left breast, and a tiny one on the side of her neck if her hair wasn’t in the way. It had to be enough to distinguish her from Rachel, I figured.
Rebecca took my interest in her chest as a hangover from the previous night’s passion, however, and seemed to rather enjoy it. It put a real spring in her step, which only made her more gorgeous as she finished up a light breakfast, said farewell to her kids and her husband, and headed off for a 50-minute drive over to her client’s office. 
It could have been the fact that she was escaping the usual humdrum of her parental duties and working from home to visit with real people regarding her work that made her seem so bright and cheery that morning. But I liked to think it was all the male attention she’d received the previous night—from me, and perhaps even more so from flirting with Ethan. 
I was certain that being a little naughty, and maybe even unfaithful, was good for Rebecca’s self-confidence. And that in turn only made her more attractive. 
After Rebecca was gone, Rachel finally managed to pry herself from her bed to show her face. Not usually a morning person, she actually seemed quite chirpy as well when she came to sit with us at the breakfast table. She was wearing a scrappy tank top and a pair of gym shorts, and though it wasn’t anything out of the ordinary for Rachel, it was plenty revealing. Certainly revealing enough for me to see that she did not have the same moles as Rebecca above her left breast and on the side of her neck. She did have a small mole on her upper left arm, however, and one on her right inner thigh that I could spot with a quick glance. 
‘What’re you guys up to today?’ she asked the kids as she took her place at the breakfast table.
‘We’re going on a trip today,’ Matthew said proudly.
‘A trip? Where?’ 
‘The forest. We’re going to hunt for pirate treasure.’ 
‘Wow… pirate treasure?’ 
I tried not to stare at Rachel too much—for one thing, since I wasn’t her husband, it wasn’t nearly so appropriate. But I couldn’t help but look at her and think that she had been effectively my date the previous night, and had ended up going down on me. Those lips had been wrapped around my cock. 
Was it weird that the two of them had played me like that? I wondered at what point in my relationship they had figured I wouldn’t be able to tell them apart if they pretended to be each other. The thing was, I would have felt stupid, I would have felt like a complete doofus, and I might have thought they viewed me as an idiot—except that the two sisters were incredibly good at pretending to be each other. They must have been doing it all their lives. Had their parents been fooled while they’d been growing up? 
Anyway. I managed to avoid acting strangely around Rachel as I hustled and bustled Ellie and Matthew from the breakfast table to their nursery and school. By the time I returned for a day working from home, Rachel was dressed and heading out the door herself, destined for her magazine publishing firm off Walton Street, just around the corner from the Ashmolean. 
‘See you later,’ she said cheerily as she left, giving me a quick peck on each cheek, Continental-style, which only reminded me that the previous night she’d not only kissed me properly, but had stretched those soft lips around my cock.
‘You in for dinner tonight?’ I asked her. Rachel tended to breeze in and out of our house for a few days here, a few days there, and it was never a big deal to stretch our normal evening meal to another dinner plate even if she didn’t give us notice of her arrival. But today, if she was going to be staying another night, I felt as though I needed to mentally prepare for it. 
‘I’ll be back Wednesday, next week,’ she said, and it figured. As much as she liked spending time with us, and could not cope with being apart from her sister for too long, Rachel did value her independence. After a few days with us, she would return to her little studio flat down the Cowley Road, and we wouldn’t hear from her until the next time she rocked up on our doorstep a week, or even two or three, later. Next Wednesday, however, was Ellie’s birthday. We’d need her services for the party.
With the kids safely away and Rachel out of the house, I could start one of my reading days—catching up on the latest research in my field, keeping on top of the paperwork, that kind of thing. Only after what had happened the night before, I was seriously distracted. 
The house was so still, the world seemed so quiet. It was like someone had hit the ‘mute’ button on my life. I could almost believe that my discovery of Rachel and Rebecca’s devilish switching—and of Rebecca’s date, and of Rachel going down on me instead of my wife—had been a dream. 
 Instead of wading into my reading, I found myself sitting at the family computer with my browser set to ‘private’ mode, roaming the Internet searching for information about ‘wanting my wife to date other men’. Well, you can find anything on the Internet. 
I’m not really sure what I was actually looking for. Some kind of validation, I suppose. Some kind of confirmation that this wasn’t some weird kind of mid-life crisis that might be an early symptom of some kind of awful brain disease. 
To start with, Google found me many blog posts and newspaper articles about men who had suffered through their wives cheating on them—and this wasn’t what I wanted to read at all. There was a lot of anger there, a lot of hurt. It had nothing to do with how I was feeling. 
I stumbled on a post by a guy whose wife was bisexual and had just started dating another woman with his blessing. I scanned through the first part of the post because it didn’t seem quite relevant to me—but then he wrote something interesting after a friend of his had suggested he wouldn’t be as supportive of his wife if she wanted to start dating another man instead of another woman.
His feeling was that although his wife wasn’t interested in pursuing other men, if she had been it wouldn’t have made too much difference. He didn’t feel jealousy regarding her desire to broaden her love life, he just wanted her to be safe and happy. The guy said he wouldn’t even feel jealous if his wife wanted to spend most of her time with someone else, he would just miss her. He wouldn’t like that, but he would accept it. Her happiness was more important to him than anything. 
I liked that attitude. I wanted Rebecca to be happy—I hoped she was—but I also wanted her to be excited again, to be thrilled. And it seemed like our marital sex had become scheduled and streamlined to the point where it was less about being thrilled than being merely validated, our love confirmed but not necessarily celebrated. 
Then the guy wrote something else that rang true with me: ‘I am completely secure as a man, as a lover and as a husband, there is nothing anyone could say or do that could entice my wife away from me, I’m certain of it. If someone else can do something better than me to make my wife happy, then I’d be interested to know how I might learn from her or him. If it was something I couldn’t possibly provide her, then I would be content she could find it from someone else—it still wouldn’t lessen the love I feel for her or the love she feels for me.’ 
That statement made me feel better about my strange new craving for Rebecca to find excitement in the arms of another. She did have some desire to experience passion with another man—otherwise she wouldn’t have gone to so much risk or effort to go out on that date with Ethan, and leave her sister tending me back at home. 
It also seemed to me that if her ‘type’ was, indeed, guys with particularly large cocks, then she would have to find that elsewhere because there was nothing I could do to change my average size. I didn’t have to feel betrayed because my wife happened to like a big cock squeezed inside her. In fact, it just made her seem more interesting—and dirty, naughty, sexy—than she had before I knew that particular facet of her character. 
 Scrolling through the Google results some more, it struck me that there was a fair number of guys out there wanting their wives to see other men. 
I found a survey in a magazine article within one of the major national newspapers that suggested that in the UK, 18% of people would allow their partner to sleep with someone else—and 7% of people would actually suggest it. 
There was an article on the Psychology Today website in which a clinical psychologist, David J Ley, PhD, was writing in response to a woman who had written about her husband wanting to watch her having sex with another man. The woman in question had enjoyed the experience, but was ‘concerned’ that ‘maybe her husband was gay’. 
Ley’s response was powerful and succinct in its argument—and somewhat opened my eyes into what I, myself was feeling. In his view, among the key reasons husbands want their wives to see other men is because of their general voyeuristic nature—their enjoyment of pornography makes them realize that, even better, would be to watch their wives become the star of the show. 
Another key reason cited was something called ‘sperm competition’—a biological impetus for a man to have ‘longer, more vigorous sex’ with his partner after seeing her have sex with another man because the male libido is driven to compete with whoever he has witnessed mating with his partner. As a result, the experience of watching his wife with another man leads his body to perform more powerfully sexually, and to him it seemed like a huge turn-on. 
After the Ley article, I came across two different chat forums in which husbands could openly talk about their wives seeing other men. It struck me how normal they all made it seem, and how empowering that attitude was to someone as nervous about my new fantasy as I was. It all struck a chord with me. And though some guys seemed to actively enjoy their wives going behind their backs and cheating on them while thinking their activities were unknown to their husbands, what really seemed thrilling to me were those husbands who openly gave their wives their approval to see other men. 
I had to say, I had experienced tangible relief when I heard that Rebecca had felt too guilty to go through with sleeping with Ethan. That she had been worried about what it would have done to me. I didn’t like the fact that only through blind luck had I stumbled onto Rebecca and Rachel’s secret, and Rebecca’s secret date. If my wife was going to have exciting adventures with other men, I wanted to do more than find out about it afterwards. I wanted to be involved in her adventures, somehow, even if it was only providing my approval for it beforehand, and making love to her when she came back to me. 
Reading about it all online, I felt empowered myself. I also felt certain that, somehow, I was going to have to find a way to bring all this out into the open with Rebecca. I wanted to be there to consent to her dating Ethan, or whoever else she wanted. I also felt sure that if I could be the one to urge her to explore her sexuality with others, it might help her get over the guilt that had brought a halt to her date with Ethan. 
From the way she had sounded in conversation with Rachel after that date, she was of a mind not to repeat such an experience. I wanted her to repeat it—and to take it further. 
But how would Rebecca feel if I brought up the issue of her infidelity? Would she believe I was lobbying for an open marriage, so that I could see other women? I had no interest in anyone else. Would she think I wanted to bed her sister, having discovered her secret regarding her clandestine date? Would she think I was trying some convoluted plan to destroy our marriage out of some need for revenge after her near-infidelity with Ethan? 
Would she think I was just plain perverted, actively wanting her to sleep with someone else?



Eight
 
 
 
With Rachel gone for a few days, things simmered down regarding my strange, new sexual fantasy and any fears I had that the twins might be fooling around with me and switching when I wasn’t looking. 
Sex between Rebecca and I was reinvigorated, however, and seemed to happen almost nightly now once we felt confident the kids were off in the Land of Nod. Funnily enough the only night that week we didn’t make love was Saturday, the one night for which we usually scheduled our passion, because Ellie came down with a fever. 
Making love to my wife was now a little more unpredictable than before, too, with a lot more touching and caressing and kissing before we got anywhere close to penetration. She had also fallen back in love with oral sex, it seemed, at least in terms of giving it to me. Things were vastly improved—and on those nights when I was tired and less than inspired, which might ordinarily have dampened my desire for late-night passion, I found I could easily turn my thoughts to the possibility of my wife dating someone else—and I’d soon be in the right mind set for sex. 
Ellie’s birthday came and went, and Rachel was back in our lives for a few days. But although she did go out with Ethan one evening during that time, according to my monitoring of visible moles, it was Rachel rather than Rebecca who dated him on that occasion. And it seemed to us that Rachel really was into Ethan, she was really enjoying spending time with him, to the detriment of her dating anyone else in the meantime. 
I started thinking that perhaps my wife’s wild twin would finally settle down with someone, and life would truly stabilize around our small family. I was even a little disappointed that I hadn’t quite found the right opportunity to reveal my new sexual fantasy to Rebecca, and that the twins found no new opportunity to switch again so that my wife might test out infidelity in the belief I wouldn’t ever know. 
I didn’t lose the fantasy, though. It was still a strong presence inside me.
I even started wondering if it would truly be better if Rebecca did actually cheat on me behind my back, rather than remaining steadfastly monogamous, if we never found a way for her infidelity to be consensual. 
It was four or five months later that suddenly an opportunity presented itself for me to reveal my fantasy to my wife.
One particular morning, Rachel returned from a date with our friendly, handsome economics professor, bearing an invitation for Rebecca and me to attend a dinner party the two of them were throwing at Ethan’s house. 
By now, it wasn’t exactly big news that Rachel had spent the entire night with Ethan. She was clearly smitten, and had even taken to referring to him as her ‘boyfriend’, rather than her ‘date’ or ‘friend’ or ‘some guy she met the other night’, which was quite a big step for her. 
The significance of the announcement was firstly that Rachel and Ethan were doing something as a couple like this, which was so unlike Rachel as to cause her sister to nearly choke on a mouthful of bran flakes when she heard it. Secondly, there was the fact that some of Ethan’s dearest friends would also be there at the dinner party—and so he was, in effect, making his relationship with Rachel public. 
And thirdly—something that dawned on us only a little after Rebecca declared breathlessly that of course we would be there—we realized that while Rachel continued to pretend to be Rebecca in her dealings with Ethan, with the real Rebecca also at the dinner party, things might start to get confused. 
‘It’s not as though we’re going to wear the same outfit,’ Rachel pointed out, dismissing her sister’s concerns. 
‘But two identical twins who look and sound the same, even with different dresses on…’ Rebecca said. ‘Don’t you think it might be… confusing?’ 
I sensed something in her voice that suggested her concerns went beyond the simple fear that, at some point, some other guests might refer to her by her sister’s name, and vice versa. Like, for example, the fact that both of them had dated Ethan at some point even though Ethan was under the impression he had been dating Rachel all along, and I was supposed to be under the same impression. 
Was Rebecca worried she might, somehow, give the game away that she had once been on a date with the professor while pretending to be her sister? She did have pale skin that was rather prone to a conspicuous blush whenever she was embarrassed or excited. 
‘I think it’ll be okay,’ I said, throwing in my tuppence ha’penny. ‘You could do your hair a little differently, dress in a different style—if you’re worried.’ 
‘You could pretend to be me!’ Rachel said, breaking out into wide-eyed laughter. 
‘That wouldn’t be at all confusing,’ I said wryly.
‘Only for you,’ Rebecca said to me with an impish grin. 
 There was no way it was necessary, but I saw in my wife’s eyes that glint of mischief that suggested she felt up for the challenge, purely because the idea was now out there, before us. 
I said to Rachel, ‘Don’t you think there’s going to come a point when it’s time to be completely honest with Ethan, and start to behave like yourself, instead of like your sister, when you’re around him?’ 
Then Rachel said: ‘Didn’t I tell you that I’m not really pretending to be Rebecca? That really is me, being me, only a little more well-behaved than normal?’
She had told me that. But she’d told me that while pretending to be Rebecca—shortly before taking my hard cock in her mouth. Rachel had forgotten what she’d said to me when, and in particular, who she’d been pretending to be when she’d said it. It was absolute proof, if ever I needed it, that the twins had switched on that night, and that Rachel had granted me sexual favors. 
Neither twin noticed the slip-up, however. 
‘So you’re just going to be that way now, whenever you’re with Ethan? Even if you guys decided to get married?’ I asked her. 
Rachel shrugged, ‘What can I say? He brings the mature, sophisticate out in me.’ 
Rebecca said to her sister, ‘So you’re not going to categorically rule out the possibility that someday you might want to marry him?’ 
Rachel shrugged again, and blushed deeply. Her sister squealed in delight at her twin finally believing in a guy she was dating, finally threatening to mature and settle down. 
I quietly wondered how it was going to be escorting someone who appeared to be Rachel to a dinner party while someone who appeared to be Rebecca hung on the arm of another man. 
 
