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  Chapter one

"God, Jenna." 
I heard my mother's tone in my voice and it made me cringe. I was happy no one was there to hear me. It just came out of my mouth. 
Because: God, Jenna.
Jenna's closet looked like the closet of a well-off hooker, and one who changed her clothes like ten times a day.
And who knew? Jenna might have been a hooker. She was plenty of other things that were close enough to "hooker." And with Jenna, you never know.
I didn't know where to start in this closet. I never did. I watched her apartment all the time.
It's not like Jenna was a slob - and she had a housekeeper. She was just careless, and carefree, and - based on the state of her "clothing room" -  she changed outfits faster than the help could do anything about the mess. 
One whole room of Jenna's apartment was for clothing and makeup. (It was also obviously for that something else that I would rather not think about. It was her business. I was trying not to judge). 
It was an OnlyFans account, and no, I hadn't seen it for myself: that was too creepy. But I knew about it, intimately. Which was another part of this story. 
God, Jenna.
I reached in to the overstuffed closet and pulled out the flashiest thing I could find. I was attracted to it because it was a strange material - shiny, changing color as the lights shifts. Once I pulled it out and held it up on the hanger, with the light from the window behind it, my mouth fell open for a second. 
It was so skimpy. Practically see-through. I couldn't even tell what the dress was supposed to look like, once it was on. It looked like a lot of scraps of fabric held together by a few meager stitches. 
I wouldn't even have known where to start if I had wanted to put it on, which was a pretty common problem with Jenna's clothes. I had to shove it back into the closet, and that's when I saw her note.
Dear L: This one.
It was stuck through the hanger itself, and had an arrow pointing down. 
Very redundant for Jenna, but there were moments when it was more obvious that we're twins, and this was one of them. It was the kind of note I'd leave, because I wanted someone to know for sure about something.
I pulled the dress out. 
It didn't bug me that Jenna knew that I tried on her clothes and dug through her stuff. As different as we claimed to be, there were still a lot of things about our thinking that were identical. If Jenna could be trusted to watch my house (she couldn't), I'd have assumed she was rifling through my things. And honestly, it wouldn't bother me. It would bother the hell out of me if anyone else did it, but Jenna going through my stuff and my life just isn't the same thing as if another person did it. It's more like my id going through my ego's stuff than anything else.
I was sure Jenna felt the same way, just in reverse. 
If she even thought about it, which she probably didn't.
Details, and conscientiousness, were not exactly top priorities for Jenna. 
Jenna, as you may have guessed, was the bad twin. 
"Holy..." I said. 
I was alone, but I shook my head anyway. 
This dress was black: Jenna knew me well. She liked to tempt me with her wardrobe, her lifestyle, her shoes and her car and her gym membership. But she knew I wouldn't jump into some slippery silver scrap of fabric. Or anything too flashy. 
But a black dress? An elegant one, like this one? With a hemline slightly higher than anything I wear, but still hovering near my knees? It was made of a rich velvet fabric that just oozed "expense." Very fashionable. Something I might actually wear - it was missing the deep plunges and swaths of exposed skin that Jenna usually went for. 
It was... actually... very classy.
I was immediately suspicious. 
Jenna had more notes pinned to the inside of the dress. "Wear the black boots."
And then, propped up in the boots: "You are an idiot if you don't wear these boots." 
I was not going to wear those boots. Not out the door. 
"Jesus," I said, holding them up. They were obviously knee-high boots, made of some kind of rich, expensive velvety stuff. There were some weird stockings in stuffed in the boots that said "wear me too" on a note in Jenna's handwriting. I detached the note and noticed writing on the back of it. 
"Up to your thighs." 
As if.
But whenever I watched Jenna's apartment for her, I always played dress-up.
I threw this stuff on the bed and kept digging, because while that black dress was probably the one I would wear if I was actually going to leave the house in any of this stuff, I also know myself pretty well. 
I was actually looking forward to having to stay at her house a few nights (For her new cat. "Pussy" - of course). 
I already knew what I was going to do (and never, ever, tell anyone): 
I was going to get drunk on a bottle of wine, play cheesy pop music, and try on all of Jenna's clothes and makeup. Indulge. Pretend I was Jenna.
By myself. 
And then there was one other, teeny-tiny thing I was planning to do. It involved Jenna's huge collection of huge dildos (and other sex toys).
And I would never admit to doing this to anyone. 
Especially not Jenna. 
(Even though Jenna wouldn't care, and she'd happily keep the secret. Jenna loved fun, and helped anyone who was having it have more of it - with no judgment). 
It was just so... bad. Especially after my big blowout with my husband, which had led to marriage therapy. The cause of which was, well...
... related to Jenna.
Very, very, related to Jenna. 
But this was what I had always done when I went to Jenna's place. At any point in our lives. It was an indulgence. Shallow, hedonistic, and irresponsible. 
And fun.
As you may have guessed, I'm not the fun twin. 
I'm the responsible twin. I'm the married twin, the one with a steady job. The one who will have kids, the one people call when they need their house watched. It's the way it's always been: when we were younger, before we had our own phones, our parents fielded call after call. Calls for Laura to come babysit ("only Laura, please") and calls from what my dad called the "Party Patrol" for Jenna ("bring Laura, too, if she'll come"). This had never changed: people called "the Laura twin" for babysitting gigs, and "the Jenna twin" for hot dates or a getaway driver. 
I was stumped when I pulled out a bright yellow dress that actually looked like something I'd buy for myself. I turned it around. "Oh," I laughed. It had no back. Sort of a trashy, risque sundress. Cupcake up front, ass crack in back. 
It's the kind of thing Jenna would wear to a church service. 
I threw it on the bed to try on later. Why not?
My phone buzzed when I went back for more. 
"Hey, sweetie," I cooed. 
Look: marriage therapy was a bitch, and I was not happy about what had led us there, but I was determined to turn things around. So I cooed when Mark called me now. To be perfectly honest, I was a little annoyed: I had my plans, and they included myself, trashy music, wine, and Jenna's wardrobe.
"Hey," he said. Friendly but impatient. "Where are you?" 
"Uh..." I said. It was clear I'd forgotten something. Suddenly, I felt guilty digging around in Jenna's things. I felt like I had been caught red-handed, even though all of this was discussed well in advance. "Jenna's place... why?" 
And then, because this has been "a thing" lately - hence the therapy - I added, "I told you about this."
There was a pointed silence. Married silence. 
"I'm on this side of town," he told me. 
I raised my eyebrows. He sounded happy. Maybe I hadn't forgotten anything, maybe I wasn't getting busted. "Charlie got us tickets to the game," he continued. 
"Oh," I said, unable to hide the disinterest in my voice. "What game?" 
As if I cared.
"I'm not going to the game. I just went so I could say that I used the ticket, and get out of work early. I thought you and me could go out to dinner." 
That was different.
I smiled. "Uh... okay, wow. Unexpected. Um... sure, let me... I have to find all this cat stuff and then I can meet you. You meant downtown, right? By Jenna's place?" 
He laughed. "By the stadiums. Yes. That side of town."
I closed my mouth tightly to prevent myself from pointing out that the center of "town" was not a "side" of town. 
Shutting the hell up about something like this was something our marriage therapist suggested. Not every incorrect statement needed to be corrected. It was a little thing, but important to Mark, so I was doing the work.
Mark laughed at my silence. "Good job," he said, jovially. 
"Thank you," I said, melting. Mark was a melt-your-heart kind of guy, and one of the best things about him was his ability to make a joke like this. "It was very difficult. Uh... where do you want to go? I'm just in some jeans..." my voice trailed off. My eyes shifted to the black dress. "Unless..." 
"Hmm," Mark said, sounding interested. "Unless...?" 
No sooner was the half-finished, half-baked idea partially out of my mouth, than I wanted to take it back. "Yeah, so someplace casual," I hurried to say. "Because you're probably, um..."
In a suit. Because that was how Mark dressed for work, even if his boss gave him tickets to a game. He worked at an investment firm. He wasn't given tickets to the nosebleed section, he had been in one of those air-conditioned corporate lounges. 
I could practically hear him smiling through the phone. "I'm probably....?" he prompted. 
"Uh..." I said. I was looking at Jenna's dress.
Then I immediately contradicted myself. "No. I just have jeans and a, like a... blouse thing. So maybe that little bar, the one with the patio? And the nacho things?" 
"Hmm," he said. 
"Hmm," I repeated.
The reason for this little dance was the reason we were in therapy. So I couldn't possibly be the one to suggest what I hoped Mark would suggest. 
Not after the great-big, huge fit I'd thrown. 
I hoped he would suggest it, though. 
"Well... if you could find something more dressy....in your size..." he said, helpfully. 
"Hmm," I said, as mysteriously as I could manage.
There was a long pause. This was kind of a Mexican standoff. I tried to radiate my real desires to him - which again, I couldn't say out loud - not after what had happened. So I waited. 
"Babe, I actually really wouldn't mind going to someplace nice. Get a steak, some wine...someplace like The Chop? I'm right here. You could leave your car, take a cab, we could stay out late and be grownups..."
I looked at the dress.
No. Bad idea. 
"Ohhh... it sounds so great. But I can't. Not in this getup," I told him. 
There was another long pause.
"There's nothing in Jenna's closet that you could borrow?" 
I eyed the dress. Not the boots. Not the stockings. But if I found a pair of sensible pumps somewhere in here, that dress wouldn't be that inappropriate. It even had sleeves. 
It must have been for a court date, I thought. It made me snort out loud.
"What's so funny?" Mark asked. 
"Well..." I looked at myself in the mirror. The luxurious, adult interior of The Chop floated across my vision: dark wood, bottles of expensive wine, a big, juicy, perfect steak. They had crab legs at The Chop, even though we were a million miles from the sea, and they were always delicious and fresh. 
"This is kind of your last chance," he told me. 
"Huh?"
"Well... isn't Jenna going to be, you know? A different size after this?" 
We didn't know what Jenna was doing on her "vacation," and I wouldn't have bet the house that she was actually where she said she was - but we both believed she was getting a butt-lift or breast implants.
I laughed. If Jenna put more junk in any of her trunks, she would probably buy even smaller clothes to make sure it all got noticed. "Honey, that's... Jenna won't start buying different-sized clothes just because... but, uh... yeah, you know, this dress is actually not too bad. It's black. It has sleeves."
"Mmm," he said, without missing a beat. "She must have had to go to court." 
We laughed together. "That's exactly what I thought!" I said.
"So put it on, woman. Get a cab. Let's go to The Chop! I'm sure Meredith would approve."
"Meredith would approve," I said. I fingered the fabric of the dress.
Our therapist's face hovered in front of my eyes. You can do spontaneous things, take chances, not plan ahead so much... the key is flexibility. I want you try to do one thing this week. That's all.
Okay, Meredith. Here I go.
"Okay -" I said. 
"Okay?"
" - as long as I find footwear,"  I added, with a note of caution. 
"Naturally," Mark said. "One cannot go to The Chop without shoes." 
Or fuck-me boots, I thought. 
But this was another thing Meredith would tell me to clam up about - in our private sessions, not the joint ones. So I pressed my lips together and told my husband I'd text him when I was ready. 
After I hung up the phone, I looked around and then looked in the mirror.
Okay, I thought.
This was just a little, a teeny-tiny, bit fun. 