 



Nine
 
 
 
The night of the dinner party, Ellie and Matthew were blessedly taken off our hands by their grandparents, Rebecca and Rachel’s mom and dad. For the entire weekend. 
Saturday saw the twins head down to the beauty salon to have their hair and their nails, and so on, all done specially, before some light shopping in the middle of Oxford, whereby only two or three trucks were needed to carry home all their purchases.
When they got home, I approached my wife for a quick kiss on the mouth by way of greeting, only to receive an even quicker peck on each cheek as Rachel reminded me that she now sported Rebecca’s hairstyle and makeup ‘look’, while the salon had turned my wife into a nicely cleaned-up version of Rachel. 
I was going to be very confused all evening, I could tell. 
Naturally the two of them took several eons to actually decide which of their newly-purchased outfits they were going to wear for the dinner party. They were treating the whole occasion as some kind of debutante’s ball, it seemed to me.
I stepped out of the shower shortly before six-thirty to find both sisters in the bedroom still in their bras and panties debating what they should wear. 
‘These,’ Rebecca was insisting, holding up an elegant black lace bra and panties. 
I couldn’t believe they hadn’t even decided which underwear to go for. 
‘Have you never heard about a VPL, sis?’ Rachel retorted, wiggling her hips to show off the tiny little white thong that kind of took the breath away, the amount of flesh it revealed. 
‘You don’t get a VPL in that dress,’ Rebecca insisted. ‘I’ve had one before just the same.’ 
I just stood there, bemused, by the bathroom door, watching them argue over lingerie. I realized that as far as they were concerned, they’d both had sexual relations with me before, of a sort. But I was a little surprised at how neither of them seemed to mind at all that I was just standing there watching while Rachel wore nothing but a thong and matching white bra. 
I suppose when you’ve seen one twin, with Rachel and Rebecca you’ve seen them both, notwithstanding the occasional tiny mole. 
Then Rachel sighed and slipped off her thong, in order to grab the black lace panties from her sister and put them on instead—and assisted by the full-length mirror in front of her, I had a full view of Rachel naked apart from her bra, and that came off next. 
Even her triangular patch of soft pubic hair was trimmed in an exact facsimile of her sister’s, I noticed. 
Rebecca didn’t even glance in my direction, didn’t even react to me seeing her sister like this. My guess is that it was because she was nervous about the dinner party, more than anything. She couldn’t stop and think that as far as I was concerned, officially at least, it wasn’t exactly appropriate for Rachel to strip off like this right in front of me. I didn’t say anything. I silently took in the sight, and marveled at just how similar the two twins were physically, in every way.
I dressed in a nice shirt and pants, and went downstairs to leave the twins to decide in private exactly what they were going to wear. As the clock ticked closer to 7pm, I was about to yell upstairs some kind of warning that we were going to be late—but there they were. 
They looked stunning. 
Rebecca was wearing a glamorous blue laced dress that molded nicely around her chest before flaring out at the little black belt at her waist, before dropping down to just above her knees. It wasn’t especially revealing, but the lace covering the dress and continuing up around her neckline, shoulders and upper arms, gave her both a hint of refinement and perhaps a subtle nod to the kind of underwear she might be wearing beneath. Her legs added to her sense of sophistication with black sheer thigh-high stockings that made me feel a little shiver. My wife hadn’t worn thigh-high stockings since our dating days. I guess this was Rachel’s little addition to Rebecca’s usual style.
Rachel, meanwhile was rocking a black-and-silver sequin miniskirt with a semi-sheer pale gray long-sleeve top that offered a hint of an innocent-but-sexy white bra beneath. With high heels and a little matching clutch purse, she looked a little more chic than usual, perhaps, but still very Rachel.
‘What d’you think?’ 
The thing was, I had to tell myself that the woman who looked like Rebecca, here, was actually Rachel. And the one who looked like Rachel… well, you get the picture. I had to tell myself which one was my wife as I looked at them.
‘Is that really you, honey?’ I asked the one who looked like Rachel. 
She smiled, and for a moment stood in a different stance, with a slightly different nuance in her expression, and I swear it was suddenly very apparent that she was Rebecca. It was insane. ‘Of course, sweetie. You couldn’t tell?’ 
As they came to the bottom of the stairs, close up I was able to track down those little moles each of them had, and it confirmed to me which one was which. They hadn’t pulled another switcheroo—my wife would not be attending the party as Ethan’s date tonight. I was faintly disappointed by that. And yet, as we arrived at Ethan’s house and Rachel went off to join the host of the party in helping with the final preparations for the meal, my disappointment at my wife’s faithfulness was somewhat overwhelmed by my wonder at her incredible ability to mimic her sister. 
Over small talk with the other guests at the dinner party—three other couples where one or other of them worked in some capacity with Ethan at Brasenose College—Rebecca proved herself as talented at pretending to be Rachel as Rachel was at being her. 
In conversation, I had to remember to refer to her as ‘Rebecca’, and not slip into the trap of allowing my body language to lapse into treating her as my sister-in-law rather than my wife. There were a few near-misses where I found myself a trifled startled with my wife started holding my hand, or started talking about ‘our’ children, because it just seemed so wrong on the surface. 
With dinner under control, Ethan and Rachel did a little circulating through the room ahead of the meal itself. It was very apparent that they were a couple, and that they were extremely fond of each other. It also looked, to me, so unbelievably like my wife escorting the host of the party around the room, flirting with him, occasionally hugging him or even kissing him when guests complimented them on their relationship success and how good they seemed together.
I harbored a full hard-on just watching. 
With food in front of us, it was easier for me to cope, I think. I could hide the bulge in my pants under the table, for one thing. People were more distracted by their food, so any little slip-ups could be easily covered over, but also I was getting used to dealing with my wife pretending to be Rachel. 
The question on my mind was, how often during our marriage had the twins switched places? How often had Rebecca become Rachel in order to do her own thing outside of our marital home? I knew she’d done it to go to see certain movies, but had there been other times? 
Had she been out on dates dressed as Rachel, before her evening with Ethan? Perhaps she’d felt too guilty to sleep with Ethan, but had there been other times when her desire for some guy trumped her guilt over cheating on me? 
I had to say, my gut feeling was that Rebecca hadn’t ever pretended to be Rachel to go out on a date before the one with Ethan. I kind of wished she had, strangely, though it could well have meant she’d actually cheated on me. I was all mixed up and confused regarding the question as to whether I liked the idea of Rebecca being an actual adulteress. 
Anyway. It was kind of fun watching the twins in action, appreciating their considerable acting skills, even if they were skilled only in playing two different roles. Ethan’s friends were nice, and seemed to welcome us into their little circle without any hint of awkwardness. Rachel—channeling Rebecca—was perfect with Ethan, and I was happy that she was finding longer-term happiness with him than her usual string of one night stands. 
After dinner and a few further drinks, the other guests began drifting away to leave Rebecca and I as the only stragglers—though our staying later was intended, since it allowed us to spend a little more time with Ethan and Rachel, while also helping them clear up after dinner. 
There was one point where Ethan and Rachel were in the kitchen washing and drying the silverware, since it wasn’t the kind that could go in a dishwasher. Rebecca and I were in the living room dismantling Ethan’s temporary dinner table, since his small North Oxford terrace was not large enough to bear a permanent dinner table. 
Once done, Rebecca collapsed on a sofa with a well-deserved extra glass of red, while I wandered through toward the kitchen to ask our hosts whether there was anything further that needed doing before we could all relax and perhaps hit the liquor cabinet. 
I approached the kitchen door, but as I was about to stride in and make my presence known, I caught sight of Ethan and Rachel taking a little time out from their cutlery cleaning enterprise with a little—or perhaps not so little—passion.
I know, I’d seen Rachel-acting-like-Rebecca flirting and even kissing Ethan all night. But this wasn’t cute little dalliances in front of the guests any longer. This was a full lip-sucking, tongue-slipping, hands-around-heads make-out session, not for public consumption. 
And if I only relaxed and stopped telling myself it was Rachel pretending, I could almost believe this was my wife I was watching, crushing her pretty face against this other man’s handsome features, tenderly sucking on his bottom lip as he reached around to grasp the pleasing roundness of her rear. It just looked so much like Rebecca quietly panting as he kissed her neck, her hands trailing all over his body, attempting to tear off his jacket. 
If the twins had performed some clever trick on me, and got me confused about their respective moles, maybe this even was my wife, being so wicked, cheating on me right in front of my eyes. Pressing against him, crushing him between her body and the kitchen sink, rubbing herself up against his big, hard cock. 
My manhood was so hard as I watched them, and it seemed so real, so much like catching a glimpse of my wife being unfaithful, that I felt fluttering butterflies in my stomach and a breathtaking tightness in my chest, as fear jostled with excitement for my attention. 
‘Wait, wait… what about your sister and Jacob?’ Ethan said, somewhat out of breath, as he tore himself away from Rachel’s kiss. 
 ‘They’re happy for us,’ Rachel said, her smile so wide it was almost trying to escape her face. 
’No, no… they’re still here,’ Ethan said, and from his tone of voice it almost seemed that he was less worried about being caught inflagrante delecto than he was concerned about being a less than attentive host since two guests remained at the party. 
Rachel glanced toward the doorway, toward me, and I think I only just managed to duck back behind the door jamb in time. Had she seen me? Was it obvious I was here, spying on them? I heard a clattering noise as back in the living room Rebecca-dressed-as-Rachel stacked some of the extra chairs from the dinner party. 
‘I’ll text Becca,’ I heard Rachel suggest brightly. 
I edged back out far enough to see Rachel tapping away on her phone—even while Ethan continued to kiss her neck gently, breathing her in. He couldn’t get enough of her, it was quite plain to see. 
‘There,’ Rachel said. ‘She and Jacob will just find their own way out—it’ll be okay.’ 
She pulled him back for a long, sexual kiss of the mouth, and I saw any hint of anxiety melt away from his stance. God, they were hot together. And more and more, I felt it fueling my own fantasy for my wife to actually cheat on me, or at least have some fun with another guy with my knowledge. 
I heard another faint clatter of furniture being rearranged behind me, and thought that Rebecca would be wondering where I was. Damn it, I couldn’t believe how thrilling it was to witness Ethan with Rachel dressed like that—but I had to leave. I still didn’t feel ready about telling my wife that I had kinky fantasies of her dating other men. 
Then, suddenly, I was caught.
‘What on Earth are you up to?’
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She’d mercilessly crept up on me giving me no chance whatsoever to feign a coughing fit and/or pretend I just happened to be walking toward the kitchen to mention something of vaguely significance to our hosts. 
‘What are you up to?’
Her arms closed around me. I could smell her perfume. I was startled, afraid perhaps that I was about to be humiliated in front of our host, in front of Rachel as well as my wife. Denounced as some kind of pervert watching as my sister-in-law made out with her new boyfriend.
‘Well, check that out.’ 
Her words, softly, direct into my ear. Quiet, for my ears only. Her hands snaking their way around my body, down my chest, my stomach, exploring down to the bulge in the front of my pants. The stiffness beneath my trousers. 
‘You like watching them, huh?’
Stroking me, feeling out the extent of my erection. Delighting in it, in fact. Her words in my ears were not meant to humiliate me. Taunt me, perhaps, tease me a little. Suss me out. But not to expose me to anyone else. 
‘You like watching my sister with him? You like watching Rachel?’
She didn’t seem angry at the possibility that I wanted to watch this man ravaging her sister. That I wanted to see him tear off her clothes, take her right there in the kitchen. She seemed interested. Surprised, maybe, but merely fascinated rather than put out. Well, she was apparently used to sharing her men with Rachel.
‘She looks like you,’ I said quietly. ‘It looks like you with him.’
I heard her catch her breath. I’d completely thrown her off her expectations. 
She said, even more quietly, ‘What do you mean?’
I swallowed. My secret was leaking out, now. I couldn’t stop it. ‘All night,’ I said, ‘I’ve been watching you with him. Flirting. Touching. Kissing. And now…’
Ethan was cupping and fondling Rachel’s breasts through her dress, ducking down, kissing as far as he could along her neckline, nuzzling in to pull down on her dress and reveal more of her breasts. She moaned gently, and reached for his crotch, caressing him and squeezing him to full thickness like her sister was doing to me. 
But it really did look like my wife doing it with him, right in front of her sister and me. 
‘So if I was Rachel… right now…’ Rebecca said into my ear, ‘you would want to stay here… and watch him… with your wife…’
Somehow she put a little lilt into her voice, mimicking the way her sister spoke. The deception was so complete, it was very difficult to shake. In my head, it was like twice the evidence that I was really watching my Rebecca being unfaithful, and that Rachel was standing behind me, reaching around to clutch and squeeze and stroke my hard cock.
I felt the strange mixture of excitement and fear, of arousal and jealousy. That was my wife he was groping, that was my wife holding her arms at her side, gripping the counter as he slipped the straps of her dress and her bra off her shoulder to allow him to free her breasts, exposing her nipples to his hungry mouth.
‘God, you’re so hard!’ my Rebecca whispered into my ear as she slid a hand down my pants to seek out skin-on-skin contact with my full hardness. 
It seemed so dangerous, but Rachel and Ethan were so consumed by lust, their every sense saturated by each other, they were in their own little world. Neither had any awareness of anything beyond their two bodies. 
Rebecca flicked my fly open, and now she could stroke me properly, my cock virtually exposed. 
We watched Rachel turn around so she was facing the counter, away from us, and Ethan was pulling up on the hem of her dress, his hands exploring her smooth thighs, the tops of her stockings, and between her legs. He dropped down into a crouch, shoving up her dress further to completely expose her pert rear. He knelt and peeled down her panties, those black lace panties that were Rebecca’s style rather than Rachel’s. 
I watched him kiss her behind, fondle her with both hands, and then there was a quiet gasp behind me as we saw Ethan bury his face between her buttocks to feast on her pussy from behind. Rachel moaned, loving it, and the way Rebecca’s hands grappled with my shaft, I could tell simply watching him going down on Rachel like that was getting her seriously hot. 
‘We should go,’ my wife was whispering into my ear.
‘We should,’ I agreed, but neither of us moved. 
Ethan stood, pressing one hand to Rachel’s pussy while the other fumbled with his pants, expertly freeing his colossal erection. 
‘You can fuck me like that if you want,’ she said, but still her hand worked on my manhood, and neither of us budged.
The way she said it had the strangest effect on me. In my mind, my wife didn’t have to offer me sex. Or at least, she never did—we just went upstairs at the usual time and did it. The way she offered herself to me now was so unlike the usual Rebecca behavior that my mind suddenly decided she really must have been Rachel. 
What if they’d switched at some point, after all? 
I think what I’d learned was that I really couldn’t tell which was which. I was certain about their moles—but how certain could I be? What if they had been switched around when I examined their moles? My head was whirling round and round. 
Treating her as Rachel, I said to the twin holding my cock: ‘I want to watch him take my wife.’ 
She pumped my cock slowly, squeezing it tightly, as we watched Ethan lean into the twin who looked like Rebecca, nuzzling into the side of her head, breathing in her hair, kissing her cheek. Resting his huge member between her buttocks.
‘He’s going to fuck her,’ came the voice in my ear. ‘He’s going to fuck Rebecca.’ 
Wow.
Her words in my ear electrified me. I trembled with desire and anxiety, and saw that what she was saying was true. Ethan backed up slightly, and now lined up his cock ready for penetration. I could see him stroke her entrance with the tip—and then he was thrusting forward, and this strange man was inside my wife. 
‘Oh God…’ I grunted, as the fingers closed almost cruelly around my shaft, beating me off, jacking me hard. 
‘He’s fucking her…’ 
We watched my Rebecca gripping the edge of the counter and moaning as this tall, super-endowed man thrust into her, squeezing that thing between her buttocks, impaling her on it, filling her completely with each stroke. 
‘He’s fucking your wife so hard… is that the hottest thing you ever saw, honey?’
‘Oh yeah…’
‘You don’t mind that it’s not you fucking her?’
‘Oh… it’s amazing…’ 
I had to bite my lip to keep from making too much noise—and to control my own libido, repress my orgasm, keep from spraying come all over Ethan’s nice doorway. 
‘Does it upset you that she’s cheating on you?’ Rachel murmured in my ear. 
I glanced back. While she stroked me with one hand, her other was up under her black-and-silver sequin miniskirt, and I could tell she was touching herself as well as me. 
‘No…’ I groaned, ‘I like it…’
And that was where I came, I couldn’t help it. Couldn’t hold back any more.
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Whoever it was standing with me—behind me, her arms around me, her hand all over me—could tell it was coming. She slipped my cock back into my pants, and instead of an incident all over Ethan’s wall and doorway, I simply released hot sticky fluid in my underwear. It wouldn’t be pleasant on the way home, but it would be safer.
‘Come on, we can’t stay here,’ she whispered, gesturing at me to follow her. 
I was confused, I felt a little light-headed. Who was she—Rachel or Rebecca? Were we leaving my wife for a night of adulterous debauchery with the handsome professor? Or was I simply accompanying my wife out of Ethan’s home, having revealed to her my desire for her to cheat on me, or at least breach on our marital vows, since it didn’t quite seem to me like actual cheating if I was approving of the idea.
Either way, it seemed to me that my life had changed forever. 
We crept out of Ethan’s little house and walked toward the main road—there were people milling around, coming back from another party or going out to one, I don’t know. Not a place for intimate conversation. Rebecca, or Rachel, was fiddling with her phone for a few minutes before she announced there was an Uber car just around the corner.
Then we were in a taxi, heading home. Unable to really talk because we still weren’t alone. 
 
 
*
 
 
 It wasn’t until we were back home, in an empty house, the front door closed behind us, our kids safely away with the grandparents, of course, that we felt able to start talking.
‘So what do you want, honey?’ she asked, heading straight for the kitchen area of our open-plan downstairs. ‘You want to think of me as Rachel, and fuck the hell out of your sister-in-law?’
I was a little surprised that she would make such an overt offer like that—even if we’d just been watching Rachel-dressed-as-Rebecca being intimate with Ethan. It cast an ounce or two more doubt into my mind about exactly which twin I was with. My money was still on this being Rebecca, but I honestly could not guarantee it.
‘Not really. I want you to be you,’ I said, completely embarrassed at my inability to fully decide which twin she was.
‘You want me to be me?’ she smiled, retrieving a bottle of chilled white wine and two glasses. I wondered if she knew how mixed up I was, how messed up she and her sister had made me that evening. I think she did, because she asked me: ‘You want me to be your wife, who you just stood by and watched being fucked by another man?’
She approached me and kissed me on the lips—just a brief kiss, but a sweet one. Almost apologetic. I just didn’t really know what to say. She handed me a glass, and I accepted the wine she poured.
I glanced down and tried to locate her little moles. I couldn’t see them—was this Rachel, then? I couldn’t see the moles I had seen on Rachel, either. Perhaps a little makeup had covered them up, perhaps I was a little too nervous or drunk to really see properly.
When my eyes returned to her face, she was giving me that mischievous smirk again. The one that said she knew I was all confused about which twin I had on my hands, about who was with Ethan, and who was with me. I guess I was a little transparent, my head was spinning somewhat, my world suddenly all over the place, a surrealist masterpiece. 
What if there never had been a Rachel and a Rebecca—there had always just been two identical twins who were interchangeable, always sharing each other’s lives, each choosing which personality to be at different times, so that both might experience different facets of life? One moment, one of them was chilling out in a nice, stable marriage enjoying comfort and warmth and home-cooked meals with the family. The next moment, she might be switching personality with her sister to become the single girl-about-town, ready to hit any party at a moment’s notice, pick up some random handsome stranger for a night of raucous passion…
‘I want you to be my wife,’ I said, a little uncertainty in my voice, but feeling the need to be honest. ‘I want you to be Rebecca.’
She reached out and placed her hand on my crotch, feeling how hard I was through my pants. ‘What if I told you that really was Rebecca we were watching back there, letting Ethan take her in the kitchen?’ she said.
I stifled a gasp, not wanting to reveal my emotions. Embarrassed, a little, about what I was feeling. My cock, however, was bucking and throbbing in her hand. She let out a little squeal to feel it. 
‘You’re not angry?’ she asked me, stroking my manhood, now. 
‘Why should I be?’ 
I felt a little frightened, I admit. My heart was thumping away fit to have a seizure. And yet somehow I also felt unbelievably jubilant. My wife was really sleeping with Ethan? She was cheating on me, deceiving me, and yet enjoying an incredible adventure. I was thankful. I guess the deception—I’d have to talk to her about that afterward. There was no need for it. It did leave a sour note to things, and yet I wanted her to have such adventures, there was no need for her to pull the wool over my eyes. 
‘You like that she’s with him?’ 
I shrugged an affirmative. It seemed like she knew everything I was feeling from how my cock was responding to her hand, anyway. 
I still wasn’t ready to admit to eavesdropping on the sisters’ private conversations, but I could at least come clean with how I felt about Rebecca being with Ethan. 
‘Ever since I saw you… Rachel… dressing up as Rebecca to go out with Ethan that time…’ 
‘That turned you on this much?’ she squeezed my shaft through my pants. It was like granite. 
‘A lot of guys fantasize about their wives… being unfaithful,’ I said, feeling a little more self-confidence about my perversion since I could claim it was a fairly popular fantasy. 
‘They do?’ 
‘Men like watching sex,’ I shrugged, and she gave a little nod of agreement. ‘What would be hotter than watching their wives having sex?’ 
‘But with other guys?’ she said, stepping back from me now, grabbing her glass for another sip of wine. 
‘Why not?’ I said. ‘If they trust that their wives love them, that they wouldn’t leave them for the other guys.’
‘If it was just about the sex,’ she said, leaving her empty glass on the counter and stepping back to me for a long, slow, sweet kiss. It was like some kind of reward for admitting to my fantasy. Or because my fantasy was for my wife to be unfaithful. I had to be careful not to spill my drink. 
‘There’s a theory,’ I said, as her hands slipped back down to my crotch to seek out my hard-on, ‘that men who see their wives go off with other men—or who watch them have sex with other women—feel competitive about those men mating with their wives…’
‘Mating?’ she giggled. 
‘It’s instinct,’ I said. ‘They know she’s been with another guy, and that makes them desperate to mate with her themselves, so that they can… you know… dislodge the other guy’s sperm.’ 
‘And I thought your firm just does research into flu vaccines,’ she smiled. ‘So… you see Ethan mating with Rebecca… and it just makes you want her more?’ 
‘Uh-huh,’ I said. 
‘So right now, you just want to wait until she gets home from… sleeping with Ethan? And you’d want to have her for yourself?’
‘More than anything.’ 
It was so strange, my brain now coming to the conclusion that this really was Rachel. Her speech patterns matched the way she looked, and it all seemed to click in place as being the truth. When had they switched? They could have at any point, of course. I probably didn’t even need any kind of a distraction for the twin magicians to pull the trick. 
The longer I felt sure that this was Rachel, the more confident I was that my wife really was with Ethan just now. Kissing him. Sucking on him. Fucking him. Taking advantage of everyone believing her to be single, available for this new relationship. 
‘Would you let me… play with this until she gets home?’ Rachel asked me while pawing at my hardness through my pants. 
I chuckled, ‘I’m not sure I know how Rebecca would feel about it.’ The truth was, I had fairly firm evidence Rebecca wouldn’t think anything of me fucking her sister. But I didn’t want to make assumptions, I didn’t want her to think I would jump her sister the first opportunity I got, without her explicit approval.
‘What if I told you she’d be fine with it?’ she said.
‘I don’t know…’ 
‘What if I told you that I’ve actually slept with you before… when you thought I was Rebecca?’ 
She unfastened my fly, reached into my underwear to pull my cock free. 
I’d suspected something like that could have happened, of course. I knew for a fact that she had gone down on me before. It was still a bit of a shock. Had they really been so cold and calculating to simply switch identities at will, so that both of them had ended up sleeping with me throughout the course of our relationship?
I mean, it was kind of sexy to think I’d bedded both of them. But if I’d known at the time, I would have put more effort in. I felt a little embarrassed at how crap I’d been in bed for a while. 
‘And she was happy for you to do that?’ I asked her, playing the innocent husband perfectly. I guess we were all playing a role now, huh.
‘Uh-huh,’ she smiled sweetly, her hands slowly pumping my hard cock, without any clothing in the way. 
‘I guess if we did,’ I said apologetically, trying to make light of my embarrassment, ‘it was only a quickie on a Saturday night, right?’ 
She kissed my lips briefly. ‘You know how nice it is, though, right? I mean, I know how tired you are all the time. What you can manage. It’s still… nice.’
‘Nice,’ I nodded. 
‘And ever since… well, this thing with Ethan started… it’s been pretty amazing, hasn’t it?’ 
I felt another jolt of surprise—had she slept with me that recently? Since sex between Rebecca and I had picked up because of my discovery of my new fantasy? Were there any boundaries these two sisters did not cross? 
‘So you’ve been… sleeping with me… and Ethan… at the same time?’ I asked her, the nerves spilling out into my voice. 
She gazed at my face, trying to read me. 
‘Come on,’ she said, ‘why don’t we go upstairs? I can change into… I can be Rebecca. And you can show me how you feel about her… about me… sleeping with Ethan as well…’ 
She reached behind her head and unfastened her hair, shook it loose so that it tumbled down her shoulders. Somehow, she simply relaxed, and stood differently in front of me, and I could see her becoming Rebecca, even if her clothes were the kind of outfit Rachel would wear to a party, not my wife.
‘I’m sorry I cheated on you, honey,’ she said, in Rebecca’s more sedate, relaxed tones. ‘Do you still love me?’
I smiled, ‘Of course.’ 
Totally confused, still. Was this Rebecca after all?
‘Do you still… want me?’ 
I said, ‘I do.’ 
‘Come on upstairs. I’ll change,’ she said, grabbing my hand, leading me urgently toward the stairs.
Rachel. Rebecca. Take your pick.
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I followed her upstairs and into the bedroom, trying to think what the most responsible thing would be to do for the sake of our marriage. If I texted Rebecca, would I hear her phone buzz? If I called her. But presumably if they could switch clothes and personalities, it was easy enough to switch phones?
I perched on the end of the bed and watched as she opened the chest of drawers to find Rebecca’s clothing. Sifting through underwear, plucking out black lacy items, the smile growing on her face.
‘I won’t be long,’ she promised. 
‘Sure.’ 
She went to the wardrobe, and flicked through a few of the dresses before drawing out something that looked very similar to the blue dress Rebecca had been wearing at Ethan’s party. It didn’t have the lace covering, but it was a very similar shade of blue, and a not-too-dissimilar shape.
‘You’re going to put a dress on?’ I asked her, my tone suggesting she was overdoing it considering our intention just to sleep together.
‘Don’t you want me to look like Rebecca?’ she grinned. 
‘Uh… yeah. Of course.’ 
‘Trust me…’
She left carrying her pile of clothing, and I could hear her heading into the bathroom, I could even hear her undressing and putting on new clothes, turning on the taps and apparently washing her face. I could even hear the click of the make-up containers as she re-applied makeup. 
I just perched there on the end of the bed, clutching clammy hands. What was I supposed to do now? Should I text Rebecca to tell her Rachel was about to sleep with me? That she was going to pretend to be her, and our assumption was that she would be okay with this? 
I tried to keep calm, if only for the sake of my straining heart. If Rebecca really was with Ethan right now, then she was cheating on me. She hadn’t explicitly asked my permission to be with Ethan, even though I would have gladly given it. So she had no right to be annoyed that I would sleep with Rachel, both of us imagining it was Rebecca I was really with. 
It was all messed up, but I felt there was a logic I could stick to, and not feel too guilty. 
I waited. 
Jesus, it felt like the night I lost my virginity, all over again. Sitting waiting on my girlfriend’s bed, not quite believing it would finally happen. Sex. Only this time it wasn’t the first time I would have sex, it would be the first time I would have sex knowing I was stepping outside the boundaries of my marriage. Or, maybe it would feel as though I was sleeping with my wife, inside the boundaries of my marriage, but I’d be certain that she had recently slept with Ethan. 
And then she returned. To people who didn’t know the twins well, it might have not seemed so incredible. Her hair was different—straighter, loose, brushed nicely as it spilled down over her shoulders. Her makeup was different, her clothes different. But that was still her, right? To me, it was a complete transformation. She had left the bedroom as bouncy, chirpy, wild Rachel and returned as Rebecca—graceful, polished, sophisticated. 
‘You don’t have to close the door, you know,’ I said, as she came into the room. ‘We have the whole house to ourselves tonight.’ 
She smiled, and walked over to me. ‘I suppose so.’ 
She stepped up to me, and I could smell her perfume. Rebecca’s perfume. God, she looked so perfect. I was feeling a little light-headed again—my mind was flipping the world back again, believing that this really was my wife standing before me. 
‘You look incredible,’ I breathed, reaching for her, running my hand down the satin dress, over her curves. 
‘Just like her, huh?’ she smiled. 
I couldn’t see those tell-tale moles, had she put makeup over them? How could she know that would be what I would look for to make a determination? 
I pulled the hem of her dress up, revealing more of her thighs, the tops of her stockings, bare leg and then her black lacy underwear. She helped me peel the dress up, exposing her stomach, her chest, her black lace bra. I could smell a hint of female arousal in the air already as I pulled that dress up over her head, and then dropped it to the floor beside us. 
‘So… You still want me?’ she asked, as she used her hands to brush her hair back out of her face again. 
‘More than ever,’ I said, placing my hands on her hips, feeling how searing-hot her body was. Running my eyes all over her delectable form. 
‘Even though I’ve been so very naughty?’ 
I cupped her breasts, then slipped them free of the confines of her bra. ‘I like that you’ve been naughty,’ I said, leaning in, pulling her a little toward me so I could kiss one of her stiff nipples, and then the other. I could detect Rachel’s perfume faintly, though it had been liberally covered up by Rebecca’s. It seemed odd, but sexy in its own way. Like it was proof my wife could become Rachel at will, and vice versa. My wife had become her sister in order to cheat on me.
‘You know you don’t have to pretend to be anyone else for me,’ I said, my mouth full of her breast. ‘Just be my wife.’
‘Yeah?’
‘You can still go out on dates if you want to. I want you to.’ 
‘You want me to?’ 
I tugged on her panties, stretching the waistband so that I could look down at the little patch of dark hair between her legs. Had another man really touched it? Had another man really thrust his big dick inside this sweet little pussy? The very idea took my breath away. 
‘What was it like?’ I asked her, stroking her soft pubic hair. Breathing in the spicy scent of her arousal.
‘What was what like?’
‘Being with Ethan.’
Her panties were soaked, the soft hair around her sex was drenched. Her little slit was so fiercely hot and slippery as I dipped my finger down.
‘It was… nice…’ she said, and gave a quiet little moan as the tip of my finger slipped inside her.
‘Just ‘nice’?’ I looked up at her and flashed a puzzled smile. 
‘How much do you want to know?’ she said, uncertain.
‘Everything,’ I said, following her gaze down to my lap, and the large bulge in my pants. I leaned back to let her look, to show her how turned on I was. ‘Tell me everything.’ 
She hesitated, and her own hand dropped between her legs to replace mine, stroking her pussy. I’d never seen my wife masturbating. The kind of thing had always been private between us. It made me assume this really was Rachel. 
‘What d’you want to know?’ she asked me. ‘You saw him… with Rebecca… he’s tall, good-looking… he has a seriously big dick…’
‘You like that?’ I said, leaning forward again. 
‘Uh-huh,’ she said, smiling as I watched her touching herself. ‘Does that make you jealous?’ 
‘No,’ I shook my head, and reached around to cup her buttocks, to feel the wonderful softness, the warmth of her body, and her pleasing curves. ‘No it’s… I don’t know why… it’s kinda hot.’
‘Did you like watching him sinking his big dick into… Rebecca?’ 
I furrowed my brow briefly. ‘You’re Rebecca, aren’t you? You’re being Rebecca.’ 
For a moment I feared I might have offended her. Insinuating that I didn’t want to sleep with Rachel, that if she was Rachel, then she was less than her sister to me. 
But she gave a little tilt of her head, and smiled, signaling that she understood my game, she thought she knew what I wanted. 
‘You won’t hate me…?’ she said, one last attempt to avoid any jealousy that I might have. 
I grabbed hold of her wrist, pulled her hand out from between her legs, bringing it up to my mouth to taste her wetness. ‘I think it’s hot you slept with him,’ I said, earnestly. ‘I just… you didn’t have to hide it from me. You don’t need to keep that kind of thing from me.’
She nodded, both comprehending and apologetic. 
I pulled her down onto the bed next to me, then leaned over to kiss her mouth. Thinking: had she taken him with this mouth? Had she wrapped her lips around his cock already? She had to have. 
‘You know I didn’t do it because… because I needed…’ 
I chuckled. ‘You like guys with big dicks. It’s okay.’ 
‘There’s nothing wrong with—’ she started to say.
I shrugged, pulled down my pants in front of her to unveil my full erection. Average, but not small. And hard, at least. Seriously hard. ‘It’s okay,’ I said. ‘You like hamburger… but sometimes you’re in the mood for steak.’ 
‘It was Rachel’s fault,’ she said. ‘Rachel was always telling me about her dates… about the ones who had… you know…’
‘Huge cocks?’ 
She smiled up at me, touching herself again. ‘Huge cocks. She just kept on going on about them…’
‘So you finally snapped?’ 
She nodded. 
I sank to my knees on the floor and reached forward for her, dragged her to the edge of the bed by her hips. She gave a little squeal in surprise, but then opened her legs for me, wondering what I was going to do. 
I tugged aside her soaking panties and gazed upon her delicious pussy. Her delicious, adulterous pussy. She gasped as I touched my lips gently against her clit, as I kissed her there softly. I tasted her tangy flavor, filled my chest with her spicy scent. She moaned long and low, lying back on the mattress, though propping her head up on one hand so she could watch me. 
‘She really likes Ethan,’ I said, lapping at her exquisite flower. 
‘Uh-huh…’ 
‘So why would she… push you… to date him?’
She moaned again as I sucked on her pussy lips. ‘In the beginning… she was paranoid she wasn’t good enough for him.’ 
Her pubic hair tickled my nose a little, but it was so sexy being there between her legs, gazing up at her as I dipped my tongue inside her most intimate place. How had this fallen off our marital schedule? Admittedly, there was a new interest in it for me, thinking that she’d had another man inside her here, that she really had allowed a big dick to squeeze into her sweet pussy. This was the heart of her wickedness, it seemed to me. 
‘So you switched with her… and you dated him,’ I said, getting the story straight.
‘Mmm…’ she moaned. 
‘And what was it like… when you went to bed with him?’ 
She looked down at me, opening her eyes to make extra sure I really wanted answers to this question. Then she said, ‘It was… exciting…’ 
I peeled her panties off and up her legs, and she lifted her hips to help me. Now I could feast on her more easily, and really go to town on her wicked, sopping-wet sex. 
‘We kissed a lot,’ she said, her breathing deepening, her body writhing under my attention. ‘It was… strange… that it wasn’t you…’
‘But you liked it?’ 
‘It was… different… I guess… it felt good because… we shouldn’t have been… then we were tearing our clothes off…’ 
 ‘What happened?’ 
‘I was… oh… oh God… I was… he put his big hands all over me… oh… he…’ 
She was panting like crazy and, as I flicked the tip of my tongue gently against her clit, her body shuddered and bucked under me. So hot, giving her pleasure with my mouth. Kissing and sucking on her unfaithful sex. 
‘When he was inside me… oh… he was so… oh God… he filled me up… he made me…’ 
Then she gave a little yelp, her breathing accelerating, her hands clamping my head to her pussy, her hips grinding away so she was almost humping my head, doing all the work. I was just riding the wave of her orgasm as it hit, and loving every moment. 
‘He made you come?’ I said, finishing her sentence. 
‘You make me come,’ she said, her chest rising and falling as she recovered her breath. She shuffled back on the bed, giving me a clear invitation. 
I pulled off my shirt and knelt up on the mattress, between her legs. 
‘He’s not better than you,’ she said, parting her legs as wide as she could as I moved in on her, stroking my hard cock against the softness of her pubic triangle.
‘It doesn’t matter if he is,’ I said.
‘He’s just different.’
‘It still feels good when I…’ I said, and slid my manhood straight into her sex, so easily because she was so very wet. 
‘It feels amazing,’ she smiled. Then, ‘You know burgers are my favorite food?’ 
I laughed, ‘But a really good steak makes you melt a little inside, doesn’t it?’ 
She gripped the mattress as I thrust into her again and again, building up my pace. Was it really Rachel I was fucking? Rachel, pretending to be Rebecca? I really couldn’t say. I was all over the place over that judgment. But if my wife was fucking Ethan, then she couldn’t be upset that I was fucking her sister. 
After a while I paused for a breath, and she was out from under me, going down on all fours so that I could enter her from behind. I held her hips and slid into her, remembering how it had been to watch Ethan sliding into Rebecca from behind. Or Rachel-pretending-to-be-Rebecca. It made no difference to me just now. The secret was out. She looked like my wife as I thrust into her, her body quivering with each blow, her skin clammy and glistening with perspiration and her own sexual arousal. 
‘Did he fuck you like this?’ I asked her, almost growling because I was getting close to my own climax. 
‘Oh yes…’ she moaned, ‘God, honey, he put his big dick inside me just like this…’
Jesus. I wanted to, but I couldn’t hold on any longer. 
She was saying things my wife would never say to me ordinarily, ‘I came so hard, honey… while he fucked me… while he fucked me with that big dick…’
My wife, wearing nothing but thigh-high stockings and a black lace bra, using words I’d only ever heard porn actresses using, as I slammed into her from behind. 
‘Oh… honey… his dick felt so good… in my tight pussy… 
She lifted herself up, straightening her arms, bouncing back into me as I thrust forward. 
‘Did he come… inside you?’ I asked her breathlessly. 
‘No,’ she said, ‘he came… over my face… over my tits…’ 
I felt my trigger pulled. That point where there’s no turning back. I grabbed her, holding her tight in my arms like a bear hug, and locked my cock inside her as deep as it would go. She moaned as she felt it within her tight pussy, throbbing away, shooting thick cream deep inside her. 
‘Oh yes honey… oh come inside me… oh, honey…’ 
It was just about the most mind-blowing orgasm I ever experienced.
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Afterward, we just lay there in bed a while, gasping for air. Laughing at how ridiculously good we felt. How wrong this all was. She’d shed her bra, but not her stockings. Lying on her side, wedged against me, she draped a leg over mine, and gently stroked my shin with her nylon-clad toes, and the texture of her stockings felt gloriously dirty. 