  
  Chapter two

We didn't have the money to be eating at The Chop: that requires Fuck-You money. But if eating steak and lobster and drinking $300 bottles of wine could get us out of marriage therapy any faster, it was really a savings in my book. 
I was already on a high for having taken the risk of asking Laura to borrow something from Jenna. That suggestion could have gone either way. As soon as I said it, I'd regretted it. (Through the tense pause that had followed my suggestion, I'd been making backup plans. I'd only suggested it, I would explain to her, because I was so confident that we were over What Happened). 
It was great progress, from my point of view, that Laura hadn't freaked out. 
That Laura was coming to The Chop, wearing something she fished out of Jenna's closet, was even better than "great progress." It was hot.
I had my hands in my pockets and I was whistling like a man who'd won the lottery: maybe this whole thing was behind us. Laura had reacted calmly and rationally to the calm and rational idea that she wear some "conservative" dress of Jenna's, because that was a calm and rational thing to do. 
Being married to an identical twin is an uncanny experience for a man, and it requires balls of steel. 
Do not get me wrong: I was in love with my wife, Laura. Laura with the natural blonde hair. Laura who had a responsible job and had only slept with three guys before me. Laura who hadn't mentioned her twin sister until six or seven dates in, and who hadn't introduced us out of fear that Jenna - with her platinum hair and her red lipstick and her fuck-me boots and slutty outfits - would steal me away. 
I didn't love Jenna. 
Sure, when I first met her, a host of sordid, sexual ideas sprouted up in my psyche: They were identical. They were sisters. They held things in their hands the same way, their voices were the same, somewhere beneath her scanty clothing Jenna sported a pair of tits that were identical to my wife's. If I pried her legs open, I'd find the exact same pussy. 
If you can find me a man who would not have a single dirty thought about that, I have my life savings to hand over. 
Jenna was an all-out, raving, uncontrolled slut. She was taller, she was brash, she smoked, she drank, she did all kinds of recreational drugs and didn't give a flying fuck about any of it. She had tattoos in places you could only see on her OnlyFans, she had a huge collection of dildos, she was bisexual for a while. She went home with strange men. She'd been married and divorced from a really rich, really old man. She'd blown through all the money she'd inherited (after his kids took her to court for a lot of it) on a three-month stint in Italy, trying to land herself another rich husband. 
And she'd almost succeeded: she just got caught in bed with the pool boy. 
I didn't love Jenna. 
I didn't really even like Jenna: she was a manipulative, scheming bitch version of my wife. 
I didn't even want to fuck Jenna. 
Okay, obviously the thought occurred to me. And if any man married to an identical twin tells you he hasn't thought about fucking the other twin, he's lying through his teeth. 
But it wasn't actionable. 
And it also wasn't the reason I was on Jenna's OnlyFans account, rubbing one out at three in the morning, when my wife caught me. 
The problem was: that's what it looked like to Laura.
The problem was further complicated by the fact that the explanation - the real explanation - of why I had established an IP address to circumvent Jenna's OnlyFans blocks, and that I had sought out Jenna's OnlyFans account when Laura didn't even know about it, was even worse than that. In Laura's view, anyway. 
Worse, in the sense that she didn't even believe it at first. 
And that was why we were in therapy, which had opened up a whole box of other problems. 
Lucky for me, Meredith, the therapist, was at least somewhat on my side. She'd even gotten Laura to come around to accepting that my explanation for seeking out Jenna's OnlyFans was a legitimate sexual fantasy that some men had. 
Laura didn't understand it. She said that she didn't believe it, and she looked horrified when she talked about it. But at least she had stopped calling me a lying bastard, and also stopped calling me a freak - to my face, at least.
So maybe this ability to borrow a dress from her sister and come to dinner with me was a sign that we were putting it all behind us. For my part, I was going to put it all behind myself. My wife did not understand my fantasy, and she definitely wasn't going to do it. And she was not at all pleased with my tactic of using her sister's OnlyFans to indulge myself. 
That sucked. But that was life. And I liked being married to Laura more than I liked the second-hand thrill of watching Jenna fuck other guys. So I was a straight-shooter now. I stayed away from all things Jenna like the plague, and I stayed away from even making jokes about my fantasy like the incurable, antibiotic resistant version of the plague. 
This all lasted until Laura walked into The Chop bar in Jenna's dress. 
Not so much the dress. I didn't even see the dress. It was expensive and short, but like Laura had said, it had sleeves. It was a very fashionable potato sack that showed a lot of leg.
I didn't even see it.
Because of the boots.
High heels that knocked Laura up to almost six feet tall, just a hair shorter than me. Shimmering with some soft material. Clinging to the shape of her leg, all the way up to her thighs. They stopped about three or four inches above her knee, leaving three or four inches of skin bared between the end of the boots and the hem of the dress.
Three or four inches of smooth, shapely legs, just hanging out of the shapeless skirt of the dress, hinting at the rest of her long legs and taut bottom but providing no proof of it all. 
Every man in The Chop fixated on her as she strolled in. They were only looking at those boots, and her legs. Maybe the loose blonde hair. 
She was in front of me before I even looked up at her face. She'd gotten into Jenna's makeup, that was for sure: her hair was down and flat-ironed, her lashes were thick and black and sprouted from a smokey eye shadow, her lips were somehow plumper and looked bitten and glossy. 
I had a full swig of beer in my mouth and I had kept it in there as she approached. I swallowed. "Wow," I managed to say. 
Laura rubbed her nose and became very nervous. Her femme-fatale act crumbled: she giggled and then looked self-consciously around the bar, scrunched up her nose in distaste, and clumsily climbed into the seat next to me. This caused her short skirt to pull up and reveal more thigh than Laura would ever have wanted to anywhere except at the beach. 
She looked perplexed about what to do. She fiddled with the hem, crossed her legs, took a look around at the patrons of the bar (who were all watching her out of the corner of their eyes) and then adjusted the skirt again. 
"Oh God," she whispered to me. "It's too much. Ohhhh... I could take off these stockings but I think it would look sluttier." She looked up at me. "What do you think? Oh, why did I wear these? You know what? Nobody's going to notice. Do we have a table yet? This is... a table will be better, no one will be able to see. Oh my God. Get me a drink."
This was all very typical Laura: she was a talker. She talked too fast, and too much, for me to get a word in edgewise. She did this on warp speed when she was nervous. By the time I got around to having whatever I wanted to say ready to go, Laura had usually always plowed right through that topic and several more. 
I stared at her. Before the last two sentences, I'd wanted to tell her the boots looked hot as hell, but now I was thinking that saying such a thing would set me back in therapy if she took it the wrong way. 
"Those are some boots," I said. 
Laura snorted and leaned toward me. "If you can believe it, this was the least-bad option."
Oh, I could believe it. 
My dick was twitching, threatening to reveal that I could do more than believe it. 
"Are we doing... should I get red? Or white? Are you eating steak? Maybe I should just get crab legs. Steak is too much. But you probably want steak. So maybe I should get red." She rearranged her hair as she turned to me. "Or who really cares? Right?"
Laura didn't always act like this in public. Or with me. It was new: a nervous frenzy brought on by all the crap we'd dragged out in therapy. I put a hand on her knee - the very deliciously wrapped knee, the material-of-my-fantasies knee - and leaned over to give her a kiss. "You look lovely. You're overthinking it."
The bartender came up just then. Laura let out a theatrical sigh and fanned herself. "Okay. Yes. You're right," she laughed. She looked at the bartender. "I will have a white wine," she declared proudly. 
The bartender was opening his mouth. This was, after all, The Chop. There were six hundred wines somewhere in the basement and some of them cost $500 a bottle. 
"Do you have a Pinot Grigio?" I asked him, to get Laura out of what she would inevitably consider an embarrassing pickle. She cast me a grateful look.
"Great choice. We do have Santa Margherita, or if you’d like something a bit more structured, our sommelier recommends the Livio Felluga." He smiled at my wife, with all the insouciance of a man who was about to rope someone in on a $35 glass of wine. "It's delightful. It has hints of almonds and pears, but it's mineral-driven and floral, and won't conflict with your meal to come."
I could actually feel the money being sucked out of my soul. 
Laura looked at me. I work in finance, so what can I say? Things were all over the place lately, and I did my fair share of bitching about it. This was a polite and respectful nod to my concerns about cash.
I smiled. Meredith would approve of me holding my tongue here. 
"Okay!" Laura agreed, cheerfully. "I'll have that."
That settled, she didn't seem to know what to do with herself. She tapped a coaster nervously on the bar.
"I can't believe I'm wearing these boots," she confided, a moment later. "Everybody is staring at me." She shook her head. "I don't know how Jenna can walk around with... like this. With everyone looking at her."
I sipped my beer. There was no way I could respond to this statement without stepping in it, somehow.
Luckily for me, Laura was already talking again.


      ***We ended up having to wait a long time for a table, because I hadn't made a reservation. Laura was into her second glass of wine and lightening up a little. She seemed to have forgotten about her attire and we were having a great time. I never would have told her how much her getup was enhancing my mood, how I loved that everyone was looking at her. I had to go to the john, so I left her there, and then I got a call from a buddy at work and slipped outside to take it because the bar area was clattering with voices and music by then. 
Laura texted me while I was outside. 
You have to come back


K 


I texted back, and then headed in. The entrance to The Chop is a little complicated, with a tiny entryway, then a sharp turn to the bar area or further down to go directly to the dining area. Through a window from the entranceway to the bar, I had a view of Laura at the bar - even through the thickening crowd I could see those legs and stockings and boots. 
And she was not alone. 
A man was standing next to her. Tall, wearing a suit. A white guy in his thirties, decent-looking, maybe a little fitter than me. Nothing special. 
But he was putting the moves on Laura, hard. 
How could I know without hearing him? Of course I knew: he was moving closer and closer to her. He had his hand on the back of her chair. He was smiling, holding his drink to his chest while he edged closer. Laura had her head in her hand, her hair falling prettily over her arm, and she was not exactly sending him a message to fuck off. She smiled and laughed. 
I slowed my walk and came to rest at a table in an area where people just stood around the tall tables and even-taller chairs. There were five or six people affiliated with two different groups there, and I guessed correctly that everyone would assume I was with the other group and so I could easily blend in. I smiled at everyone and tried to look casual as I took out my phone.
But my eyes were on Laura. 
Now seems like as good of a time as any to explain why I was watching my wife's identical twin sister's OnlyFans: 
I liked watching Jenna get fucked like a dirty little slut. 
I liked watching her because Jenna always smiled, she always orgasmed, and she liked huge black dicks - sometimes two at a time - in every hole. She swallowed, she came frequently, she smiled and made eye contact, and she was a raving whore. 
I didn't want to fuck Jenna. I wanted to watch Jenna getting fucked and I wanted to pretend it was my own wife. It was easy to do, given that Jenna was identical in every way except her personality. 
This was my fantasy, the one Laura couldn't believe. I wanted to watch my wife getting pleasured by other men. And, like Jenna in her videos, I wanted Laura to look at me (the camera, in Jenna's case) and smile. 
Where are you? This guy is here and he thinks I'm Jenna. 


I smiled to myself: this much had been pretty obvious right from the start. I decided to go with humor, because it was always my best option. 
Tell him you're not


At this point, Laura set her phone upside down and pressed her lips together, smiling tersely at the man talking to her while her eyes searched the room. When she found me, I smiled at her. She glared, while still smiling attentively at the man.
But it was the kind of glare Laura gave me when she was at least slightly amused by me.
I looked down at my phone, being as obvious as possible, and grinned as I typed.

You seem to be having a fun time. Maybe you should see what happens. 



A waitress passed by and I ordered a beer. The woman next to me looked at me strangely after this, seemingly realizing I didn't really belong there. 
"I'm here spying on my wife," I told her. I was drunk: I realized this as soon as I spoke. "I think she's cheating on me," I added, because the woman gave me a look of disdain. 
I turned my back to the bar and wedged myself in to the interior of the table. The woman was receptive to me now, looking at me like I was wounded bird. "She's at the bar. In the, uh, boots?" 
She craned her neck, her eyes located Laura, and then she whipped back to me. "With that guy?"
I glanced over there, behind my shoulder. Laura had her phone in one hand and was setting it down slowly. 
I read her message.

Oh yeah? Is that what you'd like? 


She followed this with a winky-face, which was confusing. I was really just joking around, planning to immediately step in and shoo the guy away, because... well, therapy. I didn't want to dissect this with Meredith at some later date, and hear about what a pervert I was. 
But was it just me, or did her response seem... promising?