‘You know I didn’t really sleep with Ethan, don’t you?’ she said after a while. 
I just laughed. ‘I don’t know anything at the moment. I’m totally confused.’ 
She smiled, amused, pitying me, perhaps. ‘I am Rebecca, your wife,’ she said. ‘In case you really didn’t know.’ 
‘I really… I don’t know…’ I sighed. 
‘It’s kind of cruel…’ 
‘You’re both so good at being each other.’ 
She stroked my chest, trailing her fingers down between my pecs, through my thin dusting of chest hair, over my stomach. ‘You really thought I was Rachel, pretending to be your wife?’ 
‘I suspected it,’ I said. There was no point in lying about it, in telling her I knew it was her all along. I knew she couldn’t be mad at me for believing I was fucking her sister dressed up (or undressed, if that makes any sense) as her. She already knew Rachel had given me a blow job the night of her date with Ethan. 
‘And there was a moment… you really thought that was me, your wife, in the kitchen fucking Ethan?’ she said.
‘It was a strong possibility.’
‘And that never made you angry?’ 
‘I’ve told you,’ I said, ‘it turned me on.’ 
She twirled her fingers around my flaccid cock, and then she was stroking it gently, even though my libido was now spent. ‘You can tell me the truth, you know. About what it felt… you know… thinking I was cheating on you…’ 
‘I am telling you the truth,’ I insisted. ‘I mean… well… I guess I thought it was a shame you had to do it… behind my back… you know, secretly switching with Rachel…’ 
‘You’d have preferred it if I’d told you I was going to go sleep with Ethan? Right to your face?’ 
‘Definitely. I think… maybe it would have been even hotter.’ 
‘Even hotter?’ 
‘Because I’d have given you my approval, you know? I’d be the one letting you sleep with him. I’d be the one giving you that experience,’ I explained. 
‘And you’d really want to give me that experience?’ 
‘Oh, yes.’ 
‘You’re crazy, you know that?’ 
I chuckled. 
‘So you never did it?’ I asked her, raising a hand to touch her body, finding it kind of locked between her legs with limited room to move. I touched her damp pubic hair, I pressed the back of my finger gently against the warmth of her pussy lips. She moaned quietly, some sexual energy left in her after all. ‘You never actually switched with Rachel to go on a date?’ 
She said, ‘I went on one date with him. But we never slept together.’ 
‘But she did want you to sleep with him?’ 
‘She did. She likes… sharing. Especially when she has a boyfriend with a big… you know.’ 
‘You’ve shared men with her before?’ 
‘Only in college. And a little after. Before I dated you.’ 
‘You never shared me with her?’ 
She hesitated. I slid my finger deep into her pussy as though to prompt her. ‘I… we… okay, there may have been a few times…’ 
‘You really did?’ I laughed. 
‘Only before we decided to get married,’ she said. ‘And… maybe… once, after…’ 
More laughter, ‘You really were okay about me sleeping with your sister?’ It was weird to think I had actually slept with Rachel, after all. I didn’t remember it, or at least, I couldn’t tell you which occasions it had been Rachel, rather than Rebecca. Except the one evening of oral sex I knew about for certain.
I know, I know, you must think me so inattentive as a lover. As a husband. But when you’re not expecting it, when you’re not looking for it, you just don’t necessarily look for the detailed evidence for it. 
‘Why shouldn’t I be?’ she said. ‘She’s exactly like me. And as far as you were concerned, she was me.’ 
‘I’m kind of embarrassed I can’t tell you two apart,’ I said. Well, if the truth was coming out, let the whole truth come out. 
Rebecca just giggled, ‘We knew that already.’ Then, ‘Nobody’s ever really been able to tell, not when we were doing it properly.’ 
‘I can believe that.’ 
 ‘Back when we were kids, our parents had to dress us in different clothes just so they could tell us apart. But as soon as we got old enough to dress ourselves, we were always trying to prank them.’
‘I feel sorry for them.’ 
‘We didn’t tease them too much… and after a while, we just changed into each other when we needed to, and no one had a clue. We preferred it that way.’
‘When you ‘needed’ to?’ 
‘You know… when one of us was ill, and really had to get something done… when one of us was tired, and was expected to go to some party or other…’
I was still stirring my finger gently inside her, and she did let out a little moan. She circled her fingers around my cock, even though it was soft, and began to play with it. 
‘When did you start… sharing men?’ I asked her. 
 She smiled. ‘As soon as we could.’ Her eyes seemed all lit up as they gazed into mine, trying to fathom what I was thinking. How I felt about this whole sharing men thing. ‘Rachel lost her virginity to this guy in high school… I guess… she was always a little more self-confident than me. Especially around boys…’ 
‘You lost your cherry to the same guy?’ 
She nodded. ‘I pretended to be her,’ she said. ‘The guy never knew.’ 
‘He didn’t notice that the same girl lost her virginity twice?’ I asked her. Having never been with anyone else when they lost their virginity, I had no reference for whether a guy would know or not. 
‘When he took mine… I just told him I was still sore from the first time. He went carefully…’ 
‘What was his name?’ I’m not sure why I wanted to know. I was curious. It was kind of hot, hearing about my wife’s sexual past. 
‘Russell. He was on the football team… I had a crush on him…’
‘And Rachel got to him first?’ I chuckled. 
‘I was kind of hopeless… but Rachel liked him, too, so I never told her I liked him.’ 
‘But then you had him anyway?’ 
She smiled, ‘Rachel pointed out that if I was pretending to be her, and I embarrassed myself, I wasn’t really embarrassing me, I was embarrassing her. And she didn’t care.’ 
‘Sounds logical.’ Now it was my turn to moan quietly. Her hand felt pretty good around my cock, even so soon after sex. 
‘So you just went on switching, and sharing guys?’ I asked her. 
‘Uh-huh,’ she said, ‘I guess we did a lot in college. Usually when Rachel met a guy, and she… you know… just wanted me to have as much fun at college as she was having…’ 
‘And that was where you developed a taste for guys with big dicks?’ I asked her. 
She smiled, ‘It started because that kind of thing… it kind of amused Rachel more than anything. She particularly wanted me to have a night with those guys because it was so… different. I guess… I came to like it.’
I imagined my wife, younger, all cute and nervous in college pretending to be her sister on a date. Taking him back to her bed, or going with him to his. How she looked when she first saw the guy’s huge dick. When she touched it. When she put it in her mouth or in her pussy. 
 ‘God, look at you!’ she suddenly exclaimed, and sure enough I was thickening up in her hands, in record time. ‘You like the idea of me and Rachel sharing men?’ she asked. ‘Or is it… knowing that I don’t have a problem with you sleeping with her?’ 
I brought my finger up to my lips, tasted her juices again, kind of surprised that I was actually ready for sex again, so very soon. Like I was a teenager all over again. 
‘It’s more like hearing about you when you were in college,’ I grinned. Then, ‘Did you… go out with guys when you weren’t pretending to be Rachel?’ 
‘Uh-huh,’ she said, squeezing my thickening shaft, pumping it. Hoping for more. ‘After a while I was a lot more confident at asking guys out by myself.’
‘And you still shared them with Rachel?’ 
‘Wouldn’t have been fair not to,’ she smirked. 
I went back to touching her—a little more focused this time, a little more purposeful. Her breathing deepened noticeably, her chest rising and falling, her nipples stiff as little nails. 
‘You remember any of them?’ 
‘Of course I remember them!’ she said. ‘It wasn’t like Rachel and I were dating hordes of guys…’ 
‘I don’t mind,’ I laughed. 
‘There was… Ryan… he was nice…’
‘You always think guys are ‘nice’…’ I teased her.
She smirked. ‘Okay… he liked rubbing his penis between my breasts… is that what you want to know?’
I laughed. ‘His ‘penis’?’ 
‘His dick, his cock. His huge great ding-dong. What do you want me to call it?’ she said, panting a little as I thrust my finger in and out of her slippery folds. 
‘Who was your favorite at college?’ I asked her.
She thought for awhile. ‘Marco.’
‘What was he like?’ 
She groaned, and pulled away from my finger before lifting a leg over my thighs, straddling me. She pressed her hot sex down over my stiff shaft—not so that I penetrated her, but so that her pussy lips grazed against my hardness. 
‘He was so big…’ she moaned, sitting up on me like a cowgirl, to gyrate her hips and stir her pussy against my manhood. ‘Big Italian guy. He was so big, he always had to… you know… go down on me… so I was wet enough to take him…’ 
She raised herself up and took my hardness inside her. It seemed to me she was remembering past conquests while she rode me, but I enjoyed hearing about men she’d been with. It was so hot. She had this dreamy look in her eyes as she remembered, bouncing up and down on me so hard. And it was Rebecca who came first—though I was only a moment or two behind, perhaps triggered by just how vocal and just how vigorous her orgasm was.
Afterward, she thudded down on the bed next to me, the brightest smile painted across her entire face. 
‘That was incredible, you know that?’ she laughed. 
‘Probably would have been even better with a guy as big as Marco,’ I pointed out. ‘Or Ethan.’ 
She giggled, and put her hand on my spent cock, affectionately. ‘You know I don’t need a guy like Marco—or Ethan—especially if we do it like that.’ 
I said, ‘But you know… you can have a guy like Marco or Ethan. You do know that, right? If you want to.’
She looked at me, her smile gone for a moment. ‘You’re serious?’
‘I am.’ 
There was a pause as realization hit us both. I really was giving her permission to see other men. She really was being given the opportunity to turn back the clock and go dating again. 
Finally, she said, ‘I don’t think I want to get between Rachel and Ethan just now.’
‘No?’
‘I think… she’s really into him. I mean… not that that necessarily stopped us in the past.’ 
‘As I understand,’ I grinned. 
‘But this time… I think he might be the one for her. She has to get her head around that before… well, before anything complicated happens.’ 
Another pause. I felt a touch of disappointment. I think she must have, too. 
But then I said, ‘Maybe Rachel knows a few other guys… you know… you might scratch that particular itch you have…?’ 
She turned to me with one eyebrow raised as though to tell me out-and-out that I was quite clearly crazy. ‘A ‘few other guys’?’ she said with a wry smile. 
I laughed, ‘You do remember what marriage is about, don’t you, sweetie? We have the rest of our lives to be together.’ 
‘I know that—’
‘You know you could probably enjoy quite a few well-endowed men in that time…’ 
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Rachel was only too pleased to help her sister out. Well, that was the way it had all started, right? Rebecca was just a little too shy to go out and get some herself. She needed a devil-may-care sister to give her a little assistance.
And the two of them wasted very little time. 
The very next week, Rachel turned up on our doorstep one Saturday early evening with an amused look on her face and arrangements already made. 
‘What?’ I said to her as I opened the front door for her, in response to the enigmatic expression on her face. 
She broke out into a bright smile. ‘Good for you, Jakey. I always knew you had it in you.’ 
‘Had what in me?’ 
‘The ability to be the absolute perfect husband for my sister.’ 
She breezed in, as Rebecca finished serving supper to our kids. We both gave her sharp looks, warning her to keep quiet in front of Ellie and Matthew. Rachel nodded and grinned. ‘You haven’t even opened a bottle of wine?’ she asked of her sister. ‘You do know it’s Saturday night?’ 
‘All in good time,’ I said. 
Mattie, our eldest, piped up: ’Auntie Rachel, are you staying the night?’ 
Rachel laughed, but Rebecca jumped in: ‘No, she only popped in for a quick visit.’ 
Rachel pulled a bottle of cool Oyster Bay out of the fridge and a glass for herself. ‘I’m going out tonight,’ she told Mattie. ‘I just had to see you guys first because I haven’t seen you for a while.’ 
‘Are you going to the cinema?’ Mattie asked her. 
‘Maybe,’ Rachel said. ‘Or maybe I’ll just have dinner with a friend and then go dancing?’ 
I didn’t like pulling the wool over our kids’ eyes, but it was easier this way. Though Ellie and Mattie had no idea what was really going on, as Rachel explained what was going to happen, the tension between Rebecca and myself was really ratcheting up. 
Though the kids wouldn’t know, the reality was that once they were in bed, Rachel and Rebecca sealed themselves inside the master bedroom so that they could both change. Rachel would become Rebecca for the evening, so she could help me take care of the kids in case there were any incidents in the night—and, help take care of them in the morning. 
Rebecca, meanwhile, was dressing up as Rachel for her date. 
Once I was sure the kids were asleep, I was allowed to join them to watch the transformation. Rachel had already changed into Rebecca’s nightwear by the time I arrived, of course. It wasn’t exactly the most challenging transformation - she only had to scrub off her makeup, let her hair down and don a pair of gym shorts and an old t-shirt. 
Rebecca, however, had to go the whole hog and shower, shave her legs, and apply makeup. Rachel had brought her some clothes to choose from, though she objected a little to the choice of underwear—a fairly sheer bra and g-string. 
‘You’re too used to wearing big underwear,’ Rachel laughed as Rebecca stood in front of the mirror tugging her g-string this way and that, trying to get it in the right place. It seemed to be uncomfortable in any position. 
‘It doesn’t cover anything,’ she complained. 
‘That’s the point,’ Rachel pointed out. ‘You’re not going to dinner with him to find out if he shares the same taste in movies with you, or his life goals align with yours, sweetie. You’re out for a good, hard fuck.’ 
Wow. I felt as though I was sitting in some kind of dreamworld, watching my wife getting ready. She looked so beautiful, whatever she wanted to wear. She tried a few different pairs of panties Rachel had brought, though all of them seemed little more than tiny scraps of material held together by strings. Very sexy, but not Rebecca’s kind of thing at all. 
‘Yeah?’
‘Yeah, looks good.’
I just loved ogling her, as she turned this way and that, jigging her hips, tilting her waist, twisting around to grab her butt to try to get comfortable. And all I could think was that whatever she wore, it was for the benefit of another man. She seemed to like modeling for me—and to step up for me to touch her, to check her out. 
When we heard Ellie crying out, Rachel volunteered to go and sort it out, leaving Rebecca and I to decide on the underwear she would wear. 
‘These ones?’ 
‘Sure.’ They were all hot to me. But why not a pair of hot neon pink g-string panties edged in black, with a black string around the waist? Very Rachel in style. 
‘You think he’ll like them?’ 
‘He’d like any of them,’ I declared, since I liked her in any of them. ‘But these are seriously hot.’ 
She let me touch them to be sure. Stroking her through the thin material with the tips of my fingers, feeling the heat of her body, so intense. Running the back of my hand over her mound, between her legs, over her pussy. I could hardly believe she was about to be unfaithful. The tension inside me felt as though it could pull my heart apart—and yet I was so hard. 
I tugged the little triangle of neon pink aside to reveal her sweet pussy, but after a moment or two she gently but firmly slapped my hand away.
‘Okay, I need to figure out what else I’m going to wear,’ she declared, and I knew she was nervous, she didn’t want me getting her all wet before her date. 
Our eyes connected and we smiled at each other, both slightly bashful about our first time doing this. I was as nervous as she was. 
She perched next to me on the edge of the bed, looking through the bras that Rachel had brought to find something that matched her bright, neon panties. Something black seemed safest since there wasn’t an actual matching piece. But that was very Rachel.
‘They’re all too small,’ Rebecca complained.
‘Too small? But you and Rachel are identical…’ I almost wondered if my wife was giving me another sign with which to tell them apart. If her breasts were larger… I suppose she had had kids, whereas Rachel had not…
‘Oh, we’re the same size,’ she said, quashing that particular theory. ‘It’s just she likes wearing a slightly smaller bra so it pushes them up more.’ 
 Finally, she was decided on the underwear. Rachel returned, and sat next to me on the bed to direct her sister regarding which outfit she thought went best with the underwear Rebecca had chosen. 
‘What’s this?’ Rachel said as we watched my wife trying on various short skirts and skin-tight pants. She put her hand on my crotch, and naturally found me hard as a rock. 
‘It’s not for you,’ I said, though I didn’t push her hand away or anything. 
‘You know, she is being me for the night,’ Rebecca said. I was surprised, to say the least. Doubly surprised when Rachel opened my fly and fished my cock out in order to stroke it with her fingers. 
‘What do we have here?’ Rachel said, leaning over my lap, ducking down. Taking my tip inside her hot mouth. 
‘Jesus,’ I gasped quietly. 
I glanced up to see Rebecca watching through the mirror, trying to look as though it was no big deal, as though she was really focusing on her clothing choices instead. 
‘Is this really going to be how it is?’ I asked her. 
Rebecca laughed. ‘You’re not objecting, are you?’ 
I wasn’t. Rachel was bobbing down on me, moaning as she took pleasure in taking her sister’s husband right in front of her. It felt so good. And yes, if you’re curious, I couldn’t tell the difference in how the two sisters did that, either. Licking my shaft, one hand cupping my balls through my pants, then sinking down on me again.
‘I thought you were saving yourself for Ethan now,’ I said as she moved to kneel down between my legs so she could get more serious tending to my hard-on. 
‘I’m not really that kind of girl,’ she giggled in between bobbing down on my shaft. 
‘Have you… told… Ethan… that… yet?’
‘We haven’t told each other we’re exclusive yet,’ she said wickedly. 
To be honest, I was a little nervous. It felt good, and clearly I didn’t need to worry that Rebecca would mind about what her sister was doing to me. But I knew for a fact that usually when I come, my libido tends to hide away for a while, and my thoughts turn completely clean and totally non-sexual. Right now I was worried that Rachel would finish me off before my wife was even out on her date, and that would affect my enjoyment of the whole occasion.
If I came before it all started, I could see myself simply getting tired, wanting to sleep and miss the whole evening. Worst case scenario, I might even start thinking about how ridiculous it was that I was stuck here at home while my wife was out dating another man. That I was letting her flirt and seduce and ultimately fuck someone else. I might no longer want it to happen. I might get jealous beyond tolerance. 
Rebecca’s phone beeped, and for a moment I had to look toward the nanny-cam monitor to double check that it hadn’t woken the children. 
‘Sorry,’ she said, switching it onto silent. 
‘Is it him?’ Rachel asked her, smacking her lips as she lifted off my hardness. 
‘Uh-huh,’ Rebecca read the text. I felt my stomach sink. Was he canceling for some reason? Then she said, ‘He’s running a little late, that’s all. Asks if I want to meet him at the bar instead.’ 
‘Hmm… annoying,’ Rachel said. ‘That’s the one down-side of Paul, you know.’ 
‘He’s always late?’ 
Rachel said, ‘Or else he cancels a date at the last minute. His work… you know, he can get called up any time—and when they’re working a case, sometimes he has to work nights.’ 
Rebecca looked ready to go, and I could see the disappointment etched on her face. ‘He hasn’t canceled,’ she said, peering at her phone as though there might be some kind of secret message among the lines of the text from her date. ‘Just says he’s running a bit late. I guess it would save time if he doesn’t have to come here to pick me up…’ 
Rachel licked my cock, and then said, ‘Should we book you an Uber, honey?’ 
‘I guess…’ Rebecca said, looking at me as though she needed my permission. I just shrugged. My beautiful wife glanced down at her sister tonguing the underside of my hard-on, and she seemed envious. 
‘Okay…’ Rachel moved aside, looking around for her phone. 
Rebecca sank to her knees, an impish smile springing across her face as she took her sister’s place. 
‘Smudge-free lipstick,’ she said, before opening her mouth and sinking down on my cock. Jesus. There really was a difference in how I responded to the two of them. Oh, Rachel was fine at providing physical pleasure, but she wasn’t my wife. This was Rebecca stretching her lips around my shaft, and as I gazed down at her, enjoying the sensation of her hot mouth on my sensitive staff, the thought reeling round and round my mind was that later that night she would be doing this to someone else. Her big-dick date, the detective, Paul. 
‘No wait,’ Rachel said, pausing with her phone in her hand. 
‘You haven’t had anything to drink, have you?’ 
I gave her a dry smile, ‘Well you didn’t pour me a glass of that Oyster Bay, did you?’ 
Rachel picked up the aforementioned glass, and drained the last finger of wine. ‘You can drive her,’ she suggested to me. ‘Wouldn’t that be a good idea? I’ll be looking after the kids anyway.’ 
I shrugged, most of my attention diverted to my efforts to avoid coming in my wife’s mouth. Rebecca seemed to sense I was near, for now she pulled off me.
‘I can go in a taxi,’ she said. ‘No sense in both of us going…’
Rachel’s eyes were ablaze, she said, ‘You could be there to check on her. You know… make sure she’s all right.’
Rebecca frowned briefly. ‘I thought the whole point of my going out with the police detective is that I’ll know I’m all right—he’s a police officer.’ 
Rachel chuckled. ‘The whole point of you going out with the police detective is he has the biggest dick ever.’
Rebecca still had her hands around my shaft, and felt my response to her sister’s revelation. She giggled, and reached up to kiss me on the mouth. 
‘But he wouldn’t really be there just to make sure you’re safe, anyway,’ Rachel added. 
‘Then what—’ 
She turned to me, ‘Wouldn’t you like to see who he is before he dates your pretty wife?’ 
‘I know what he looks like—’ I began to say. Then I stopped and thought about how it might be to lurk at the back of a bar and watch my wife meeting up with the man who would—hopefully—get her interested in a little infidelity. 
Rebecca looked up at me and stroked my cock a few times. ‘It might be nice to know you’re there,’ she said. ‘At least at the start.’ 
I could see her reading me, taking in my expression and perhaps the way my cock pulsed in her hands with the hot blood of arousal. I could also see in her eyes the notion that it might be exciting for her to tease me as I watched her starting out her date.
‘Okay, I’ll drive you,’ I said. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Fifteen
 