I told you that's what I would like



I typed, daringly. 
The woman seemed to be disliking me again.
My beer arrived. I paid for it with a twenty and the waitress took it in a way that seemed to indicate she would not be returning with change. 
And then I waited, watching Laura. I gave the woman next to me a pained smile. 
The woman was happy to be in cahoots with me again. She turned her head to observe Laura, and rolled her eyes when she turned back. "Definitely cheating" she mouthed.
Laura was surprising me. She didn't text back: she just set her phone down and took a sip of her wine. A glance toward me: something brewed in her eyes that I have never seen before. 
Another thing: I can tell Jenna and Laura apart. Easily. Jenna is taller, her mouth is bigger, and she just has a different look: nanometers of nose that Laura doesn't have, a slight fullness in her lower lip. Her hair is blonder, and when she has her clothes off the differences are much more obvious: Jenna has no body hair, her nipples are bigger and more used-looking (likely because Jenna will do some freaky shit with her tits, like put clips on them while she gets ass fucked). There are also those tattoos, on her inner thigh and the crease of her sacrum.
But the difference, I was seeing, was not so much in the physical features (they were very, very identical twins) as it was in the attitude. And Jenna's je-ne-sais-quoi shimmered in Laura's eyes now. 
Laura tossed her hair to one side - flippantly - and straightened up her back, pushing her tits out toward her suitor. Her mouth grew in size. She brought her thumb to her lips and bit it as she tipped her head to the side - a classic Jenna gesture. 
I smiled. She was now being theatrical, batting her eyelashes and tipping her head, reaching out to pat the man on his bicep. She was a caricature of Jenna - who in real life was never this unsubtle. Only on her OnlyFans did Jenna act like this. 
It was actually very funny. Very witty, very game. I appreciated it. 
I picked up my beer with a shrug for the woman, who seemed confused. I wandered to the bar, standing behind the back of the man who was flirting with my wife. The bartender was busy, but he did spare a moment to do a double take when he saw me standing there with a grin on my face: after all, he knew I was Laura's date from ten minutes before.
His eyes went to Laura to me to the man and then back to me, then narrowed. 
"It's cool," I told him.
This was met with a tipped-back head, a moment of open-mouthed breathing, and then a shrug. "You need a drink?"
I lifted my beer to show him I did not. He shook his head and got back to work. 
I concentrated my vision on the view down at my beer, and my hearing on what was happening next to me. 
"I can't believe you're married," the guy was saying. 
I glanced over. Laura would be stumped by this, and the whole thing would fall apart. Laura wasn't very good at lying, or pretending. All of that skill seemed to have gone to Jenna.
But no. Laura tossed her hair again and held up her left hand, displaying the expensive diamond I'd paid through the teeth for. "Oh this?" she said. "I just wear it as a prop." 
Zing. 
"Oh yeah?" the guy asked. "Why's that?" 
My wife took a sip of wine. I thought she was going to start blathering after that, and I was ready to step in and help. But she surprised me: after fluttering her hand a little, drinking a few too-large gulps, and looking like she was going to lose her cool, Laura set the wine down and...
... did none of that. 
A sultry voice emerged from her lips, pure Jenna: "It narrows the field..."
I almost choked on my beer. Laura rolled her fingers in front of her face. "...to only the naughty boys."
My eyes went wide. This was not my wife. I even looked over at her, just to assure myself that it was, in fact, Laura. 
Maybe it wasn't? I had a sudden attack of vertigo, a sense of dislocation in my mind: was this actually Jenna, pretending to be Laura? 
The woman posing as my wife posing as Jenna met my eyes over the man's shoulder, and she didn't flinch.
My cock got hard. Instantly. Painfully. Any way you sliced it, I was getting a full dose of fantasy, right in my face.  
"Oh, so you like naughty boys," the man was saying. His self-assuredness was cracking. Laura blinked over her glass and smiled to herself. She took a sip of wine. She was taking her time answering - and this was not a very Laura way to be. It was hot as hell. She leaned on her elbow and looked at the guy with some haughtiness and disdain. "You're kidding me, right?" 
A record scratched, in my fantasy world.
But only for a moment. The guy lost his footing, as would I have: what the hell did she mean by that?
"Are you trying to tell me you don't know who I am?" Laura continued. I was full-on staring at her now. She ran her tongue on her teeth and looked at him wickedly. She ignored me: and I was staring by now. 
No answer.
She tisked and rolled her eyes. 
The man crumpled, laughed uneasily. He shook his head and exhaled through his nose. "Okay, okay, I'm sorry... I do... I just didn't want to, uh, be, you know... rude." He stood up straighter. "I'm a subscriber, you know." 
"Oh yeah?" my wife said, cheery with an edge to her voice. She snorted prettily. "Prove it."
I began to doubt myself. Could I really tell Jenna and Laura apart? Was this all just some elaborate trap?
But she had texted me from Laura's phone.
Jenna was out of town, I reminded myself.  
What I was seeing had never happened before. Never. Ever. It had always been unimaginable. 
The man tugged at his collar. "Uh... how?" he laughed uneasily.
"Well... what's your favorite video?" Laura asked.
He let out a low whistle and shifted, laughing uncomfortably. My wife looked at him the way Jenna looked at all men in videos, or at the camera. I realized in that moment, this was probably the secret sauce to Jenna's OnlyFans success. She was smiling, she was amused, but she was turning the tables on everything sexual with such subterfuge that I had not even been aware of what turned me on so much about her (aside from my fantasy). 
Jenna was in control, and she knew it.
And now Laura was in control in the same way.
I had to hand it to her: this guy had come over, probably, to humiliate her. At least on some level: I was picking up on exchanges between him and a group of guys who were watching from afar, snickering. Sure, on some level this guy wanted to score with Jenna Lexxx, but he probably thought that was a pipe dream. So he was taking his shot, but planning to knock her down a few pegs if he didn't succeed. 
A man, after all, must have his pride. 
But now he was uncomfortable. Because Jenna Lexxx was nice, and Jenna Lexxx was also in control. 
"I, uh... okay, I like your, um, videos with the black guys." 
Laura didn't miss a beat. She was smiling widely, like Jenna would, her eyes glinting with mischief, her tongue busy in her mouth and doing things meant to call attention to it, just like Jenna did - touching her teeth, touching her lips. 
"There are so many, though..." she purred. 
As far as I knew, Laura had never even seen a single pornographic video Jenna had made. 
Another exhale from the guy. A scattering of single claps from his friends, who were now agitated and smiling, focused on Laura. 
"The, uh... one you posted about two weeks ago, is uh... good. Really hot." 
She fluffed her hair and rolled her bar stool a little to face the guys at the table. One of them blew her a kiss, another waved, two of them turned their faces toward the table. "Two weeks ago... two weeks ago..." my wife said. "Remind me, again?" She turned her face up to look at him, smiling in that way that Jenna smiled after someone shoved a very big cock down her throat and then pulled it out to reposition himself.
My cock was so hard now I thought I was going to pass out. 
The guy said nothing, but I heard his disbelieving laugh.
"Is it an anal scene?" Laura said, making my blood run totally cold. 
I didn't think I'd ever even heard my wife say "anal."
Precum, I knew, was seeping into my suit, which wasn't the end of the world because it was dark and thick and expensive. 
It wasn't that Laura was talking about anal sex - which was, for the record, hot - but the way she was doing it. Like a pro. I scrutinized her face again. Was Jenna taking me for a ride somehow? Maybe they were both in on it, some kind of warped (erotic) prank?
A fear sprouted, squeezing my balls like a vice: maybe I was about to get busted for believing that Jenna was Laura.
It made no sense, and it was diabolical, but it made more sense to me than what I was seeing. 
The guy was beginning to mumble. "It's a... uh, well, the DVP scene? You're in the pink dress?"
Ah yes. Good man. That pink dress scene was something else.
Confession: I had been barred from Jenna's OnlyFans by my wife, for obvious reasons that I couldn't, in good faith, dispute. But I still went on there. 
I wondered if Laura even knew what DVP was. 
I doubted it. Where Jenna was wild, Laura was (typically) tame, to the point of absurdity sometimes. 
I expected Laura to crack at this point, and I was ready to step in and save her - somehow, though I didn't know how. 
"That's a good one," she said, to my complete disbelief. She didn't even blush. She then looked for all the world like she was sitting there reminiscing about it. "That was really fun to make."
"I bet," the man agreed enthusiastically. "Hey, uh... so I don't want to be a creeper or anything, but -"
"Grant, table for two!" the bartender yelled. That was us. I raised my hand, discreetly. I didn't really want to be seated now. I had no idea where this was going, but the last thing I cared about was dinner. 
Laura, though, had tired of the game. "Oop," she giggled, sliding off the chair. She took her time adjusting the dress, letting it slide dangerously up to her ass before tugging it down. "That's me. Well... it was nice to meet you...?" She tilted her chin down. 
"Oh. Yeah. Mike." The guy was now very confused, searching for Jenna Lexxx's date, hoping to size himself up? 
"Mike," she said, like it was the most beautiful name she'd ever heard.
And then she leaned in, and kissed him on the cheek. 
Then she smiled at me as she stalked past him, linked her arm in my elbow, and had to literally pull on me to spin me around. The last thing I saw in that direction was the shock on the faces of the guy's friends, one of them lifting a phone to take a picture. As I spun, I saw the woman I'd positioned myself with earlier scowling at me as I was dragged away to the dining area by my tall, thigh-high boot-wearing, ensluttified wife. 
"Wow," I said, after we settled at the table. 
Laura's face was flushed, her eyes excited and sparkling. She settled a napkin on her lap and covered her mouth when she giggled, opening her eyes in disbelief. "I can't believe I did that," she said. 
I looked at her across the table. I wasn't sure what to say to any of it. 
She dropped her hand and cleared her throat, then took a huge gulp of water. She was back to her goofy, slightly prude self. She fanned herself and giggled again. "Was that too much?"
"Honestly?" I said. 
She nodded, a gleam of mischief in her eyes. 
"It was really hot," I said. I was studying her face very carefully. This was not Jenna, I was 100% certain. Now that she was being less femme-fatal and more herself, this was very easy to see. 
"Really," she said. She used the tone she'd always used for discussing anything about my fantasy, so my heart fell. She looked wistfully off in the distance. "Really?" she asked, her tone softened.
I met her eyes when they shifted back to me. She squirmed in her chair. The flush was not fading, and neither was the gleam in her eyes. 
"Really," I said, my voice cracking a little. I whispered. "It was really hot."
She brought her fingers to her lips, which was sexily Jenna, until she became Laura again and chewed on the nail of her middle finger for a second. thinking. "It was kind of fun."
She shifted in her seat again. 
We looked at each other over the table. 
"Are you turned on?" she asked me. 
"I have a huge erection." 
Laura leaned back in her seat, disbelieving at first. Intimate times had been, since the discovery of my Jenna OnlyFans fetish, a little strained to say the least. It wasn't just Laura, either: her disdain for my fantasy had made me overthink things to the point of sucking the life out of sex. 
"I suddenly don't really feel like eating," she said. 
Because this was so unexpected, because it didn't follow any established pattern with my wife at all - this was off the map - I did not immediately process this comment for what it really was. Even though she said it in a sultry voice. Even though she batted her eyelashes and looked at me coyly. I felt her velvety boot brush against my leg. And then rub my calf - not an accident. 
"Are you... feeling sick?" I asked. The words were no sooner out of my mouth than I realized how stupid I was. 
She laughed. "No!!!" Then she quieted. She was looking at me expectantly. "Just not hungry. For steak."
"Gotcha," I said, lifting my hand to beckon a waiter, who was coming anyway. He seemed annoyed by this demanding tone and sour when he asked what he could start us off with to drink. 
"Actually, we've had a change of plans," I told him. 
Laura grinned. 
And then I gestured toward the door with my head, and unbelievably, my wife followed my lead. 






  
  Chapter three

"So what's DVP?" Laura asked me, after we found a cab and she directed it to Jenna's address without asking me anything about it at all. After we had simmered in the cab for a block or two. She had her hand on my knee. The cab driver was stealing glances back there right from the get-go, and he had his eyes fixed rigidly on the road now. A level of concentration that no man - certainly not a cab driver - gives to traffic. 
I smiled uneasily, looking at Laura hand on my thigh. My erection was obvious, and Laura was looking at it. I was just trying to walk a tightrope: this was the greatest sexual thing that had happened to me in five years, and it was also unnerving as fuck. The woman next to me was definitely my wife, but I had the unease of an animal taking food from something suspiciously trap-like. 
Because this couldn't be real.
"Uh..." I said, quietly, and then moved my eyes toward the back of the driver's headrest a few times. 
Laura covered her mouth and laughed quietly. "Of course," she said. She uncrossed her legs and re-crossed them, leaving even more of her thigh exposed toward me. Then she leaned over and put her mouth very close to my ear. At the same time that she did, she moved her fingers over my erection. "What's DVP?" she breathed at me.
"Seriously?" I asked, smiling at her moving hands. My cock twitched against her fingers. 
"Mmm," she growled cheerfully. "Somebody likes that."
I exhaled.
"You can't tell me?" Laura said, backing her face away from mine.   
I rested my head on the headrest and looked at her. "Seriously?" I repeated. "You just don't usually..." I let my sentence trail off. "Want details" was closest to what I thought about saying. 
She made a face and blinked at me, while tapping her fingers on my cock.
I leaned close to her, and she leaned closer to me. 
"Double penetration," I whispered. 
She opened her mouth and then looked at me. "What's the 'v'?" 
I raised my eyebrows. 
Laura's mouth fell open in shock and she sat back in her seat. Her fingers went dead, which was a disappointment to say the least. "No," she said, doubtfully. She scrunched up her face - but she was still smiling. "Really? Like two...? How does that even... work?" 
Ah, the temptations. 
But I was a rat in a trap and I was too smart for that bait. I moved my head slowly side-to-side. "I really... do not know," I told her. "I didn't see that one."
This was untrue, but it was the kind of lie I thought it was best to tell. 
Laura sat back in the seat, clearly stunned. It was hard to tell what the contours of her shock were, though. Personally, I had always found it hard to believe that Laura didn't have the tiniest inclination toward Jenna-style sex, or that the two sisters never talked about this stuff. I thought that, despite Laura's pretty conservative tendencies in bed. 
I was worried now that Laura's interest would wither. I was desperate, so I opened my mouth to say "I would never want you to do something like that," which was kind of a lie, but I only made it as far as "Just for the record, I -"
Laura had already turned to me. She blinked very slowly and grinned. "With two actual guys?" 
"I think so?" I said. 
My cock flexed. It was more from the look on Laura's face, and the way her gaze wandered down to her own lap. It was as if I could see her imagining the same phenomenon, between her own legs, and as the fantasy spread through her thoughts, she seemed to like it. The flush on her left cheek deepened. 
The cab rolled to a halt and she let herself out while I paid. 
She had already opened the downstairs door and glided into the building by the time I got up the stairs, and she was looking at me hungrily. We made out in the elevator. I stripped out of my clothes as I entered. Laura pulled the dress up and over her head. 
"Leave the boots," I breathed. 
Before the door even closed behind us, I was already shoving my fingers into her pussy.
It was so wet my fingers slid right in. Fueled by everything that had happened that night, I added another, and then another, until I had three inside her and her head went back against the wall with her mouth open. "That's too much," she whined.
Ordinarily, I would have eased my hand from inside her. But Laura hadn't said this like an actual complaint. She had said it in her breathy, porn voice - the one I was hearing for the very first time. I rotated my hand slowly inside her and she sucked air between her teeth and mewled, but she didn't try to escape. 
If anything she arched her back a a little, and shoved her hips slightly toward me, making my hand drive into her pussy deeper. 
I fucked her like this for a moment, staring into her eyes. She was retreating, thinking about something else: this much was easy to spot. What was it? I had my hand palm up in her cunt now, so I cupped my fingers toward the flesh of my palm, squeezing her pussy as I did. Her mouth opened more and a little pop of air escaped it. Her eyes receded even more.
"Are you thinking about it?" I asked her. I didn't give her time to answer, didn't want her to actually respond (see: the day I asked her who her daddy was and it went poorly). I pushed my weight against her, pressing her against the wall and shoving in deep, curling my fingers until she mewled again. "You're thinking about it, aren't you? That's hot, Laura. It's hot that your pussy's so tight, you'd feel it all the way in your ass..."
I was rewarded by a ripple of muscle contraction in her cunt, a gush of her juices warming my hand and seeping into the underwear I had dipped inside of without removing. 
"Oh, my," Laura murmured, staring at me but not seeing me. She put a hand on my shoulder and desperation clawed at me through her eyes. Her hips ground against me. "Please don't stop," she said, even though I hadn't any such intention and I definitely hadn't done anything to make it happen. "Make me... I'm going to... oh!" 
While she came, I leaned back to look at her. A very different kind of ecstasy roiled the features of my wife's face: like a kaleidoscope, it made the details that distinguished Laura from Jenna indiscernible. She didn't moan or scream, she just shook violently. Her pussy got so wet and hot that it felt like softened butter, all around my hand, except for the pulsing muscles that squeezed me as she shuddered.
We kissed. I slowly slid my hand from her pussy. "That was hot," I said, between gulping kisses. "So hot."
She was still shocked, I could see: either by the orgasm or her own behavior. Her eyes went down, looking between us. "But you didn't..." she began.
Oh, how to explain? 
Her eyes went back to me. Her hand dipped between us, to my cock (I had managed to remove all my clothes). She kept her eyes locked on mine while she felt around - her fingers wrapped around my dick, her thumb rubbed the precum on the end of it, an aftershock of her orgasm made her shiver once violently, and unexpectedly. Goosebumps spread across her shoulders. 
"You aren't actually thinking about Jenna, are you?" 
Finally.
"I never was," I said. "I told you. It's always been about you." 
Laura looked me in the eyes. This was not the first time we'd had this conversation, not the first time I'd explained things to her more or less the same way.
But it was the first time I had seen something flicker in her eyes that looked like actual understanding.
Something behind her, over my shoulder, caught her eye. She dropped her arms and grinned, then pushed me gently out of the way. 
She stepped toward a side room and looked back at me with a come-hither look. I'd only seen this latest apartment of Jenna's from the doorway, but Jenna wasn't exactly discrete or hard to figure out: I knew this room was where she filmed a lot of her videos. 
"I want to try an experiment," she said. She had her hands coquettishly perched on Jenna's make-up desk . She blushed after saying this and looking at herself in the mirror briefly. 
I waited.
I did not want to make any sudden moves. The smell of Laura's pussy was on my fingers, she was dressed like her slutty twin sister, and she'd flirted with a man at the bar. I was lucky to even be in the room. The most important thing now was patience.
Inside my chest, my heart was racing to the point that it was making me agitated. I wanted to move: having to stand there patiently waiting for Laura to overcome her shame and suggest her "experiment" to me was making me physically ill. 
Laura turned to me and watched me a for a moment. Then she bit her lip and laughed. It was an endearing, sexy laugh: high on innocence, nervous, a little dirty around the edges. "I'm pretty tipsy," she said. 
I nodded. "Me too." My heart rate went up again. I was going to croak out if she kept holding me in suspense like this.
"So... um... well, because you really did seem to be, you know... kind of into it..."
My breathing was now labored. I started taking off my tie, my shirt, just to have something to do. Laura seemed receptive to all that. She watched me, grinning, twisting her hips and moving her fingers over the furniture playfully. 
"I found something of Jenna's that, um... I don't know." She lowered her voice to a whisper and held a hand up next to her mouth, as if there was a huge audience somewhere that could read her lips. "I kind of want to try out."
It was all I could do to stand there breathing. My vision got better. I heard every sound in the house and the opening and closing of my own heart valves. Laura twisted sexually before me and turned toward a large wardrobe - black, closed. She opened it. 
She giggled when the doors were opened and the contents were revealed. 
I sucked in my breath.
"I mean," Laura said, her voice now awed as she stared up at the shelves and shelves of dildos. "I never would have asked you in a million years about this.... I don't even know what I'm doing... but..." She reached out and grabbed a huge, rubbery, floppy black one.
She turned to me with it in her hand. It was long, I would have guessed about twelve inches. Its more imposing feature was its girth: it seemed to be three inches in diameter. 
Again, these are all estimates: most of the blood in my body was not traveling to the estimation zone of my brain.
The dildo, heavy, bent in her grip. "Would you... I don't know. Use it on me? I want to see if..." She covered her mouth, laughing. "I just want to see if I can take it."
There was a pause, as I waited for the walls to fall away and for all of this to be a prank. 
When that didn't happen, and my wife started to look like she wished she could take her dirty idea back, I rose to the occasion. 
"I can do that," I said.
"You'll stop if it hurts, right?" 
I nodded. "Can I just ask you for one thing?" I croaked.
Laura looked shocked, in an also-amused way. "Uh... okay?"
"Leave the boots on?" 
Laura giggled. "Okay... uh... then I have just one more thing, though."
I shuddered. Laura saw this and seemed to like it, very much. I saw an ember of lusty power glow in her eyes, as if I'd just blown a coal in a fire. It was a subtle, almost undetectable flare - like the minute jerk of bird of prey's head as something interested it.
She wagged the dildo, so its heavy head rolled up in an arch and then slowly flopped toward her. 
"Can you show me which one of Jenna's videos is your favorite?" 
I had my mouth open. I had no idea what was going to come out of it: likely, it would have been some mix-up, a combination of two ideas or words that would have ruined the whole moment. 
But Laura was already talking, saving the day. 
"While you use this, I mean," she said. Her voice was a whisper again. She blushed. She had a hand to her mouth and then nibbled on her thumb: she was actually nervous about my answer.
"I..." I said, my throat dry. "Am up to the task." 
She tossed the dildo on the bed and then pulled the dress up over her head. Beneath it, she was wearing her own panties - I recognized them, Laura's plain black, minimally sexy panties. But the bra was not hers, so it must have been Jenna's: lacy, complicated, hot as hell. Maybe a couple sizes too small, because Laura's breasts were pouring from the cups.
"Just the boots?" she asked.
"Uh..." I stammered. 
She shimmied out of her underwear, and then reached behind her to unhook the bra.
She held it away from herself, dangling it for a moment. "Like this?" 
"Yes, please."
She stepped over to the bed and climbed onto it. "Okay," she said. "Show me the video."
My hands were shaking while I brought it up on my phone. "It's, uh... I have to like, re-up my account, I have to -"
"I know you never canceled it," she said, matter-of-factly. 
"You...?"
"Oh, Mark," she moaned, getting up on her knees, holding the dildo in her hands. "Please, don't wreck the mood, I'm... going outside my comfort zone..."
"Yes, ma'am," I said quickly, getting out of my clothes and pulling up Jenna's account with practiced ease. Laura smiled and re-settled on the bed, twisting a hip to sit down. She was now looking at the dildo. "It's really, really huge..." she said. She laughed. "Oh, my God, it's too big -"
"I found it," I said, and I didn't care that I sounded desperate or that I was fumbling with the phone as I shrugged out of my clothes and hurried to get into bed while swiping around to get to the video I liked best. 
I did not want to lose this chance. 
"Have you really never looked at Jenna's account? Not even once?"
Laura shrugged and fell back on the pillows. She was still holding the dildo with two hands, marveling at its size. "I never watched a whole video," she said, mysteriously. Her eyes went to me. "That DPV one? Is that the one?"
"It's DVP," I said, squashing the very tempting urge to chuckle. "And it's, uh, that's a little -"
"I want to see that one," she said.
"Um," I scratched my head. "Laura, that's a little... rough, if you never, you know."
"I'm not doing it," she said, one hand squeezing the shaft of the black dildo as she giggled and re-adjusted herself playfully on the pillows. Her breasts jiggled, her thighs looked deliciously slutty in the high boots and stockings. "Just watching," she added, in a whisper. 
I was now undressed so Laura was free to see exactly how that affected my cock. Her eyes went right there and a smile overtook her face that could only be called subtly triumphant. Interest flickered in her eyes again. She wagged the dildo. "So you really don't care about fucking my sister," she said, doubtfully - but not as doubtfully as before. "You really just want to fantasize about me fucking some other guy."
This was a challenging voice now. 
"I told you that," I said, extending my hand toward her to take the phone from me. "It's not about Jenna." I swallowed a lump in my throat. "It's about you."
"So if I ask you to eat my pussy while I watch this...?"
"I will do that very happily," I almost shouted. 
"Will you fuck me with this dildo? While I'm watching?" She flopped it from one side to the other again.
I had to close my eyes. A shudder traveled through me. "I will do anything you ask me to."
She flopped the dildo around a bit more. It looked to me like she was genuinely doing this absent-mindedly, while she was thinking. But if she had wanted to drive me insane, she couldn't have done anything better. 
She sat up, setting the dildo to one side. Sound began to pour from the phone, and she flicked her eyes up to me and laughed nervously. "It's so porny," she said.
Her attention was dragged back toward the screen soon enough. She became instantly absorbed. She was holding it, staring at it, when I climbed on the bed, and continued to stare as I eased her back against the pillows, parted her legs, kissed her as I moved down between them. 
Her pussy was wet because I'd already made her come. But new, freshly oozing juices were seeping from her interior, and they had everything to do with what she was watching on Jenna's OnlyFans. Jenna's voice (my wife's voice) moaned and mewled, and I dove into Laura's pussy. 
Whenever I looked up at Laura, as I found her clit and applied the flat of my tongue to it to massage her, her eyes were on the screen. Her mouth was open, her nipples were hardening. Her abdomen went tense, and then began to ripple with spasms as her pussy melted into liquid nectar into my lips and her clit swelled.
In Jenna's video, I knew, because I had seen it so many times... she was now on her knees, slurping and sucking away at a huge black cock. The appeal of Jenna's videos was not just that she looked exactly like my wife, but that she was an excellent producer: she had cameras all over the place, and she knew to look right into them to make eye contact with her viewers. 
In this video, once her moaning grew silent and was replaced my a steady glugging, I knew what Jenna was doing: she was staring into the camera while the man grasped her hair and held her mouth in place. He was fucking her face, and Jenna was just calmly staring into the camera, maybe even smiling. 
Laura's hand was shaking. Her hips left the bed and she dropped a hand to my head. She looked down at me and then moaned and twisted. I reached up to hold her phone-wielding hand steady - it had begun to fall slightly to the right. Laura's eyes were partially closed. She was going to come soon.
"Watch it," I told her, staring over her mound. "This is the best part."
Laura's eyes rolled to the screen, but her face was twisted into an anguished smile. 
Jenna sits back on her heels in the video and grins, pushing her tits together and opening her mouth as the man jerks his cum like tropical rain all over her face, her tits, and her lap. She lifts one huge breast to lick some of it off with her long tongue, and then falls onto a bed and spreads her legs wide. 
"Make yourself wet, baby, I got another load for that pussy."
Jenna then masturbates while he watches, stroking his cock. And then he fucks her. And she shrieks and gets fucked some more, tossing her head on the pillow and saying she can't take any more. 
I have no idea where we were in the video when Laura came, her legs snapping together against my ears and her body twisting as juices poured from her pussy and she squealed. The phone was tossed aside and clattered to the floor. 
When I looked up at my wife, rising t my knees and wiping my mouth, she was sweaty and panting and spent on the bed. On Jenna's bed. Looking like Jenna. The stockings had slid to the boots on her left leg, and been pushed up on her right. Her pussy was glistening and broken open, but notably, much less  used-looking than Jenna's. 
The dildo was still next to her on the bed, her knuckles grazing it. She had clenched her fist and her fingernails were digging into her flesh. Sweat rolled between her tits. Goosebumps spread like wildfire over her arms and her chest. 
Her eyes opened and she met mine. "Oh my... God," she said. 
My eyes went to the dildo. 
She pulled her knees together and squirmed. 
"Laura, come on," I said, picking it up. The phone, on the floor, was still playing the video, and Jenna's voice squealed away, suddenly starting to shriek. "Oh, you're so big, I don't think I can take it!"
Laura stared at the dildo. 
I pried her legs open and ran the object along her inner right thigh. I checked back constantly at her face. She was now watching the dildo, her mouth hanging open slightly. She pushed herself up and wormed her way backward, worrying me that she was going to cut this off. 
But she was just trying to get a better view. 
Jenna's moans were louder now. 
I guided the dildo to her pussy and rubbed the crown between her lips and over her clit. Her limbs jerked. She pulled her knees together. "Oh no, oh no... it's too much," she panted. She lifted her eyes to meet mine. "I can't..." she began to say, just as I shook my head.
"You can," I told her. "It's going to feel good."
"It's so big," she whispered, lifting her head to look at it. 
I slipped her hands under the bents crook of her knees, nudging her to pull her thighs apart. She complied, staring at the dildo. 
And then, my own eyes focused on it as well. 
As I slid it into her soaked pussy. 
It stretched her. Her flesh went white in places as her skin was pulled taut, the black rubber disappearing inch by inch inside her. 
She didn't wail or complain, just let her eyes widen and her mouth go slack. She lifted her head and looked at me at one point. "Oh my... oh..." 
She stared at me as her body went rigid and I fucked her steadily with the dildo. Jenna's video played in the background, and then cut off, and the only remaining sounds were my wife's pussy, and my own pounding pulse in my ears. 
I stared at the thick black rubber, as increasingly opaque stains of white began to cling to it as Laura's juices kicked into higher gear. As insanely hot as this was, many of Jenna's videos began to seep in at the edges of this scene, making my cock bounce wildly. This was Laura, I kept thinking. Laura was letting me do this. 
Laura's eyes were closed and she was squirming. She didn't seem to know what to do with her hands. This made the scene much hotter for me: Jenna was a practiced pro, so her hands always did something purposeful and sexy. But rehearsed.
Laura, on the other hand, was losing her shit. Her thighs were shaking. Her neck muscles strained and she made all kinds of noise. 
"It's... oh, oh, I'm going to come again!"
And come she did. The squelch of the rubbery cock got wetter, as thin cum juices made it slick and wet. Laura's whole body went tense, and the dildo oozed from her interior with great force as she clamped down hard on it. 
She rolled to once side and panted, staring into nothingness. "That was..."
Tremors shook through her body. 
In another, saner world, I would have left well enough alone at this point. I had just gotten something far hotter than I had ever expected. Laura was exhausted, but maybe she would do me the favor of letting me fuck her after a bit. Or give me a blowjob.
I just needed to wait, to let her recover.
But my blood was boiling, and success fertilizes confidence, and this was, in the end, an addictive fantasy I'd had for some time, an unrequited passion - and obsession, really, that I had never imagined holding in my hands.
So I pushed my luck.
I rolled her over onto her stomach. She protested weakly but let herself be plied and moved. She was limply submissive, not really protesting, so I kept going. I stuffed a pillow under her hips so that her ass was in the air. 
Her asshole, unlike Jenna's, was an untouched pucker that I stared at for a few moments as I slid the dildo from inside her. Jenna could - and would - take that black dildo in the ass. 
But my wife, no. I got up on my knees, my dick throbbing painfully, precum dripping from the tip onto the meaty round of her butt. 
I then fucked her with the dildo again, scarcely able to believe that my own wife was letting me watch a black dick ram her from behind, giving her her third orgasm. 
As she quivered like Jell-O, her body melting into a heap, I seized her hips and pulled the rubber flesh from her pussy. Then I sank myself into her quivering, stretched cunt. She was so wet and stretched that I could easily sink into my own fantasy: that she had cheated on me, that some of this cum was from another man. 
And then I came, one hand cupping her right buttock and the other digging into the flesh of her hip.