 
 
We were both so very nervous as I drove her down to the city center, and dropped her off at the bar. We hardly said anything to each other, it was as though every ounce of our energy was devoted to just remembering to breathe—and, in my case, to drive. She had finally settled on a scandalously short leather mini-skirt, a white silk top with thigh high boots to make the outfit even hotter, if that was possible.
Every time the car stopped because of traffic, or traffic lights, we would glance at each other and share looks of affection and anxiety. 
Only as we came to St Giles, the wide street in the center of the city, where each September there’s a big fun fair, did it somehow start feeling like time was running out if we had any final doubts about this whole escapade. 
‘You’ll stick around, won’t you?’ she said. ‘You know… in case… I don’t like him or something.’
I nodded and smiled, feeling my heart rate picking up with every yard closer to the bar where she would meet Paul, the detective. ‘You know you’ll like him—Rachel does, and she knows you better than anyone.’
‘I know,’ she nodded nervously. 
We halted in traffic just ahead of the Martyrs’ Memorial, and I looked across to see her shiver. 
‘You know this is supposed to be about you having fun, right?’ I told her. ‘I mean, it’s great that I happen to enjoy the thought of you… you know… being with him. But the main thing is you’re supposed to enjoy it, you know that?’ 
‘Uh-huh,’ she said, nodding, but looking as though I’d been right to remind her of this central tenet. 
‘If you’re not having fun with him, then you make your excuses and leave—you’re tired, you’re feeling a little under the weather, you have an early morning. Whatever you have to say.’ 
‘I know,’ she said as the traffic got moving again and we ducked down Magdalene Street to see if there was a parking space around the corner in Broad Street. 
‘The point is… you can have fun with him if you want. You can let the date go as far as you want it, and you know you have my blessing,’ I continued.
‘Okay,’ she said. 
‘The point isn’t to try and seduce him as quickly as you can, just so you can get him to take you somewhere and fulfill my fantasy.’ 
She nodded, but despite the obviousness of what I was saying, it needed to be said. She needed to remember that the date wasn’t the means to an end, it was an evening she was meant to enjoy. Otherwise there was no point doing it. 
‘He’s a nice guy. You’ll have a good time with him, and it’ll be a nice break from… you know… normality.’ 
She smiled, laughed quietly. ‘You do want me to fuck him, though.’ 
‘I do,’ I admitted. ‘But if he’s not the one, then there’ll be someone else.’ 
We pulled into a space in the middle of Broad Street, somewhat miraculously even at that time in the evening—fortune favoring the brave, I liked to think—and as I switched off the engine, Rebecca leaned over to steal a kiss, her hand finding its way into my lap. I’d been hard most of the drive down—well, this was it. My wife going on a date. 
‘You know I love you, don’t you?’ she smiled. 
‘Of course,’ I grinned. 
‘Most women don’t get driven to a date by their husband.’ 
‘No, I suppose not.’ 
She squeezed my cock through my pants, but after a few moments we were both a little aware that there could be unwelcome eyes on us in so exposed a position. Rebecca glanced at her watch. It was time to be going, anyway.
We walked down past Blackwell’s and along Turl Street in silence, arm in arm. Not quite knowing what to say, I suppose. Not quite believing this was really happening. Accompanied only by the sound of our feet hitting the ground past Jesus College, past Lincoln College. Only as we came to the High Street did Rebecca break the silence.
‘Are you going to come in with me?’ 
I squeezed her hand, reassuring. ‘You want me to?’
‘I’m not sure… he’ll recognize you, won’t he? From before when he came to pick up Rachel.’ 
‘I’d say so. And the Bear is hardly the easiest place for me to hide.’ The Bear was a tiny pub, in fact. As nice as it was, it wasn’t great for spy missions. There were tables outside, but this evening had gotten too cold for most people to sit outside, particularly Rebecca in her revealing date outfit. 
We stepped out into the High Street. Time was running out.
‘Here,’ I suggested, nodding a head toward the All Bar One across the street, part of a national chain of bar-restaurants and just the other side of the block from the Bear. ‘Why don’t I hang out in here? You can text me if you want—I could be at the Bear in half a minute.’ 
 ‘Okay,’ she said, squeezing my hand back. She continued to squeeze it while we crossed the road, anxious. 
Then we were outside All Bar One, a fairly anonymous bar. I’d blend in well, avoid trouble. Could have gone in the Mitre, opposite, but there was half a chance of someone I knew going in there. 
‘If it’s okay in the Bear, I’ll text you,’ she said as we faced each other for a farewell hug and kiss. ‘Then maybe you can… you know… see.’ 
See. 
See my wife have a drink with a stranger. 
See my wife smiling and flirting and laughing at his jokes. 
See my wife warming up to him, letting her guard down, agreeing to go somewhere else for food or for dancing. 
See my wife leaning into him, accepting a warm kiss, opening up to the possibility of taking him to her bed.
‘If you think it’s safe,’ I agreed. 
We kissed again, and my heart was pounding. I felt my erection squeezed by my suddenly-tight jeans. Was this the last time I kissed my wife before she was officially unfaithful? She tasted so sweet, she smelled so fresh. 
What if I didn’t like it after the fact, that she had been with another man? 
I stifled my doubts. She looked nervous, too, but so excited even though she was trying to keep a lid on it. She didn’t want to seem too giddy, out of some fear that I would be offended that she was so thrilled to be going to meet another man, and not me. 
‘What about… protection?’ I asked her. 
Jesus. 
Was this the weirdest conversation topic for a husband and wife? Had she brought condoms to fuck her other guy? 
And yet, it made my pulse race, it made my cock throb with arousal. We were serious, now. We were talking about contraception, for God’s sake. My wife making sure she didn’t get pregnant or infected while fucking the guy I knew she was going to. 
‘Rachel didn’t use any with him,’ she said. ‘He hadn’t dated anyone for months and months before her.’ 
Figured. Police detective, lousy personal life. Rachel was testament that he didn’t have anything nasty, though. Her sister’s personal taster, if you like. And Rebecca was on birth control, of course. 
I nodded. My wife was going to fuck another man bareback, and I merely nodded. ‘If you’re sure,’ I said.
‘I’m sure,’ she said, flames in her eyes. 
‘Text me when you’re… you know… done with him.’ 
She smirked, ‘I will.’
She pulled me close to her, kissed me hard as she held me tight against her, so tight she could feel my hardness. Then she was gone, and I was watching her walk away from me, turning into the little alleyway, Alfred Street, which led direct to the Bear. My wife walking away to start her date. My wife walking away to cheat on me.
I suddenly found it difficult to breathe. 
 
 
 
*
 
 
 
I had a drink in All Bar One by myself. I say ‘a’ drink, but really it was a mouthful, not a glass. Ten minutes after watching Rebecca sashay down toward the Bear, I was back outside, retracing her steps there myself. 
I wasn’t going to stop her, I kept telling myself. I wasn’t going to charge in and disrupt things. I was just going to check on her, make sure she was okay. 
 She hadn’t texted me. We hadn’t really discussed what she should and should not do—I guess I’d assumed she would text me to let me know he was there, that things were fine. I could only suppose that there was no opportunity for her to let me know—the Bear was a fairly intimate place, I could see that she might be in a situation where Paul would wonder why she felt the need to pull out her phone and start messaging someone else when their date had only just begun. 
Maybe she’d just forgotten all about me. That was my paranoia talking. 
The closer I got to the end of the alleyway, the faster my heart seemed to pump. I was shaking a little, cold sweat breaking out all over the place. I don’t think I’d felt this way since my first proper girlfriend’s best friend had let me into a little secret that she really liked me, that she was really hoping I’d make a move on her. I remembered being terrified that her best friend had been lying, playing a cruel joke on me. We were at a party, and I saw her, and there was no backing out. I would either be humiliated, or rewarded in the most amazing way. 
Well, I’d ended up walking up to her and tripping over a rogue shoelace, which had pitched me straight into her arms, which she took to mean I was definitely making a move on her, and resolved it with my first proper kiss. 
Right now, there was no party. Just a cold street and a chill wind, and I was shut outside the pub where my wife was meeting someone new. 
I walked by a few times, not quite plucking up the courage to go inside. What if he did recognize me? Oh, hey, Rachel, what are you doing here? Would he buy the coincidence? 
At last, I stopped and peered in through one of the windows—figuring that if he saw me momentarily through the glass, he might think nothing of it, he might not even place my face. 
And there she was. Rebecca, looking like the spitting image of Rachel, sitting across from the large police detective at a small round table, her skirt riding up, her exposed thighs above the boots seeming so vulnerable. She was laughing, smiling, offering him devilishly flirty glances. My heart felt crushed by seeing it—and yet I was so turned on, my manhood so desperately hard in my jeans. Such a thrill to see how happy she was, how carefree and buzzed she appeared to be. 
She was acting like Rachel, she was wearing Rachel’s clothes, but somehow because I’d been with her through the transformation, and because she’d been acting herself the whole time I’d driven her down here, I saw through the disguise. It really was my wife, acting the single girl, glowing with that new relationship energy you get when you start out dating somebody new. 
I swear, it seemed to take five years off her. She’d never seemed so desirable in my eyes. 
Then he glanced my way, and I instantly backed away. There were a few people sitting at the tables outside, huddling over their drinks, their breath rising as steam. But to get a drink I’d have to go into the pub, and there just wasn’t the space for me to get served without Paul noticing me. 
I texted her:
(Jacob): Everything okay?
Hovering on the street outside. At last, she texted me back:
(Rebecca): Sorry… wasn’t a good moment for me to text you. Everything’s great. Paul’s here, and lovely, and he likes my outfit ;-) 
I felt a burst of warmth inside my chest—relief, I suppose, that she was good, or maybe that she hadn’t entirely forgotten me. I texted her back:
(Jacob): I bet he’d like it better if you were out of it ;-)
(Rebecca): Probably can’t text you for a while though :-(
(Jacob): That’s okay. Have fun, love you xxx
(Rebecca): I love you too, sweetie xxx
My heart was thumping again, hard. I risked another glance in a window, and saw them together. He seemed very relaxed, confident without needing to be cocky or arrogant. Tall, dark-haired, fairly smartly-dressed for a detective, he looked like a fighter pilot or a swashbuckling pirate. She was so smiley, and toying with a loose strand of hair. 
Wow.
I wandered back toward the High Street, and All Bar One—but then I kept going. I paced. I haunted the streets of central Oxford, feeling so strange I couldn’t focus on anything. I thought about getting food, but felt too antsy to settle on a place to go and strangely worried that somebody I knew would discover me there, eating alone, away from family, away from spouse. 
Around 10pm, Rebecca texted me to say they were grabbing a bite to eat at Number One on Ship Street. My paranoia made me start wondering if someone would see my wife eating with a strange man, if they would think something odd was going on. I’d get a text message from someone I hadn’t seen in ages warning me that they had seen my wife out at a restaurant with another man. I had to remember Rebecca was posing as Rachel. What if one of Rachel’s friends spotted her? I had to assume my wife would be able to bluff her way through anything.
I ended up in Magdalene Street, perhaps on the way back to the car in Broad Street, perhaps not. The movie theater was right there, a one-screen Odeon. It seemed like some kind of sanctuary to me. I bought a ticket for a comic-book movie and settled into the comfort of a darkened auditorium. Here, nobody was going to see me. Nobody was going to judge me. I could sit for two hours and either distract myself with the adventures of the Justice League, or at the very least hide away from the world while I thought about my wife on her date. 
As it happened, the latter was more the case. It wasn’t so terrible, though. It did feel comfortable, sitting in the darkness. And there were fears racing around my mind as I sat there, gripped by anxiety. At the same time I was still excited by what was going on, I was still of the mind that my wife was having fun, and I really did want her date to succeed. 
 Shortly after the movie had started, I received a text message that brought back my hard-on in the darkness.
(Rebecca): Dinner was lovely. We’re going to head over to Rachel’s place for a few more drinks… and whatever happens ;-)
Wow. I actually looked around myself in the darkened movie theater to see if anyone had noticed just how hard I was after reading that message. Of course, there was no one who could see anything. There wasn’t even anyone else sitting in my row. 
The date had to be going well. Rebecca’s text basically meant they could no longer keep their hands off each other, and now they needed to find somewhere for sex.
I felt the need to breathe deeply, to keep calm. I texted her back:
(Jacob): Glad to hear it… hope you guys have fun with… ‘whatever’ ;-) xxx
I looked at my watch in the darkness, trying to figure out how long it would take for them to get from Ship Street out to the Cowley Road. It was probably walkable, but you probably wouldn’t want to walk that much on a date. Would they catch a cab?
A few minutes later, confirmation in another text from Rebecca:
(Rebecca): In a taxi. I can’t believe this is really going to happen! Honestly never expected this kind of thing would happen again after we got married. 
I had to work at remaining calm. The way she was talking in her text made it sound so certain that she was really going to sleep with the guy. My wife, going to bed with another man. No matter how many times I thought about those words, it still seemed so strange. Exciting, though, of course. Exhilarating.
(Jacob): Seems crazy. But so hot. Hope he’s really as big as you like! Can’t wait to see you after. Xxx
(Rebecca): Oh, he’s just my type, I know that already :-P xxx
I nearly blew my load over that one. I could only assume they’d already been making out, perhaps in the taxi. She must have felt what he was packing through his clothes. 
Somehow I made it through the rest of the movie. I’m not sure if I felt the need to see what happened to Batman and the others, or make the most of the cost of the ticket, or if I just needed that dark little sanctuary in order to get my thoughts together. I probably did need to be there, as I thought about what Rebecca and Paul were getting up to. The two of them clinking glasses together before abandoning them completely, falling into bed only to tear each other’s clothes off. I calculated the time it would have taken for the taxi to get to Rachel’s flat. How long Rebecca and Paul might take to get through small-talk and a drink or two before lust got the better of them. I was betting it wouldn’t be long. 
There were long stretches of the movie where I just gazed at the illuminated numbers on the face of my watch, thinking to myself it must have happened by now. 
Thinking about Paul kissing my wife, his huge great cock in her eager hands. Rebecca falling to her knees to take that thing in her mouth. Lying back on the bed, parting her thighs for him, moaning as he squeezed that massive dick inside her soaking-wet pussy. 
Rebecca on all fours as he thrust that great thing into her from behind, eliciting all manner of cries and moans as he took her to heaven and back. 
Midnight arrived, and with it the end of the movie. I left the cozy, popcorn-scented warmth of the movie theater and ventured back out into the cold, to find Broad Street and my car. 
Rebecca’s next text message dropped just before I switched on the engine:
(Rebecca): Oh God, honey, that was just so totally incredible! 
Wow. 
Even after everything, I was shocked. Just completely shocked. 
I waited a few moments, just letting it sink in. She’d done it, she had fulfilled my fantasy and slept with another man. Was I jealous? A little. I felt a strange lack of control that I’d never expected to feel, but which now seemed entirely logical. It wasn’t just about my fantasy, it was about her enjoyment first and foremost. A break for her from the everyday stresses of modern motherhood. I did wish it was me who could make her describe sex as ‘totally incredible’—any husband would, I’m sure. But this was the next best thing: I had given her the gift of ‘totally incredible’ sex. 
I texted her back:
(Jacob): Good as you hoped?
(Rebecca): Better. He’s just in the bathroom, I’m not sure when he’ll be out of here… I’ll text you tho xxx
(Jacob): Can’t wait to see you xxx
I drove straight there. There was nothing else I could do, nowhere else I could go. I was hard, my pulse racing, I was almost panting as I parked in a space opposite Rachel’s building on the Cowley Road. She’d done it. She’d committed adultery. 
I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted her. 
I had to wait a while longer, however. 
 
 



Sixteen
 
 
 