  
  Chapter four

Istared up at the ceiling when I woke up. My first thought was how I shouldn't have had so much to drink: the wine was making my head hurt. 
But the next things I thought about were not about how irresponsible I'd been, or even about how shamefully I'd behaved (it was pretty bad). 
No, my first thought was that my pussy was sore, and it was pleasant. 
Then I thought about what I'd done with Mark, what I'd seen on the video. 
I put my hand to my head. I felt a stain of red flush creeping up and over my face and neck. I looked over at Mark: he was sound asleep, and he looked incredibly content. I rolled to my side and stared at the wall. 
Between my legs, my pussy throbbed with new lust. I couldn't believe it. We had had sex - wild, uninhibited sex - for hours. I'd come so many times I'd lost track. In the beginning, I'd hammed it up a little. That had been the alcohol. I just wanted to please Mark, to see if there was anything to his fantasy, to "spice things up."
To be honest, I had kind of hoped it would all be awful or some embarrassing thing would happen. That way, Mark would realize it was just too silly, and he would get over his fantasy. 
I'd expected that maybe I'd like it a little.
But I hadn't expected to like it so much. I hadn't expected the dildo to make me feel so much like it did make me feel - like I was full, and then when it was gone, like I was empty. I hadn't expected to get so focused on it.
And I definitely, definitely hadn't expected what was happening to me now: to be thinking about Jenna's video, to be thinking seriously about it, feeling even a little bit... jealous about Jenna. I hadn't expected to like the way Mark was looking at me so much. 
I had fun.
I had fun acting like Jenna.
I closed my eyes. This was only because I wasn't Jenna. 
I was Laura, Mark's wife. It was one thing to watch the videos and playact with huge dildo, and quite another to... you know. Actually be into that kind of thing. With another person. 
But ever since Mark had confessed this secret of his, I'd been really skeptical about it. Up until tonight. Sure, in therapy and when we did talk about it, I told him I accepted his honesty and everything. Like Meredith told me to. But I hadn't really believed it.
I rolled to the side and rested my head in my hand, propped up on my elbow. 
I'm not into astrology, luck, superstition, all that stuff - that's Jenna. But I do have moments, where I make decisions based on some silly notion. I do it when the decision is hard, when it's something that adds up to 50-50 every way I count. 
If Mark wakes up before I count to 100, I told myself, I'll tell him my crazy idea.
The crazy idea wasn't even my crazy idea: it was Jenna's. She'd invited me to do it every time I watched her house, or came to visit her in school. In fact, Jenna was annoyed that I never took advantage of our being twins - though I think it's mostly because all the advantages were in her favor: I was trusted, and Jenna was not. Her credit score used to be shitty. She never had any money. 
Now she did, but she still hadn't let off the pressure: she wanted me to join her crazy lifestyle. I had always refused, and I still thought that Jenna mainly wanted me to do it so she could ease her own conscience a little bit. 
But if Mark really wanted this? And I really wanted to try it? 
I was already at 25, and Mark hadn't woken up. That was when my resolve began to fizzle: who was I kidding? It was one thing pretending to be Jenna in Jenna's apartment, with my own husband and Jenna's dildo. It was another thing to pretend to be Jenna out there in the wild - where men at bars had seen her OnlyFans account. 
I sighed. This was silly. I fell back on the pillow and stopped counting.
I folded my hands over my chest. I marveled at the fact that I'd used my sister's dildo - while drunk, to be sure - and now didn't even feel that weird about it. It made me giggle a little.
Mark's head lifted up. 
"What's so funny?" He rubbed his face, smiled at me, and kissed me.
Hmm. I liked this. Sure, there wasn't anything that different about the way that Mark rubbed his face or leaned in to kiss me. Nothing that different about his smile. 
But in his eyes, there was more interest. Unsubtle, burning interest. The kind of flame that had long ago quieted to a smolder that barely gave off any heat. I had just figured that was what happened. Actually, I hadn't even thought about it that much at all.
But now I was thinking about it.
Still: there was no way in hell I was going to tell him what was so funny. That was too... steamy for me. 
"I'm just laughing at..." I began, playing with my fingers. A hot blush spread over my face before I even said the words, or realized that I was going to do it, so I must have known, deep inside, that I would:
"... that it's crazy that we used my sister's dildo in bed last night!" I put my hand to my face to finish this sentence. I couldn't believe myself. 
Mark pushed himself up on his elbows and looked around the room like a wolf who had just caught a whiff of something. "Am I...? Am I hearing this right?" he asked, then laughed and kissed me again. "Are you sure that you're Laura?"
"Are you sure that I'm Laura?"
Mark got a wicked grin on his face. "Yes."
"Even though you're in Jenna's apartment? And I'm being wild?" 
I was enjoying his attention so much. It was such a nice change to be laughing together like this, joking so much. "I know for sure. Because Jenna would never laugh about a dildo....and..." His voice trailed off, and he shook his head. 
"What?" I prompted him, slapping him playfully. "What were you going to say?" 
He shook his head and looked at the sheets. "Nothing, ma'am, nothing at -"
"Just tell me," I said, folding my hands under my head and looking at him. 
He inhaled and looked like he was going to talk. Then glanced at me. "I, uh... better not." 
"Please?"
"Uh... okay, we are like, totally cool here, right? About the, um... OnlyFans, and why I was...?"
I nodded. I really did feel better about that. I felt better about it because the way Mark was looking at me was so much different than it had been in a long time, and I loved it. I love the raw lust in his eyes. 
He laughed again and seemed unsure. "Uh... okay, well... I know it's Laura, because you, uh... your pussy is so tight. And there is no way - based on what I've seen - no way, that uh, Jenna is... you know. Tight. Anymore." 
I couldn't explain it - not to myself, or to anyone else - but I was getting hotted up from all this talk. Mark threw his head into the pillow, face-first, and groaned. "Ohhhh.... I knew i shouldn't have...." he said, muffled by the pillow. 
I moved my foot to his calf and drew it along his leg. He froze.
"So, I know this is like... a change," I began. "But, I have an idea. And I just want to run it by you."
Mark lifted his head again. He stared at me. "You have my full attention." 
"Well... I don't want to do anything crazy, but, um... I had a lot of fun last night..."
Mark shifted over to stroke my hair and look into my eyes. I could feel his hard cock pulsing against my thigh. 
"And Jenna is out for two weeks... so... I don't know... maybe we could just... do a little playacting? Like last night," I clarified this last part quickly. "Not, actually being Jenna."
Mark's eyes were wide. "Are you serious right now?"
"Just flirting, okay? Like last night. That's all I'm committing to." 
His fingers were moving down my abdomen, then sliding into my pussy. His eyes were locked on mine. It's not easy to find the right amount of animal lust with someone: it has to be a little dangerous, a little too much - but not too much. Mark was right there, right in the sweet spot. And what normally felt like a bore and a chore was suddenly newly hot. Maybe it was the seaminess of it, the taboos. Maybe it was just something else. 
I didn't know. I didn't care. I just wanted him to do more of the things he'd done to me - with the same amount of lust - again. 
And I won't lie: as we played our way through the next hour or so, and he made my pussy sore all over again, I did, occasionally, remember Jenna's videos. 
I was not Jenna.
I was the good twin.
But it never hurts to have a fantasy....


      ***"I'm using your gym membership."
Jenna liked this. She was coiled up on a purple velvet chair, God knows where  - all I knew was she was in Dubai - and she was wearing a see-through robe with long, fluffy, porn-y white feathers at the collar and trim. "God," she commented dryly. "Finally. Good for you." 
She sounded very bored.
But Jenna never stayed bored for very long. She sucked in her breath and grinned. "Oh my God, if you go, if you can go around two or three in the afternoon - you're using my Athletic Club one? Or my Bae's? - anyway, if you go to AC, there is a literal smorgasbord of hot BBC. There's this guy, Tristan? OMG. In fact..." She began to muse, looking up at the ceiling. "You could just jump right in with any of them, don't even tell them you're not me."
I understood all of this, even if the average person might not. I could "jump right in" with any of them meant, in Jenna-speak, that I could hop in bed with any of these guys because talking wasn't really their thing.
But I wasn't planning on doing that.
Which I didn't need to explain to Jenna, any more than she needed to explain herself to me.
After all, she knew I was the prudish married sister. 
"Wait," I said, laughing. That was all you could do with Jenna. "Why do you have two gym memberships? And are you saying that none of these people know you have a twin sister? And how many guys at the gym have you slept with?"
Jenna was now talking to someone off camera. "Yeah, yeah, I'll be ready in an hour." Her eyes rolled back to me. "I have to get going," she said, and then gave a wicked glance at whoever was tempting her off-camera. 
Then that person appeared to leave - Jenna's eyes followed him, and she lunged at her phone, and me. "The AC is for hot guys," she said. "And Bae's is for paying the bills. Don't go to Bae's, okay? Those are delicate relationships, I don't want your..." She made a fist and then exploded it, like fairy powder was falling. "...bad mojo going on there."
"And they don't know about me? Seriously?" I wasn't even going to tackle Jenna's rude comments about me, or her two gym memberships. She probably had three or four. That was how Jenna operated. Unapologetically. 
I just couldn't believe she didn't tell people about me.
Or could I? 
Jenna was always a showboat who hated sharing the limelight.
Jenna smiled and blinked slowly. This was the face she used to make of me and my "Amish ways" - her words. 
"I don't exactly spend my time with the AC boys talking about my family," she said. Then she looked at the ceiling. "Although... hmmm... yeah, it probably doesn't matter what you tell those guys." She smiled and got a gleam in her eyes. "Are you thinking of cheating on Mark?" 
"Oh my God, Jenna," I said. She was obviously kidding, but I didn't even like the sound of the words coming out of her mouth. 
I might as well add that I had not told Jenna about Mark watching her OnlyFans, or marriage therapy in any detail. It wasn't hard for me to keep a secret like that from Jenna, because Jenna's world was just Jenna revolving around herself. 
She rolled her eyes. "Well... whatever you do, whatever you're doing, I don't judge. So have fun. Tell them, don't tell them... although, honestly?" She smiled. "That's a really, really good schtick." She cocked her head. "I might use it..."
"Jenna," I said, impatiently. 
"Oh God, Lars, like anyone would believe that I'm Laura," Jenna laughed. 
I was starting to feel like I was making a bad decision. 
"I just wanted to use your gym membership," I said. 
"Mmm-hmm," Jenna said. "And I just want you to know about all of the perks. Do anything you want at AC. If you go to Bae's, though, please do not mess up any of my.... well, actually...." Jenna had an idea. She grabbed the phone again and brought it close to her face. "There is one guy there, a doctor, and you could actually really do me a solid if you -"
"Jenna, no way! I'm not lying to anyone."
"Then why do you want to use my membership? Hmm?" 
"It's on my way to work, while I'm..."
I cut myself off. I had to hide a smile.
"Oh my God! You slut!" Jenna shouted. "You are going to be a little hussy, aren't you? I can't -"
"Jenna, stop it. It's not that. It's just... uh... well, pretending." 
Jenna laughed. "I told you therapy was a waste of time."
I shrugged. I had zero intention of telling Jenna about Mark's OnlyFans issues, much less the fantasy that he claimed to have been pursuing while looking at it. It was too personal, even for my twin. 
Plus, I still didn't entirely believe it was true. 
"Why are you doing this?" Jenna asked. "And don't bullshit me."
I smiled. I was prepared for this, because I knew my twin well and I knew she'd press me for an answer. "Okay. I ran into a guy at The Chop who thought I was you. And I just kind of... let him think that. And... it was fun." 
"Somebody thought you were me?" Jenna exclaimed. She fell back into her plush velvet chair. "What were you wearing?"
I smiled secretively.  
Jenna raised her eyebrows. "Oh my God," she said. "The boots. The boots? Seriously? You wore them?!" She clapped her hands together and squealed. "Aren't they fun? It's like becoming a hot dick magnet when I wear those things. Wow. I am impressed."
"It's just for fun." I rolled my own eyes. Like Jenna had any trouble attracting dick in any of her other outfits.
"Yep. Okay," she said sarcastically. And then, with a gleam in her eyes: "Well...have fun, then. And wear something hot, okay? Don't ruin my reputation."