I was crazy nervous as I rocked up at the front door of Rachel’s little flat down the Cowley Road. 
It was like the evening I’d lost my virginity so many years before—the enormous feeling of uncertainty within my chest, the fear that I would somehow be humiliated by whatever happened, or that for some reason the woman I craved would spurn me, crush me, destroy me. 
I was shaking so much I almost failed to slide Rachel’s spare key into the lock. 
My heart skipped a beat, and then the key slid home. I turned it, pushing the door open before entering the darkened lair. Rachel’s little apartment was all the way up three flights of spiral stairs in a fairly cold hallway that smelled faintly of unwashed laundry and damp. Students lived here, mostly. That and the feeling I was venturing to lose my virginity made me feel like I was a student again, the clock had gone all the way back. 
A little out of breath from all those stairs, I opened Rachel’s front door and was greeted by a waft of warm, musty air. It made me feel a little light-headed: here, before I had even set foot inside the flat, was the unmistakable smell of sex. 
My wife was officially unfaithful.
I had never been so terrified, or so turned on. 
‘Hello?’ I called out, my voice echoing down the stairwell. For a moment, I was worried that Paul might still be there. That Rebecca’s text message summoning me to the flat might have been either erroneous—or some cruel invitation to a humiliation as she introduced the detective to me as her new lover, a lover to replace me. 
But then her voice came back, softly, ‘Hello.’ 
As the front door closed behind me, I saw her in the darkness, edging out of the bedroom doorway. She was wearing one of Rachel’s black tank tops, and apparently no bra underneath, her nipples pushing out against the thin material, plain to see even in the limited light. Her denim hot pants were also Rachel’s—Rebecca would never be caught out in public wearing such things. Her hair was down, flowing either side of her pretty face, tangled and mussed and perhaps even slightly damp from perspiration. She nervously toyed with it, brushing it and tousling it with both hands as she looked over at me with those dark, soulful eyes. 
‘He’s gone?’ I asked her. 
She took a step toward me, her eyes scanning me, seeking out how I felt about her, what I thought of her now she had taken an irreversible step out of the bounds of monogamy. 
‘He’s gone,’ she said. 
 I think she was surprised I’d got there so quickly. As far as she was concerned, she’d left me in the bar, I was there drinking virgin cocktails and watching the football and reading her occasional text messages, waiting for my summons. She hadn’t suspected that I’d driven over to Rachel’s place, parked just down from the O2 Academy, keeping an eye on her door. 
I’ll admit to drifting off while parked there—I was a little upset with myself for missing the spectacle of Paul, my wife’s new lover, exiting the apartment building after the deed was done. However, Rebecca’s text message had woken me, and I’d been straight to the door myself. 
‘You had fun?’ I asked her. 
‘Uh-huh,’ she said cautiously. As though she was wary of admitting to too much fun in case it offended me. Because it had been another man she’d had fun with. 
Then she said, ‘Still love me?’ 
I smiled, warmly, and I could see it really affect her, much more than I could ever have expected. ‘More than ever,’ I said. 
She was so beautiful when she smiled. 
I went to her, took her in my arms, kissed her gently on the temple as she nuzzled into me. She smelled of Rachel’s perfume and of male cologne, and of overpowering, musky sex. 
She tilted her head up to me, and we kissed. Her lips were so soft, so warm. She tasted so strange, so unfamiliar. Cigarettes, even though she did not smoke. Breath mints. Alcohol. She tasted of him, of course, too. I was certain of that. It didn’t put me off, though. Strangely, it only aroused me further.
Proof of her infidelity. 
‘So, he was good?’
‘Uh-huh,’ she said, again, cautiously.
I kissed her neck, and smelled his scent even more strongly. How many times had they had sex before he left? Her skin was still clammy from perspiration as I ran my hands over her shoulders, down her arms to her thighs. Her hair was a little damp as I nestled against her. 
‘He was as big as… Rachel said?’
‘Uh-huh.’ 
She brought her hand up to my face as our kiss broke, and when she looked into my eyes it was as though she was checking I was real. Making sure I wasn’t some disturbed hallucination caused by the shock of my rejection in real life. 
‘You didn’t give me a chance to… to clean up,’ she said. 
‘I don’t care,’ I growled, sucking on her lips, sucking on her tongue, squeezing her breasts, her butt, in awe at the strange beauty of adultery. 
Falling into bed with her, my hands all over her, my lips all over her.
This really was like losing my virginity all over again. Her infidelity had scraped away any sense of familiarity I had with her—the way she smelled, the way she tasted, even the way she looked seemed different to me. I’d never made love to her after she’d had sex before. Her mussed hair, her clammy skin, her flushed cheeks and upper chest, the dilated pupils in her dark eyes. And she hadn’t been this horny since we’d first started dating. 
She moaned and lay back as I stretched her tank top and exposed her prominent nipples, sucking them one by one into my mouth. I could taste the salt on her flesh, smell the sex so strong on her body. And this was a woman who would have refused me sex after a workout until she could get into the shower.
‘Tell me,’ I ordered her. ‘Tell me what it was like.’ 
Her chest rose and fell, her breath increasingly labored. ‘What do you want to know?’ 
‘Everything. What was it like? What was he like?’ 
‘I don’t know… good… pretty amazing, actually…’ she looked at me, checking that what she said was what I wanted to hear, that she wasn’t offending me. 
I kissed her mouth forcefully, to signal to her how turned on I was by what she said. She seemed to take courage from it.
‘I think I lost all sense of time,’ she said, giving me a coy smile.
‘He made you come?’ 
‘Uh-huh.’
‘Once? Twice?’
‘Three times, I think.’
‘Three?’ I grinned, and kissed my way down her breasts, and lower to her stomach, still knocked sideways by the presence of this adulteress. 
‘He came twice.’
‘Where?’ 
Kissing down the soft, warm skin of her stomach, the scent of sex grew stronger and stronger. I moved to the inside of her thighs, and I could almost sense the heat emanating from her sex, even through those ridiculous denim hot pants. 
‘The first time…’ she said slowly, gazing down at me as I unfastened her fly button and kissed the hot flesh beneath, ‘…I was sucking on him… he came a little in my mouth… and then it went all over my face… and down my tits…’
I pressed my face against her crotch, breathing in that heavy, dank scent of their sex. It seemed dangerously addictive to me. 
‘And after that?’ I prompted her.
‘He went down on me… for ages…’ she breathed, and lifted her hips so that I could remove her hot pants. ‘And then… the second time… he came inside me…’ 
With Rebecca naked other than her loose black tank top, I moved up again to kiss her mouth, and nuzzle against her neck, tasting her skin, breathing her in, getting used to the strange fact that some other guy had shoved his dick down her throat, and had come all over her. 
‘He was big?’ I asked her. ‘Big as expected?’ 
‘Bigger,’ she breathed, ‘I couldn’t believe it.’
‘You liked it?’ I asked her, kissing my way back down her body.
‘It was… different… I could only get his tip in my mouth…’ 
I smiled up at her, providing further encouragement as I drifted through the soft patch of fur over her mound, and made myself comfortable between her legs. 
‘Then he had to go so slow when he was putting that thing inside me,’ she said. 
The smell of sex, of her arousal, was so intense down there, it was almost overpowering. I wedged my face against her, breathing her in, tasting her, slipping out my tongue to tease her oily lips. She moaned and began to stir under me, her chest rising and falling, her hips circling gently. When I opened my mouth to suck on her pussy, to engulf her clit in heat, she tilted her head back and cried out. 
‘Oh Jesus… take it easy on me,’ she implored me.
‘It hurts?’ 
She shook her head. ‘Just a little sore, that’s all. From… you know… over-use. And because… he’s so… you know…’
‘Huge.’
She glanced down momentarily, to be certain of how I felt, and instantly relaxed again when she saw my dumb smile. 
‘I think I only managed to get him inside because I was so wet,’ she said, laying back again, tousling her hair with both hands as I feasted on her sopping pussy. ‘He was… on top of me… he filled me up… completely…’
‘I bet… you enjoyed that…’ 
‘He… made me come… so quickly… like that…’ 
She’d always been quick to orgasm, and she’d always found it easiest to come through penetration. It was one reason our marital sex had gotten so streamlined, so focused on that one act of union. If she’d needed more foreplay, perhaps our standard procedure would have been more extended. And yet I could believe that with a new man stretching her so much with his huge cock, she would be writhing and screaming in no time. 
I lapped at her dewy folds and sucked her pink lips into my mouth. It seemed so wrong that she’d had another man’s big cock here, stretching her, skewering her. And yet it flicked my switches like nothing else. 
 ‘Fuck me,’ she said at last, but as I moved up to kiss her mouth again, she wrestled me over, taking control of the situation, her hands moving to tear off my pants. 
‘Are you hard for me?’ she asked me, unnecessarily considering where her hands were. ‘Are you so hard for your dirty, cheating wife?’ 
‘Uh-huh,’ I said, as she wrenched down my pants and grabbed hold of my exposed cock. 
‘You don’t want to wait for me to shower?’ 
‘Nope.’ 
‘You like that I’m all sweaty from fucking another man?’ 
‘Oh, yeah.’ 
She took my cock into her mouth, and seemed to delight in just how far she could squeeze it into her throat. Not something she could do with Paul, of course. Her moans were not put on for my benefit: she was actively aroused by taking two cocks in her mouth in one night. But she didn’t suck on my manhood for long. She was up, kissing my mouth again and straddling my hips, lining my cock up to her drenched sex. 
‘You wanna fuck me?’ she grinned. 
‘Uh-huh.’
‘You wanna fuck me right after I just fucked him?’ 
‘Oh yes…’ I groaned as she gripped the base of my cock and stroked the tip against her searing pussy lips. 
‘You know I’m still full of his come, don’t you?’ 
‘Uh-huh…’ 
She slipped the tip of my cock into her pussy, and then lowered herself, her expression melting into abject bliss as I filled her—maybe not as completely as her other lover had filled her, but enough.
‘He probably stretched me out a little,’ she warned, and it wasn’t a word of a lie to say that it did feel different than it had felt before. It only spurred me on to think that another man’s big dick had done that. Yet it still felt good, I still felt her pussy tight around me, hot and wet, so very wet. 
‘Did you fuck him like this?’ I asked her.
‘Oh yeah,’ she grinned. ‘The second time…’
She sat up and removed her tank top, and just rode me, hard, even if she’d said she felt a little sore. She was so wet it couldn’t possibly have hurt, even if she’d taken an army in there. 
‘Honey, you’re so hard….’ she said, breathless as she panted on top of me, working her hips to bounce on my shaft.
‘I love you,’ I said. ‘I love you, and I love how dirty you are.’ 
‘Uh-huh,’ she grinned, ear-to-ear. 
‘I love that you dressed up in a fucking g-string and went out with some other guy,’ I said, sitting up to grab her, and roll her forcibly over so that I could drive my cock back into her from on top. ‘I love that you took him to bed and fucked the living daylights out of him.’ 
‘You do, huh?’
‘I love that he made you come over and over, and he came all over you. Inside you. You got so sweaty and dirty and messed up from fucking him.’ 
‘Oh honey… oh honey… oh honey…’
I urged her over, now, onto her front. It felt right this way. Animalistic. The beast of an alpha male reclaiming his female from the juvenile challenger. Both of us dripping with sweat by now, Rebecca’s whole body glistening. I held onto her hips and drove into her beautifully rounded ass, ramming her from behind.
‘You… gonna… see… him… again?’ I demanded to know as I pounded her.
‘Oh… yes… oh… yes…’ she said, and I wasn’t sure whether she was answering me or simply urging me on in fucking her. 
‘You… gonna… bring him… here? …Fuck him… like this… again?’
She squealed as I plunged into her. ‘Oh yeah… he… he said… he wants… to take me somewhere…’ 
‘Somewhere like where?’ 
She came, shivering and shaking, shuddering under me, gasping for breath and wailing with the intensity of the climax of fucking two men in one night, in one bed. But I wasn’t quite done. 
She turned over, faced me, and I slid back inside her, moving slowly now—I was oh-so close. 
‘Where does he want to take you?’ I asked her.
‘Paris,’ she said. ‘Rome. Maybe Venice.’
‘Glamorous,’ I nodded. It seemed a little soon for them—but Paul had been dating Rachel a while before Rachel had moved on to Ethan.
‘I told him we might not see too much when we’re there,’ she grinned. ‘We’d spend most of the time in bed.’ 
God, she was so sexy. Glowing with self-confidence after the attentions of two men. 
‘You’ll have to take some pictures,’ I said. ‘You know… tourist snaps…’
‘And some not-so-tourist snaps?’ she asked me. 
‘If he’ll let you.’
‘He’ll let me,’ she said, propping herself up on her elbows to watch my cock slide in and out of her puffy, reddened pussy. ‘You want to see how it looks? Another man sliding his big dick inside me? Your naughty wife cheating on you with the biggest cock she’s ever seen?’
I came, hard, and that provided enough of an answer to her question.



Seventeen
 
 
 
So that is how my wife, Rebecca, came to start dating other men, with my blessing, while pretending to be her sister, Rachel. Things went very well, meanwhile, for Rachel and her professor boyfriend Ethan. The surprise to me was that Rachel still wanted to share him with her sister. But, given I was okay with Rebecca dating other men, I didn’t mind. 
One night not long after Rebecca’s date with Paul, the detective, Rachel came to us almost begging for her sister to accompany Ethan to the opera. 
‘When you dated him, you both talked about opera,’ she explained, ‘and obviously I know absolutely nothing about all that shrieking in frocks.’ 
Rebecca was mortified. Generally the two sisters liked similar things, though Rebecca’s tastes ran a little further to the high-end. Music, however, was one cultural area where the two sisters were quite different.
‘I’m so sorry,’ Rebecca said to her sister. 
‘It’s okay,’ Rachel offered her a forgiving smile, ‘but he does… kind of think I’m an expert now.’
Rebecca said, ‘I did so well that night talking about things you would know about… but then we got onto opera, for some reason, and as I was about to nudge the conversation somewhere else, he said something about Aida that was just wrong, and I accidentally corrected him before I even really realized what I was saying.’ 
‘He was so impressed,’ Rachel said, proud of her sister’s knowledge even if it had put her in a precarious position with her boyfriend. ‘But I’m not sure I’m going to be able to avoid talking about opera if we’re going to see the Welsh National Opera doing Tosca.’ 
‘No,’ Rebecca agreed. ‘I can’t see that you would.’ 
‘You know,’ I said to Rachel, ‘you are going to have this problem cropping up again, if you’re aiming to stay with Ethan long-term.’ 
Rachel nodded. ‘I’m going to have to learn all about opera, aren’t I?’ she said, and it mildly impressed me that she would put that kind of effort in to maintain things with Ethan. I was more in Rachel’s camp regarding opera than Rebecca’s: I couldn’t have been less interested. It would be hard work for her to get into it. 
‘But,’ Rachel said, ‘I’m going to need time to become an amateur opera expert, aren’t I? And meanwhile, I need you to go with Ethan to Tosca.’ 
Rachel looked at me, and I shrugged. ‘You know it’s okay with me. But it’s not up to me.’ 
 Rebecca said, ‘You know if I’m going with him… he’s going to expect…’ 
‘I know, of course I know that,’ Rachel said, looking mildly pleased with herself that Rebecca would have to sleep with Ethan. 
‘But he’s your guy, sweetie,’ Rebecca said to her sister. 
‘We haven’t even agreed to be exclusive,’ Rachel said. ‘And even if we had… what’s the difference? Physically we’re practically the same person anyway.’ 
‘Physically,’ Rebecca agreed, hinting that this wasn’t all that was involved. 
‘If you don’t…’ Rachel said, anxiety wracking her face, ‘…I’m worried he’ll figure things out. And it’s too soon for him to do that. I think… I think we’ll scare him away.’ 
After a long pause of sustained thought, Rebecca finally said, ‘Well, of course I’ll do it, sweetie, if you really think there’s no other option.’ 
Rachel grinned, relieved and excited all at once. ‘I think this is the best way,’ she said. 
 