  
  Chapter five

The Athletic Club was not on my way to work at all, and neither was Bae's. Not that Jenna would have known that, and not that she had believed my excuse for a second. I had my own gym membership, and my own gym clothes, and I liked everything just the way it was. 
I wasn't sure why I'd called Jenna about it. I was surprised she'd even answered. 
But there was something I was even less sure about, and that was why I was doing all of this without even telling Mark. 
I guess maybe I didn't feel exactly right about it, and that's a weird thing to say considering that Mark was so obviously into the fantasy. I'm not a person who enjoys doing new things while someone is observing me. I usually like to practice and test-drive things out of earshot or away from the gaze of anyone who knows me. 
Jenna, of course, is the opposite. 
I hadn't pretended to be Jenna in a long, long time. As I dug through her workout clothes, I started to worry. Jenna spent a lot of time at the gym, and a lot of money of self-care. She had zero body hair, and by that I mean absolutely zero, because of laser hair removal. 
All of her workout outfits were absolutely crazy. There was nothing even partway to being a full shirt. There was nothing but an endless stream of short-shorts and sports bras, and zip-up track suits with more bling on them than I had in my whole wardrobe. Judging by Jenna's track suit collection, she enjoyed straying to the more ghetto look. 
What I was really worried about was my physique not matching up to Jenna's: if she worked out so much, I presumed she'd have some killer abs and a lot more tone to her muscles than I had. Also, Jenna was a lot more tan, and her hair was a lot more blond. 
Maybe starting at her gym was a crazy idea.
I closed my eyes and tried to recapture what I'd seen in the OnlyFans video I'd watched, but I hadn't exactly paid attention to Jenna's body in that, as much as the other stuff. Also, I'd been drunk.
Annoyingly, I didn't know how to get that IP address stuff set up so I could view Jenna's account. Purportedly it was tricky to get access to her account in her geographical area, something Jenna had opted into. 
Which really didn't seem like Jenna, nor did it seem to be working. 
I almost abandoned the project: looking through her clothes and thinking about all these details made me doubt if I could pull it off. 
Curiosity got the better of me, though. And a text from Mark.

I'm in a meeting and all I can think about is you and last night



I sat down on Jenna's bed - her real one - and savored the text. Back when we dated, and in the early years of our marriage, Mark had been like this. It was hot to have it re-ignited. Hot, hot. I was starting to feel turned on, there in the middle of the morning.
I returned to Jenna's clothes and dug around for something I felt like I could handle. It wasn't easy.
And then I got an idea. 
Smiling, I pulled out something that must have been misplaced: it was so strappy, so clearly slutty, that it couldn't have been for the gym. Whatever. I pulled it on. I sent Jenna a text about it, just to verify that it was lingerie, not gym clothing, but I took a photo of myself in front of the mirror for Mark for fun. 

Tell me if I look enough like Jenna in this to pass for her at her gym. 



Then I stripped it off and started looking for something more reasonable. I wouldn't have been comfortable enough wearing that in the house alone, let alone out the door.
Neither one of them got back to me, which I found mildly irritating. 
I found an ice-blue top and matching shorts that at least covered my whole ass. I dig through her closet some more and found a high-cut, thin t-shirt that was almost transparent, and figured I could wear that over the top to at least preserve my dignity. 
A few more turns in front of the mirror, waiting for a reply. 
Okay, I thought.
Fine. 
And I put on a fuzzy, blingy white track suit over it and headed out the door to the Athletic Club with a tiny chip on my shoulder that Mark hadn't gotten back to me, a totally neutral feeling about Jenna not getting back to me (when did she ever?) and a flutter of excitement in my stomach. 


      ***Things happened faster than I would have thought possible.
I didn't want to look obviously lost, so I got on an elliptical facing the mirrors so I could scan the gym behind me. I put my phone up on a show I had zero intention of watching, especially since I'd been silly enough to leave my earbuds behind. 
Dressed in Jenna's clothes, whether I had her exact physique or not, I caught every single guy in the gym giving my ass either a stolen glance, or a healthy long one. 
This was the kind of thing I usually tried to avoid. I wasn't the attention-grabber: that was Jenna.
But because I was pretending to be Jenna, a strange thing happened: I liked it. 
I was happy I was passing for her, for one thing. At the gym.
No more than ten minutes were logged in on the machine before a very good-looking, very fit black guy popped up next to me and grinned. "Going for a natural look I see," he said. Then he literally wet his lips, his eyes moving up and down my whole body like he was lasering the clothes right off me. "I dig it."
For a moment, I got a little light-headed and scared, like I had at the bar. 
But just like at the bar, it was momentary.
Something else took over me. I gave a glance at myself in the mirror, thinking it was all so absurd: I looked nothing like Jenna.
To myself.
My blonde hair bobbed in a  ponytail and I realized that Jenna probably didn't put her hair up. She probably wore makeup to work out, and now that I gave it some thought: Jenna probably didn't work out that hard. Or even that much at all. 
I had been worried for no reason: chances were I looked fitter than Jenna, because unlike Jenna, I went to the gym to work out.
Not see how many men I could fuck or get money from. Again, no judgment: Jenna is who she is, and at least she's honest and up-front. 
I had a decision to make: chicken out and tell him I was Laura, or go all-in. Just for fun.
I decided to just see how far I could take it, pretending to be Jenna. 
Just for fun.
I would stop as soon as it became obvious to him, or after a few volleys of flirting.
"Do you like it?" I asked him, the words leaving my mouth like Jenna would have said them. This wasn't that hard for me. After all, I spent more than half my life within two feet of Jenna. 
I didn't usually interact with men like this, so when he just kind of grunted and looked me up and down, my brain was scrambled. 
My body, however, was having a different reaction. This guy was looking at me like I was a piece of meat he was going to shred and swallow right there in the middle of the exercise machines. 
Also, I had been married for five years. 
Also, I had never ever been with a black guy, unless you counted one kiss from a kid in high school who thought I was Jenna, as well. 
I had, however, heard all kinds of things about black guys from Jenna - more than I thought I cared to. I always covered my ears and shook my head and told her to knock it off, which made Jenna roll her eyes and tell me to suit myself. 
I had listened, however. 
I started gliding really fast on the machine as my blood started to race. Thoughts about that black dildo, about this guy's very real cock that he seemed very really interested in using on me were filling my brain and the surge of excitement needed to work itself out. On the elliptical.
Between my legs, my panties were getting damp. 
He grinned at me and walked around the machine to the other side of me, his eyes on my ass the whole time. Then he rested his hands on the sidebars and got very close to me. This guy was tall, so his face was pretty much aligned with mine on the down-sweep of the elliptical. 
"Haven't heard from you in a while," he said. He put his lips together and gave my ass another lecherous sweep of his eyes. 
What would Jenna do? I smiled - maybe I was overdoing it a little, but I tipped my head sideways and acted a little dumber than I am. (Dumber than Jenna is, but she loves acting like it). "I've been really busy," I tittered, bimbo-like. 
"Yeah, busy," he said, and the lips went together again and then popped, leaving no mistake what he was alluding to. He twirled the gym towel in his hand and lightly hit my rump with it. Got even closer. "Any chance of me gettin' in on that busy schedule, baby? I been thinkin' about that ass nonstop."
He stuck his pointer finger out so that my ass grazed it with each step. 
I was getting nervous. Luckily, I knew Jenna wasn't the type to just hop off a gym machine and jump onto some guy's dick - she liked to tease them a little. 
I grinned and tossed my pony-tail with a shrug. "Maybe. Right now I have to work out." 
All I got in exchange for this was a simmering look and another wetting of his lips as he pressed them together. Something in his eyes seemed to glimmer. I'd guessed right: this was exactly the kind of thing Jenna would have said, and exactly the way she would have done it. 
He hung on to the railing lightly while he leaned back, grinning. "Aight then," he said, shaking his head and walking away. 
Since he had been indulging in a healthy eyeful of me up until then, I indulged in a nice long, lingering stare at his physique as he walked away. 
Then I quickly looked back at myself in the mirror. "Jesus," I whispered under my breath. 
I was uncomfortable for several reasons. I had been working out too hard on that thing, for one. But my head was getting filled with all kinds of ideas, and the soreness in my pussy from the crazy dildo night was being gently stroked to life and arousal by the visions of black cock swimming in my head. My heart was beating too fast for my exertion level, and nervousness twisted in my stomach. 
I turned the volume up on my phone and focused on the screen. It took a lot of concentration to keep my eyes on the phone and not on the mirrors, wandering around, looking for the man whose name I didn't even know. 
He started lifting weights. I did know that much. 
I kept at it, hoping that maybe he would eventually go away if I just stayed on the elliptical, making my problem - and the nagging temptation - go away. "What if?" thoughts kept entering my mind: what if I just went along with whatever he proposed? What if I didn't tell anyone about it, ever? 
Naturally, he didn't go away, and neither did the thoughts. I could feel the lubricating dampness of my pussy seeping into my underwear and then to my thighs. 
A message appeared on my phone. 
It was from Jenna, a forwarded message.

Pretty sure this is for you



And a dick pic. 
A big, thick, long black dick in the light-colored, upturned palm of a black man. 
It was the kind of picture that made me reflexively blush and look away. I even covered my mouth with my hand. 
Of course, this was from Jenna. I had slowed to pick the phone up and hold it close to my body at an angle I thought no one in the gym could see. 
Jenna was already typing more. 
James?!!!


Straight to the head of the class. I'm so proud


Just FYI he is not for beginners lol



I shuddered and rolled my eyes. The fantasy temporarily cracked apart, and I suddenly felt like a cheap whore. I put the machine in cool-down mode and started going slower. It was definitely time to leave. 
But curiosity got the better of me, exactly 48 seconds later.
I picked up the phone and pulled up the text from Jenna. 
As soon as I did this, I realized what I was doing, and how the picture had gotten to Jenna, and then to me - who "James" thought was Jenna. So of course, he was watching me when I got Jenna's text, and he was probably watching me now. And I was going back to the phone again! Looking at his dick. 
I stole a glance to confirm this, and he was looking right at me. Grinning, his very white teeth flashing at me for a moment. 
I set my phone back in the cradle on the elliptical machine.
James did a set and took out his phone.
I concentrated as hard as I could on the screen of the elliptical.
My phone vibrated a moment later.

OMG I can't with this


Just fuck him or get out of there


I can't be your secretary



I ignored all this, because I had no idea what to do. Jenna forwarded another dick pic, this time with the caption beneath it: u know ur missing this
Jenna:
lol i am kind of


i usually fuck him in the bathroom btw


I was frozen and didn't know what to do. I was not going to jump into Jenna's lifestyle by fucking a stranger in the bathroom at her gym. 
A black stranger.
A black stranger with a huge cock.
I picked up the phone and typed to her.

 
Can you say something to him to make him go away?


Jenna's reply came less than a second later.

Why?


LMFAO 


I could tell him to meet you later. And then you could. 


Or you could be lame



I marveled at how callous Jenna was toward the men she "dated." I had no doubt that she frequently told men she'd meet them and then ditched them. 
I felt bad about this, and I felt bad for misleading the guy.
Maybe I'll just tell him, I wrote. 
But Jenna already seemed to be on the case, because James was looking at his phone and then he looked up at me and grinned, nodding.
I got my text about a minute later.

I told him I'll meet him at Red Light tonight


I sent back a series of question marks, because I didn't know what "Red Light" was, I didn't know if this solution was going to get James off my back right now, and I wasn't even sure what I wanted to happen. 
James appeared next to the elliptical after a few moments. Same closed-lipped grin, same air of certainty about him. My eyes inadvertently went to his crotch, and I was sure he noticed. 
"You ain't gonna let me down then, are you?"
"I... no, what? Why would I?" I stammered. I wasn't sure what was making me so nervous: all I had to do was tell this guy I wasn't Jenna, and show him my driver's license if he didn't believe me.
My answer made him look at me suspiciously. He arched an eyebrow and shook his head. "Okay then. See you at Red Light then?" 
I smiled.
He tisked, smiling himself, and walked off shaking his head. 
I stayed on, warming down for what seemed like an eternity, afraid to get off the elliptical and have another interaction with him.
But don't feel sorry for me, not even for a moment.
Because if I had wanted to, I could have ended the whole thing right then and there by walking over to him and telling him I was Laura, Jenna's twin.
And I didn't.
Instead, I typed a message to Mark:

I made a date with some guy Jenna is bonking at her gym


I decided to leave out some of the trashier details, like the fact that Jenna was bonking him in the gym - in the bathroom. 
It didn't seem as sexy as what I'd written, though. 
So I left him hanging at that.






  
  Chapter six

Meetings all day long after Laura sent me her gym texts. My cock was hard under the table the entire time. 
There was the outfit: Laura went to the gym a lot (probably more seriously, and more often, than Jenna). She went to our local community gym, though - not Bae's or the AC like Jenna, who was more there for the "networking" than the actual gym. 
Laura wore loose shirts and what she called "normal" clothing. Not getups like this one she sent to me. 
I could see that she'd donned the shirt to "cover up" and not look as slutty as Jenna, but it had actually had the opposite effect. The high-cut t-shirt, the translucent fabric, the dark sports bra, all only served to enhance the sexiness of the image. 
I stared at it so long I got busted - just with a stern look and disappointment, by Steve my manager. But it was enough that I stuffed the phone in my pocket and did my best to focus on the meeting. We'd just had a whole thing about phones at work, with pledges not to use them during meetings or while we were supposed to be "available and present" for our colleagues.
Not a problem, usually, for me: my phone was for texting of plans and the watching of Jenna's OnlyFans account, nothing more, nothing less. The latter, I never did at work. And Laura only texted during work when it was actually important. Aside from sounding hippy-dippy like so much shit at work these days, it wasn't a huge problem.
Ordinarily.
But Laura in Jenna's gym clothes, going to Jenna's gym, after all that had happened the night before?
Big distraction.
Still, Steve had his eagle eye on me and everyone else, so I was present for the meeting physically, but not in any other way. 
I excused myself to go to the bathroom during a break and that's where I checked my phone. 
And that's when I got the text string from Laura.

I made a date with some guy Jenna is bonking at her gym



This was followed by a series of screen captures, which contained text that I didn't read at all. Because interspersed with the text were repeated images of a very large, very black, cock. 
Of course I scanned the texts between Jenna and Laura, just to know what was going on, but the words evaporated by the time I got back to the meeting and sat down.
No amount of money could make me recall what the texts said. 
Was this really happening?
A chill kicked up inside me: it started in my abdomen like a cold reptile, working its way around in my thoracic cavity. Then it spread to my limbs. 
I'd been creeping Jenna's OnlyFans for so long, entertaining this fantasy and thinking I would never get anywhere near it. That was before I got caught and Laura shred my manhood to pieces and we had to go to therapy. 
So as I sat there in those meetings, my main thoughts were about whether or not it was really true, that all my wife had to do was put on one of Jenna's outfits, and she'd get this kind of attention.  
I didn't know what to do.
I'd never even let myself dream this far.
Sure, I'd fantasized about it, but those daydreams had fantastical qualities. They were not realistic at all. I had no idea what to say to Laura - real, breathing, alive Laura - now that she was actually this close to my fantasies. 
By the time I got out of the meeting, I was a mess. There were no new messages from Laura, which I knew was probably because I hadn't responded to her. 
But my imagination ran wild. I texted her back as my first order of business. 
Babe. What happened? 


But I grew impatient when I didn't get an immediate reply, so I called her. 
No answer. 
Panic began rising in my chest. It was suffocating, squeezing the air out me. My pulse was racing and it was out of control - my heart felt like a wild animal. 
I tidied work things up after the meeting as quickly as I could and didn't even say goodbye to half the people I ordinarily shoot the shit with, and then spend all the way back to our house. 
I knew she wasn't there - and why - as soon as I turned the corner. 
"Fuck," I whispered.
I checked my phone. Nothing. I called again. 
Nothing.
Of course, she would be at Jenna's apartment, not here: that was what she'd planned all along.
She was not there with some random stranger, I told myself, as I turned the car. 
She would never do that, I repeated, as I got on the highway. These messages didn't mean that she did anything.
I couldn't tell if I was feeling relief or hope or disappointment. The only thing I was sure about was the erection I had.

      ***I had to knock a lot before I heard her footsteps thumping across the floor. When she opened the door, she was wearing one of Jenna's robes - and I only knew this because it was so skimpy as to be useless for anything. Therefore: Jenna's. 
She seemed out of breath, alert, her eyes brighter than usual. Maybe there was a little sheen of sweat on her forehead. 
Which was definitely weird, because it was freezing cold in Jenna's ultra-air conditioned apartment. 
"Oh, hey," she said, but she actually seemed kind of glad to see me. "I didn't think you were coming down..."
She stepped back. Her posture was partially inviting - in fact, she was moving in some respects the way Jenna did. Jenna moved differently than Laura, though it was hard to say exactly how. She just seemed more open, more twisty and seductive. She cocked her hips and fidgeted sexually more. 
And that's what Laura was doing now. 
Her posture was also partially uninviting. She pushed her hair from her face and blew on her own skin. She seemed reluctant to let me in, but she let go of the door and stepped backward. "I thought you were just staying at our place?" 
I stepped inside and stared at her. "Uh... I was. But you sent me all those texts?"
Laura's eyes went wide. "Oh. Those." And then she laughed, bringing her hand to cover her mouth. "Can you believe that happened?"
I was a little delayed reacting to her question, because I was so busy studying her. She wasn't behaving like she normally did, but I couldn't quite put my finger on why. Maybe it was just because Laura never got any dick pics, and she didn't know what to do or how to behave about it now.
Also... was it possible? It was possible that Laura was in here with another man right now. The idea lurked about in my mind, staring at me from dark corners.
Laura was still looking at me. I hadn't said anything. "Um, it's... definitely interesting," I said, cautiously.
This seemed to disappoint her. She suddenly looked downcast. "Oh," she said. "I thought you would think it was hot."
"I did!" I said, hoping to quickly recover her sexual mood. "I do. I think it's hot. I just didn't want to um... say the wrong thing." I studied her face as I spoke: she definitely seemed to perk up as I said all this. I felt a rush of pleasure, and a snaking malaise in my lower abdomen. "So where, uh... where was this guy?" I said. 
This was mostly for the purpose of moving the conversation back into happy territory, but Laura seemed annoyed. "I told you," she said. "At the gym. Like two minutes into being there." She picked her phone up from a table and strolled into Jenna's living room. She threw herself - kind of petulantly, like Jenna might - onto the couch an scrolled something on her phone. Then she looked at me expectantly, because I was still standing there. 
Well, this dispelled all of my fantasies about a guy being in the apartment. 
Temporarily.
If she was hiding man in here, wouldn't she act just like this?
Laura was on her phone. Was she telling this guy to beg off? Sorry my husband surprised me...
"Jenna says she has sex with him in the bathroom," Laura said, abruptly. "At the gym. Can you believe that?"
Laura was thinking about something. I could tell because her gaze went in front of her immediately after that, and she started dragging her thumbnail between her two front teeth. It stuck, like it always did, and then she got it past the obstacle, and repeated this ten times or so, staring absently in front of her. It was an obvious tell, and yet I thought Laura didn't even realize that she did it. 
"What are you thinking about?" I sang, convivially, approaching her. When she sat down, the robe had opened a little, and her legs were bare and making me horny as fuck. 
I was pretty sure, by the time I reached the couch, that I could smell her pussy in the air. There was another scent there, too, one that had notes of familiarity. I couldn't pin it down. 
I sat down on the couch next to her as she tugged her nail through her barely visible tooth gap and thought. I put a hand to her thigh and started working it up her leg, which made her turn her head toward me and stop the tugging. She looked down at my hand. I spread my fingers to part her legs, and she let me at first - they gave a welcoming flop, an easy pry. 
Then suddenly she seemed to change her mind and provided some resistance. 
The scent of her pussy was strong. The scent beneath it was also stronger and seemed to be heating up. Was it gum? There were hints of cinnamon in the air.
"Honey," she said, putting her hand down to my wrist. She looked at me in that way she had, when she wanted to turn me down for sex. 
At the same time, though, her body and some of her facial expressions were urging me on. She slid a little on the couch and batted her long lashes when she looked up at me. Her hand didn't even grip mine. Her legs were hardly clamped together. 
"What's the matter?" I asked, moving my hand a little bit closer to her pussy. "Are you sore?"
"I am, but..." she answered. She squirmed a little and put her hand on mine again, but also let her legs open a little. 
"So how did he leave it?" I asked her.
"Who?" she asked innocently. She fluttered her eyes. Okay, so we were talking about the same guy. 
My hand went a little further up her thigh, and inward. My fingers encountered something wet and super slippery. Really slippery. More slippery than her pussy juices, which rose up to my nostrils in a puff. Also that strange cinnamon undertone. 
My cock surged, as a fresh round of suspicion flowered in my brain.
Her protestation - weak to begin with - ended when I slid my finger through the slipperiness and in, and down, toward her pussy. She sucked in her breath and her eyes shifted to mine, before shifting to a non-point in space somewhere near my chest. "I-uh," she intoned. 
"Him," I said, getting braver. "The guy." Was he the guy who had made her pussy smell strange? Was he hiding somewhere in Jenna's apartment?
I reached her pussy and felt her downy hair - she left the tiniest triangle of pubic hair there, which I liked. I felt a little pulse of relief (this was definitely Laura, because I was pretty sure Jenna couldn't even grow hair there anymore). The hair was sticky like she'd just fucked her brains out and the pussy juices and cum had overflowed. My eyes went down. "Laura," I said, watching my finger as it worked its way into the thatch of hair and then to her hole, which was sopping wet.
"Did you have sex with him?"
I looked up at her, and for a brief moment, she looked scared as she stared down at my fingers. Then she lifted her eyes and saw me, and her features changed a little. 
Now, instead of me reading her, she seemed to be reading me. 
She changed again. A spark lit up in her eyes. She moved a shoulder, tilted her chin up. "What if I did?" she sassed. 
I was on her immediately, shoving my fingers into her pussy and getting on top of her, pushing the robe open to look at her tits, making her tilt her head back to look up at me. She seemed surprised, then receptive. She mewled as I finger-fucked her. Her cunt was as slippery and wet as if this was actually true, but something about rang false. The cinnamon still pervaded the air. 
"If you did," I breathed, because all I cared about at that moment was feeling the inside of her used puss - "then I want you to tell me about it, you little slut. And then I'm going to fuck you."
This was a long shot, not the kind of thing I'd normally say to Laura. 
But it seemed to capture her interest. Her pussy writhed around my fingers as she lifted her hips to sink me further inside her. 
"You're so wet," I growled at her. An accusatory tone came into my voice. Not because I wanted to admonish her for it - not really - but because I wanted to make her say that yes, this was cum in her pussy, and yes, she'd gone ahead and fucked that guy. "Is this cum in your pussy?"
Laura was serious for a moment: she stared into my eyes and mewled. "Yes," she said.
And then, just as my cock surged full and I thought I'd come in my pants, she lost it. She laughed. "No, I didn't... of course not." She giggled and put a hand to her face, trying to twist away from me. I drove my fingers in further and bent them, pulling at her from the inside so she had to stop moving. 
She blushed. Then she fluttered her eyes up at me. "I did something crazy though."
I growled and started finger-fucking her again. She mewled and twisted.
"What did you do?" I demanded.
Laura was responding well  to all of this. It was like a different woman inhabited my wife. 
"If I tell you, you have to promise not to... don't take it seriously," she said, laughing as she tried to turn on her side. I wouldn't let her. She relented quickly and then looked at my hand. "I didn't... oh!..." she panted for a bit. "I didn't... he wanted to meet me.... some club... but I, I.... ohhhhhh.... I'm not, I just... Jenna said he's.... not... for.... beginners, oh my!" Laura stopped talking and started staring at the hand buried in her pussy. 
"So you masturbated," I said.
Laura panted, looked at me, looked at my hand, then back at me. "Kin - kind of." 
And then she gave me an unusually wicked smile.
For a bit it was just really hot: I was finger-fucking her and she was being mysterious, getting closer to an orgasm. Her pussy clenched around me, feeling looser than usual. Her abdominal muscles began to strain, her hips moved: she was getting closer. In my mind, I was just turning over what she had just said. Kind of. 
Kind of.
Kind of?
"What does that mean, 'kind of?'" I asked her, slowing my rhythm. 
Laura blushed again. She looked poised to answer me, but when her lips parted she just laughed and shook her head.
"Did you use the dildo again?" 
She began to nod. "Uh-huh... mmm... don't stop," she whispered, looking down again. "Kind of. I didn't..." her voice trailed off. I slowed my fucking and the pulsing of my thumb on her clit. Laura mewled in disappointment and her eyes flashed when she looked up at me. 
"What's that mean, kind of?" 
She twisted and rolled to the side to hide her face, but gave up and rolled back to face me. "I kind of..." she said. She was hoping I wouldn't keep asking her. I smiled and slid my hand out from inside of her, raising my eyebrows. 
"Okay, I'll tell you!" she exclaimed. I stood up, mostly so I could get out of my clothes. Laura remained on the couch, her robe open, looking defiled: her pussy was wet and engorged, her legs akimbo, her breasts out, the robe askew. 
My cock was so hard it hurt, but my mind was on my fantasies: how close I was to them, how precarious the moment was. I had never even imagined getting this far with Laura and my fantasies, so I was afraid to tinker with it and break the spell. I took my clothes off slowly. 
"Explain it to me," I said. 
Laura closed her legs and flitted her fingers playfully on her knees, twisting in the discomfort of a partially-achieved orgasm. She gave a pouty purr, a little whiny, and blushed again. "Okay, so... he asked me to meet him at this club, or bar, or I don't even know. And I... oh my gosh, it's too embarrassing!"
"Tell me," I said, grinning. "Or I won't finish what I started." I climbed onto her, straddling her on the couch. Her eyes went hungrily to my cock. I hadn't ever seen Laura look at my cock that way - maybe a long time ago, but definitely not recently. Her tongue ran along her teeth and she squirmed. 
I moved the tip of my dock over her pubic bone. I wasn't sure what I was doing, it was kind of absent-minded, waiting on her to answer me. 
"Well, Jenna said he's not for beginners," she said.
I growled and touched the tip of my cock, where precum was gathering in a bead. I swiped it with my thumb and brought it to her lower lip to smear it. It's worth a moment to tell you that this wasn't a "usual" thing between us, it was just something I thought I could get away with in the spur of the moment, because Laura was acting so unusually. 
She closed her lips around my thumb and then grinned. 
"So I practiced."
I shuddered.
"With what?" I asked. My voice was small behind the hollow whisper that left my throat. The twisting jealousy and weirdness in my gut shifted again, reminding me it was there. 
Laura pressed her lips together and reddened. "The dildo," she said quietly.
But that obviously wasn't all. I could see that. I looked at her and shook my head, showing her I knew there was more to the story. Laura was enjoying this game, she twisted again. I wondered if the discomfort I felt in my groin, my lower abdomen, was anything like the feeling that drove her blushes and her reticence. 
I moved down her body, getting onto my knees, kissing her on my way down. I licked her breasts and worked her nipples into hard nubs. I grazed her belly with my five o'clock shadow and she cooed. 
I breathed onto her mound, letting the hot air travel into her vulva and enjoying the way it made her squirm. There, close to her pussy, the scent of her cunt was strongest and overwhelmed the scent of cinnamon. This thought ricocheted in the back of my mind: it was curious, still troubling me. 
I waited.
Laura mewled and her hands went to my head. She tried to push my face into her pussy - and I wanted to go, it was making my mouth water there in front of me, wet and distended. But I resisted. "Tell me what you did, Laura," I repeated, smiling as I flicked the very tip of my tongue at her clit, just tapping it. 
She tried to push me into her again. I shook my head and twisted it from her grip, leaning back, grinning. "Tell me."
"Ohhhhh,'" Laura complained. She dropped her hands at her sides and pouted for a moment. That was hot: I enjoyed the sight of it. "Fine... I...." her eyes went down. Another mild flare of red on her cheek. "Jenna says she has anal sex with that guy, and so I... wanted to see if I could, um... do that." Her eyes flew up to meet mine and she grinned,. Her whole face was turning red. "Not that I'd do that! Of course! I just... got curious."
I stared at her. One of her hands was moving toward her pussy and I reached out and flicked it away. I got down on hands and knees, moving my mouth closer to her pussy. "You put that dildo in your ass?"
"No!" Laura laughed. She was looking down at me. "It's way too big. I started with something, uh... smaller. And it was just for... I was just testing it."
The cinnamon wafted to my nostrils.
Lube. Jenna's cinnamon-flavored lube, a bottle I'd seen in the closet with the label "edible," so I'd tasted a bit of it on my finger. That was the scent... not coming from her pussy, but from her ass.
I grinned and decided not to try my luck any more than I already had. I dove into her pussy and looked up at her as I sucked her clit into my lips and pulsed my tongue on the tender nexus of nerves. There was so much moisture between her legs already that her pussy juices filled my mouth and more began to roll down my chin and then my jaw. She seemed overly ripe - I guess from so many orgasms. 
Laura was looking back at me, her mouth hanging open, her muscles tensing. She met my eyes and that erotic thrill shook me. 
But then, her eyes wandered, just for a moment, and then again, and her hand moved. Her eyes were locked on something. 
Still working hard, feeling her getting hotter and tenser, I moved my eyes (having to strain them almost to the point of a headache) to see what she was doing with her hands and looking at.
She had the phone in her palm and it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out that she was looking at the pictures of huge black cock. 
Her interest waned as she got closer. Her eyes fell closed, her features scrunched up. The phone fell from her hand and then she lifted herself with her abs to curl up and into me, clutching my head and pushing my face deep into her pussy. Her juices exploded all over my mouth and even gushed up to my nostrils because of the way she was holding me like a ball she needed to protect. I could feel the muscles of her abdomen tensing and clenching against my forehead. I heard a wet spurt, and registered it momentarily as her pussy, before I realized that my mouth was open and her pussy was mashed inside... the splurt had come from her cinnamon-flavor lubed ass.
When she was done she threw herself back on the couch, panting. I was on my knees. My cock was killing me now: there was nothing I wanted more than some release. 
"So?" I said, putting my hands on her knees, which she'd closed together. 
"So I...so?" she said, still panting.
"So are you going to meet him tonight?" 
She laughed. "Not tonight!"
A cold shudder went through me. Not tonight did not mean "no."  
I stood up. "Not tonight, huh?"
She shook her head, eyes gleaming. 
I guided my cock toward her lips. She pushed herself up, eyes locked on mine, putting her mouth closer to me. 
"So you're not mad?" she asked, with her lips very close to the crown of my cock. 
I shook my head. Mad. It was so silly for her to even think that. I moved my hand to her hair. I pushed it back. I remembered one of Jenna's cocksucking while looking at the cameraman videos. My cock bounced lightly against Laura's lips. 
I pulled her head toward me, but she lunged at the same time. And then I was inside her mouth.
Bravery comes to men in waves. She seemed tired, but it was still a good blowjob. So it was tricky as fuck for me to do what I did: it could have pissed her off and backfired. 
"Suck my cock like you're sucking off that guy from the gym."
I said it so quietly she might not have heard it, and I had my fingers in her hair, stroking it gingerly. It was just some dirty talk that I felt brave enough to say after all this.
She seemed to have ignored it, for a few seconds. Or not heard it. She didn't respond, just kept sucking. Laura was okay at blowjobs, but they weren't her strongest suit.
A few seconds later, however, her eyes fluttered up to mine and locked on them. She paused, my dick in her mouth, pulsing with the new surge of excitement that her eye contact had given me. She retracted her head, eyes still on mine, and grasped my dick at the base.
And then she sucked me off with her fisted hand and her tongue busily swirling inside her mouth and over my cock with each plunge toward the base. 
All the while, she was looking at me. It didn't take long for me to feel myself coming, and I bent at the waist and gritted my teeth, my hand on her head to warn her.
"I'm.... babe...." I choked out, but I was seconds from an explosion. 
She let my cock slip from her mouth, her fist still on the base. Her wet lips were rubbery and used, but beautifully swollen. I let my imagination run wild again that this was from her sucking someone else off, and as she stroked me, my cock burst.
Ropes of cum spurted into the air and landed all over her face and tits, as I groaned loudly and the best orgasm I'd had in a long, long time - maybe even my life - shook me right to my tailbone, and I was briefly worried I would pass out. 
Laura smiled at me, flicking her tongue at the raining cum, all the way until the end. 