 
*
 
 
Saturday evening arrived, and, while I was making supper for the children, Rachel and Rebecca went upstairs to change roles. 
The main thing, as far as the kids were concerned, was that Rachel put on the clothes that Rebecca had been wearing up to that point in the day, while Rebecca attempted to portray Rachel trying to be more sophisticated for her date at the opera. 
‘You look really nice, Auntie Rachel,’ Mattie said as she came downstairs in a beautiful plum-colored dress that Rachel had bought for her sister specially. It was elegant, and yet figure-hugging. Sophisticated yet sexy. 
‘Thanks, Mattie,’ Rebecca said, ‘you think I look posh enough for the opera?’ 
‘Of course,’ he grinned. 
Rachel, wearing Rebecca’s things, came down behind her sister as though she was some kind of personal shopper or style guru at Rebecca’s beck and call. Mattie and Ellie went to hug her after our return from the playground, as though she really was their mother. 
I went to kiss ‘Auntie Rachel’ on the cheeks, and felt that increasingly familiar little shiver of realization that my wife was about to go on another date with another man. ‘You look really lovely,’ I said to her. 
‘Thank you,’ she smiled, a sparkle in her eyes that told me implicitly that she could hardly believe her luck. 
Ethan arrived, looking dashing in a smart suit, to collect Rachel with plenty of time for a little early evening dinner prior to the performance at the New Theater on George Street. And naturally he had no idea the woman he escorted from our house was Rebecca, rather than Rachel. 
As we took care of the children, getting them through supper and then a bath and then stories and bed-time, I even found myself lapsing into periods where I treated Rachel as Rebecca, and possibly even thought of her as so. Her performance really was that good. 
Cue text from Rebecca to set our minds at ease:
(Rebecca): Dinner was really wonderful. Tried to seem a little less expert on opera than Ethan might have thought! Not sure if he didn’t just think I was being modest, though. Anyway, just about to go into the theater! Hope the children are being okay. Have lots of fun with Rachel, you know you have my blessing xxx
And that message kind of jarred me back to the reality that here I was at home, due to spend the evening with Rachel. We couldn’t put her up in the spare room, either, since the kids believed her to be Rebecca. Meanwhile, I had the thought of my wife being out on the town with another man playing in my mind. So while I’d have the anxiety and strange excitement to get through with Rebecca committing gloriously slow and sensual adultery with a well-endowed man, I’d also have to deal with a guest in the house. 
‘Well, sounds like she’s having a lot of fun,’ Rachel said, having read her sister’s text message over my shoulder. 
‘It does, doesn’t it?’ I said, a little unnerved to have Rachel so close, reading the message meant for me. 
There was a moment of awkwardness between us, as though neither of us quite knew what to do next. I felt a little embarrassed, because Rebecca’s text message had hinted that if I wanted to, I might do a little fooling around with Rachel—and yet I knew that Rachel was with Ethan now, so things would be different. 
Rachel looked at me and grinned. ‘Just us now, huh, hubby?’ 
‘I guess so.’ 
She collapsed in our armchair and flicked on the TV, and suggested, ‘Why don’t we crack open a nice bottle of wine?’ 
‘Sure.’ I was happy enough to scurry off in pursuit of a bottle of chilled Sancerre, but when I returned to the living room, Rachel was curled on the sofa, watching The Crown. She had kicked off her jeans, and was sitting there in nothing more than one of Rebecca’s t-shirts and a tiny little white g-string. 
I was more than a little stunned to see her like that. But, sat there now texting on her phone, she didn’t even look as though she was particularly aware that she was flashing her underwear at me, her sister’s husband. It was just more comfortable for her being that way. 
I didn’t know what to say. I opened my mouth and almost any combination of words could have jumped out. Though what did actually jump out was, ‘That doesn’t look like Rebecca’s usual choice of underwear.’ 
She looked up at me, bemused, making no effort to conceal herself whatsoever. ‘You know I only dressed up as Rebecca so that Ethan wouldn’t think it was my sister he was taking out—and so Ellie and Mattie wouldn’t get all confused.’
‘I suppose so,’ I nodded, putting down the wine glasses and bottle. 
‘But I can take them off, if you’d prefer…’ Rachel said with a wicked grin, and lifted her hips, whipping off her g-string before I could say anything at all in response to her suggestion. 
Jesus. 
‘You remember what happened the last time we spent the evening together, just us?’ Rachel asked me.
‘Uh… yeah…’ I said, but not really thinking back to that time, not really thinking about anything at all. Just staring at Rachel sitting there naked from the waist down, her legs parted. 
‘So don’t you think maybe it’s time you returned the favor?’ 
I was confused. 
She glanced downward, her eyes acting as a prompt to draw my attention to the sweet, pink, wet pussy awaiting my perusal. I snapped out of my shock, and remembering how she’d gone down on me the last time we’d been in this kind of position, I realized what she was saying. 
I knelt down, right in front of her, and she put an appreciative hand on my shoulder as I moved into position between her legs. Rachel leaned back and lifted one leg over my shoulder as I moved in to plant a kiss beside her glistening sex. 
‘Aren’t you worried one of the kids will come down?’ I asked her, breathing in that irresistible scent of female arousal, which seemed to saturate the air around me. 
‘Oh, I don’t think we need to worry about that,’ she said. ‘You know they usually sleep fairly solidly until at least 10 or 11 o’clock.’ 
She was right, of course. Our children were usually exhausted by the time bed-time came along. They would crash not too long after bed-time and sleep a solid four hours or so. At that point Ellie would probably come down for a drink. Then later, as dawn approached, was when the two of them would start struggling with sleep, wanting to get up and go downstairs any time from about 4am. We were probably safe enough. 
Meanwhile, I couldn’t believe Rachel was sitting there almost naked, demanding sex. She wasn’t even trying to be Rebecca any more, she even pulled up her hair in a messy knot without having a hair tie, in a manner that was completely un-Rebecca. It was hot, but not merely because this was another woman I was going down on. The simple fact of pleasuring Rachel seemed to reinforce the fact, in my mind, that the reason I was here was because Rebecca was away with some other guy, and later that evening would go back to his place for sex. 
‘Rebecca… and I… thought you’d… be… too hooked on Ethan… for this kind of thing to happen,’ I said between light kisses, moving my mouth progressively closer to the glistening pink petals of Rachel’s pussy. 
‘Mmm…’ she moaned as I tentatively flicked my tongue along the soaking groove of her sex. My caution seemed to be in response to the feeling that she might decide against this at any moment as I reminded her of her desire for Ethan. 
She said, ‘You know Ethan and I haven’t even discussed being exclusive yet.’ 
She parted her legs a little more. It was just a hint of movement, really, but I took it as confirmation of her invitation to me, and buried my face in between her thighs, sucking on her lips, lapping up her juices, nuzzling my nose into the little patch of pubic hair styled precisely like Rebecca’s. 
She moaned again, and stroked her fingers through my hair, but then while I was ticking her clit with the tip of my tongue, she went back to texting. 
‘Who are you texting?’ I asked her in between mouthfuls of her delicious pussy.
‘My sister, of course,’ she said.
‘She’s… probably watching… the opera… right now, don’t you think?’ I said, sliding my fingers inside her slippery folds while I sucked gently on her little clit. 
‘Ohhh….’ Rachel moaned. Then, ‘I know… she’s probably experiencing utter heaven at the moment, right?’ she said. ‘I just thought… you know… I’d let her know what she’s missing…’ 
I guess I took her texting as a kind of challenge—stepping up my tonguing, my sucking on her labia, brushing her clit with my top lip, stroking her pussy from the inside with my fingers, until the sensations became too much for her to concentrate on her phone as well. She soon dropped it, collapsing back in the chair with both of her hands coursing through my hair, her breathing turning to labored panting, her body writhing under me. 
As her orgasm approached, she pulled her legs closer together around me, and I had to focus on maintaining my current, successful pace, instead of getting carried away by her increasing intensity of response. 
And as hot as it was to see how crazy I was turning her, I had to reach up and touch a finger to her lips to remind her to keep the noise down. She sucked my finger into her mouth, and perhaps tasting her own pussy sent her over the edge, for that was where she hit her peak, shaking and shuddering under me, clamping my head against her body as her climax hit. 
‘Come here,’ she said afterward, almost purring. ‘That was wonderful.’ 
She lifted my chin with a finger, and leaned forward to kiss my mouth.
‘You’re amazing, you know that?’ she said. 
I smiled, and couldn’t resist teasing her: ‘What would your dear Ethan think about all this?’ 
Rachel giggled. ‘I told you, we haven’t talked about being exclusive yet.’ 
‘And when you do?’ 
She shrugged, ‘I might have to stop seeing you for a while.’
‘For a while?’ I raised my eyebrows at that. ‘Are you in love with him? Ethan?’
‘I… think so.’ 
‘So will you ever tell him… you know… everything?’
‘I guess I’d have to… when the time is right.’ She looked slightly uneasy about that. The moment passed. ‘Come on,’ she said, ‘Let’s take it upstairs, right? You know Tosca’s only two hours long.’
I glanced at the clock on our DVR player, and was surprised at just how long I’d apparently been kneeling between Rachel’s thighs. Time flies when you’re having fun, huh? 
I felt a little shiver of anxiety suddenly shoot through me. Would Ethan take Rebecca out for a few drinks after the performance? Or take her back to his place ASAP, to get into her panties? 
Rachel rose to her feet, seemingly recognizing the thoughts going through my mind. 
‘Come on,’ she said, ‘you want to fuck me, don’t you?’
‘Uh-huh,’ I said, trying not to sound distracted.
‘I mean, I’m not exactly your cheating wife… but… you know… your sister-in-law…’ 
Don’t get me wrong, it was seriously hot taking Rachel upstairs, where she sucked my cock like it was going out of style. But it wasn’t the fact that it was my sister-in-law that really got me going. 
I think it took her a little while to understand that. 
‘You know I was with Ethan last night?’ she said, picking herself up, straddling my hips. 
‘Really?’ I asked her. 
She sat down, pressing her pussy against the stiff column of my shaft. ‘Uh-huh. So I know exactly what he’s going to do with Rebecca any minute now.’ 
‘Is that right?’
‘Oh yeah. Last night he was licking my pussy for a while before he could squeeze his big dick inside me.’ 
I looked into her fiery eyes, her adulterous eyes. I saw the soul of a woman who had fucked someone else only the previous night. It flicked my buttons. 
I grabbed hold of her hips, pulled her up my chest, making her squeal at my power and control. But she went with it, climbing up to put her knees above my shoulders, curling her legs under my arms. Dropping her sweet pussy down over my mouth. 
‘You like it, don’t you?’ she teased me. ‘You like to think of him squeezing his big dick inside me?’
‘Uh-huh,’ I moaned as she leaned back and enjoyed my mouth. Her nipples were incredibly stiff as I lapped at her some more. The way she moaned, cried out, made it seem like another orgasm might be just around the corner. 
‘You like… thinking of… Ethan… being with… Rebecca?’ she said, breathless. ‘Licking her… like this… eating her… so she’ll be ready… for his huge cock…’ 
Panting, gasping, propping herself up on her hands, she leaned back and closed her eyes, tilting her head back. I could picture her as Rebecca, maybe just about starting with Ethan by now. 
I could also enjoy her as Rachel, the promiscuous one of the pair, who might soon be surpassed by my own wife in that department if the relationship with Ethan went steady as expected—but who right now was so naughty, so hot, and her pussy so well-used. 
But she pulled herself off me before she could come again, moving down my body and over my hips once more.
‘I want you inside me,’ she said. 
And despite her relationship with Ethan, she was still a tight—gloriously tight—fit.



Eighteen
 
 
 
I couldn’t tell what time it was when I was woken up by somebody—I assumed it was Rachel—climbing onto me. I felt her smooth skin sliding over mine as she lifted her leg over me, I felt her weight pressing down on me as she straddled my chest, facing away from my head, I felt the heat of her pussy as it touched down on my body. There were her hands on my crotch, her fingers splaying out over my thickening cock, exploring me, stroking me, encouraging me to harden further.
I looked up to see her beautiful curves above me, entirely naked, her long dark hair dropping down her back, much more in Rebecca’s style. 
I was about to moan and call out her name, perhaps tease her for being so horny she would wake me in the middle of the night for another round. 
But then I turned my head to the side to see Rachel lying beside me, also naked, turning over onto her back, having been woken by her sister climbing onto me. One of her hands clutched a breast, while her other glided down over her mound and dived between her legs to begin stroking her sex. 
I stiffened fully, very quickly. My Rebecca had returned. My wife. My naughty, adulterous wife. 
‘Hey,’ I said, my voice croaking as it emerged from a dry throat. 
‘Hey yourself,’ she said, lifting herself up slightly, before dropping down again so that she could continue stroking my shaft with her pussy—not taking me inside, but brushing her labia up and down my length, coating my hardness in her copious wetness. 
She was, of course, very wet. 
I could smell her, even above her re-applied perfume. That hit of cigarette smoke and alcohol from someone who had been out for the evening at bars, restaurants and the theater. The hint of male cologne from the man she’d fucked. 
Oh God. She was so beautiful. I looked down to see the irresistible roundness of her rear, her cheeks parted as she sat on me, the darkness between her legs. She’d taken him there, she’d given herself to him fully, she’d had his big, hard cock slide into her there, into her most intimate, most personal place. Into her body. 
‘You had a nice time?’ I asked her. 
‘Oh, yes,’ she said, rocking her hips as she stroked me with her soaking pussy. 
I could hear her breath deepening, her breathing turning to sighs, the early stages of panting. The sound of her drawing air into her chest like the brushing of silk. 
She slid her hips closer to my face, as though knowing that her wicked scent would arouse me further. And it did. The strengthening of that dark, pungent aroma spurred my excitement as her fingers curled around the base of my cock, and then the warm soft flesh of her breasts pressed against my shaft.
I inhaled, filling my chest with the smell of adultery. I reached out to touch her hips, her behind, her thighs, feeling the wonderful smoothness of her skin while she stroked my cock between her breasts.
Rachel looked happy enough to stay on the bed with us, her fingers flicking over her own pussy while she took in the sight of her sister reintroducing herself to her husband. How was it to see her identical copy sitting astride me, pumping my hard cock in her hands? It wasn’t just like watching her sister getting naughty with a naked man, it was like watching herself from another standpoint. 
Did it excite her to take in how I responded to the return of my adulterous wife? Or did she suppose that in being so aroused by Rebecca, I was also aroused by her, since the two were so very similar in look? 
It was only a half-formed question in my mind, or at least half-considered, since my attention was seized by my wife, whose presence and position prompted me to grab hold of her hips and pull her further up my chest, and over my shoulders, so that now she straddled my face. 
Rebecca eased herself down over my mouth and nose, saturating my senses with the dark, powerful spice of her arousal, of her sex. I opened my mouth, pressed my lips up to her adulterous pussy, felt the searing heat of her soaking folds, tasted the pleasingly tangy flavor of her juices. I heard her moan as I lapped at her adulterous pussy, as I indulged in the taboo experience of reclaiming my unfaithful wife. He’d fucked her, he’d fucked her, that wicked thought revolving in my mind over and over. 
And Rachel climbed onto me in her sister’s place, her hands spreading over my bulging, throbbing hardness, her thighs parted over me, her legs locked around me. She pressed my hardness between her breasts just as her sister had done, as though she needed to know exactly how that had felt, too. She brushed her wet pussy over my length, and stroked me with her soaking pussy lips. 
Only, as I curled my arms around my wife’s thighs and feasted on her unfaithful sex, Rachel went a step further and took my cock inside her.
This seemed to me so wild, so wrong and yet so hot. Another boundary being cleared. 
Had they done this before? I couldn’t help but feel they had, at least back in the early days. College. Dating. One of them fucking a boyfriend, before the other one joined. Blowing the boyfriend’s mind, no doubt, whether he knew or not that they’d already both fucked him, they’d played their little switching game on him so they could both experience his expansive cock. Now letting ‘their’ man sample the full ‘twins experience’.
Whether or not Rachel settled down with one man from here on—or two, if you counted yours truly—this felt like completing the triangle. The two of them shared everything—clothes, meals, chores, and men. I was part of one of their lives, and so it seemed inevitable I should be part of both of their lives. 
And it seemed that Rachel, as sister, as twin, enjoyed sharing in Rebecca’s experiences just as much as I did. As we all disengaged, and my naughty wife went on all fours to allow me my favorite position of reclamation—lining up behind her, taking big handfuls of her behind before plunging my hard cock deep into her adulterous pussy—Rachel was as keen to question her about her evening’s infidelity as I was.
‘Did you go straight back to his place after the opera?’
‘Yes… he said… we might as well… we could… just as well… have a drink… in private…’ 
‘But when you got there… you didn’t drink any more, did you?’
‘No… he… took hold of me… we started kissing…’ 
Rachel lay there beside us, gazing up at me pounding her sister, touching herself as she watched me fucking her, the second man of the night to do so. And she was as excited by her sister’s infidelity as I was, it seemed.
‘You like kissing him?’ 
‘Oh yes…’
‘He put his hands on you… he touched your breasts? He slipped his fingers inside your bra…’ 
‘He… he did…’ 
‘He sucked your nipples?’
‘Uh-huh…’ 
It was strange to feel so attuned with Rachel, as I took pleasure in Rebecca’s well-used pussy, feeling her so wet because mine was the second cock of the night to penetrate her. Both Rachel and I had a part in giving Rebecca the experience of Ethan. That gift bestowed on us the pleasure of altruism, as well as the strangely exciting responsibility of breaking a taboo: me in allowing my wife to cheat on me, Rachel in allowing her sister to borrow her man, to fuck him. 
‘Did he take you in the bedroom?’ 
‘Not… at first…’ 
‘What happened?’ 
‘We were… in the hallway… he was pressing me up against the wall… he was so hard…’ 
‘And you liked feeling his big dick? So hard for you. So god-damn huge.’ 
‘Oh yes…’ 
She moaned as I fucked her, and as Rachel stirred her memories of another man, though my reclaiming of my wife’s sex took too much of her focus after a while, so that until I made her come, all questions had to wait. 
Later, though, as the early morning sun filled our room with light, I stood by the edge of the bed and sank my hardness into Rachel’s pussy, and Rebecca lay beside her with her hand wedged between her legs, her fingers delving inside her as she shared more of her evening’s story with us. 
‘We didn’t even get into the bedroom… I dropped to my knees and pulled his big cock out…’
‘You took him… in your mouth?’
‘As much as I could…’ 
‘You need more practice. He’ll start to figure us out…’ 
While Rachel and I took pleasure in hearing Rebecca recount her experience with Ethan, it seemed that Rebecca took pleasure in firing us both up with her recollections. And at the same time, my wife was taking pleasure in gifting her twin to me—and me to her twin.
The triangle was very much complete.
Rachel came—shuddering as she tried to stifle the moans of her climax—and then went, scampering off to the guest room to become Auntie Rachel again, perhaps snatching a little more sleep before early morning became breakfast time. Rebecca and I also changed, into our usual pajamas, prepared for our children to wake well before they should, and demand breakfast and TV and all the other usual things. 
Snuggling up to her, embracing our comfortable normality again, I felt closer to my wife than I’d ever been before. We’d opened ourselves up to each other fully, and now it felt like we knew each other completely. 
She still had to ask, though, ‘Do you still love me?’ 
And when I said, ‘More than ever’, it seemed from her blissful moan that we both felt the same warm glow. Sexually, we might be involved in a triangle, but emotionally, we were a binary unit—and would remain so, whatever happened. It didn’t seem like Rachel was out in the cold as far as my love for Rebecca went—what Rebecca had with her sister was just different to what she had with me, in the same way that I could never represent the same meaning to Rebecca as her twin.
Drifting off to sleep prior to the jolting awakening of our children’s cries, I felt very peaceful, my life somehow very much in balance with all those I loved around me.
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