      ***Laura fell asleep long before I did, but she must have woken up long before I did as well. Her side of the bed was cool, and I heard her puttering around for several minutes before I decided to get up. She hummed as she went into the bathroom, and then I heard the water start in the shower.
I went out to see if Jenna had any way to make coffee: it was hard to believe she did anything but lounge around in her underwear when she wasn't making OnlyFans videos. 
Laura's phone was on the counter, where a pot of coffee had already been made. 
And that is why I was privy to Jenna's texts with Laura, as they came in and appeared as previews at the top of the screen, before fading away.

And you should keep in mind that… [Photo]



My stomach twisted and my cock hardened. I had the code to open my wife's phone (of course). I'd never used it, and she hadn't given it to me in some kind of ceremonious way (she'd just told me what it was for a one-time use, and I remembered it).
We did not have the kind of relationship where it was cool to go digging through the other's phone.
But these texts were burning a hole in my brain that went straight down my spine and into my pelvis. My cock hurt. My balls ached. What was the photo? What were these two talking about?
Under any other circumstances, I wouldn't have been tempted.
But there are temptations a man simply can't avoid. 
I could hear the shower quite clearly, so when it turned off, I could set the phone down and never get caught. This stuff was still literally so close to me I could smell it: a scent with a hint of cinnamon still hung around in my nose. The image of the black dildo in Laura's pussy was burned into my mind. Her moans echoed in my ears. She was exchanging text messages and images with her sister the crazy slut. 
I picked up the phone after a moment of deliberation and went to the messaging app.
Laura had evidently woken up very early that morning. Jenna had instigated the exchange, around 2am, berating Laura for not going out with the gym guy (are you standing James up? he's texting ME) and then turning into a delicious conversation. 
I'm just saying: if you say you're me and tease somebody, you have to follow through. I have a rep to protect lol


I want you to have fun, but I don't want James thinking I'm crazy


I dont see what the big deal is


Are you telling me you never stand a guy up?


Lol of course I do 


So what the big deal? And you told me I could impersonate you


The big deal is I blow people off, sure, but not like this

You made the date not me


You're doing a bad job of being me 


(As usual, the women were carrying on two or three conversations at the same time, something that drove me crazy when I texted ANY woman). I couldn't exactly follow.
Laura's response to Jenna's "you're doing a bad job" was a rolling on the floor laughing emoticon. Several completely unintelligible exchanges followed, all stuff I had to assume was inside jokes or twin-speak. 
Okay, so, seriously. What if I wanted to, uh... impersonate you really good?


WHAT?!!!


Call me


It's too early


Are you in the living room texting big sis Jenna and M is in the bedroom?


Jenna


Okay. Okay. 


OMG okay


So... James is a shameless slut and he's broke, but his cock is huge. That may not be for you anyway


Wait a minute...


Are you thinking of doing a BLACK GUY?


Jenna

Laura


Lol omg hussy. Anyway, if that's what you're after, then boy do I have a list


Look: I don't want to do any guy you're doing


That's too weird for me


They'd know anyway lol


But you DO want to do a black guy?


And then there was a long break in the communication, and then some texts from Laura saying she needed to think about it. Then another pause, then an apology from Jenna that she was getting caught up in something. And then they ended. 
But ultimately, this all gave one wonderful impression: Laura was thinking about other men, and she was thinking about taking me seriously when I said it was what I wanted.
It was all I could do to calm my pulse and try to look normal when Laura came out of the shower. She was wearing one of Jenna's robes, and she held up a hand to me. "I am late for work!" she laughed. "I have to run. So no funny business."
She didn't even give me the chance. 






  
  Chapter seven

"Thought you were in New York." 
I was at The Juicer, a fresh fruit juice bar just a few blocks down from Jenna's place. To be honest, I hadn't thought much of going there (in one of Jenna's outfits), because Jenna herself had told me she hardly did anything anywhere near her apartment. Too many men talked to her, and she didn't want her neighbors knowing what she did, or the rando fans that slipped through her OnlyFans filter to know where she lived. 
I understood that impulse. I figured I could glide around looking like Jenna, acting like Jenna, and not running into anyone Jenna actually knew, if I just stayed close to her apartment. 
It seemed that I had miscalculated. 
I wasn't sure, immediately, how I felt about it. I was finding more and more appeal in Jenna's whole lifestyle, her attitude about everything. Her power.
Which I could emulate successfully.
I stared up at the man looking down at me, whose face I couldn't see because the sun was right behind his head. I squinted and my eyes got watery. I was trying to think of something to say, my pulse racing like I was caught in some huge lie. 
I was only thinking like that because of the texts Jenna had sent me that morning, and because I'd started thinking about James. Thinking about the size of that black dildo, how hot it was inside me.
Thinking about how it was only that hot because I was thinking about a real man and a real cock. All morning long at work. I hadn't told Mark about any of this, and it was both eating away at me… and secretly fun.
And all that got me thinking that something was really wrong with me. 
This wasn't me. 
I wasn't like this. 
So when I looked up at this guy, who was accusing me of lying to him, I got sucked right into this game and stammered for a moment. I didn't know what to do. 
And then I laughed. 
I realized I wasn't Jenna, and this rando guy didn't need to think that I was. 
I had flown plenty close to the sun already with James. The dildo scenes with my husband had been a fun fantasy. I was thinking of packing in all the cosplay and just pretending to be Jenna inside my own head. Maybe wearing her clothes, maybe imitating her attitude - but not pretending to actually be the bad twin. Just to flirt and then.... go home for hot sex with my husband.
It was a little too hot for me.
I pulled myself together. 
"Oh!" I laughed. "Sorry. I'm not Jenna." 
New York wasn't where Jenna was, but I knew my sister well enough to know that lying was second-nature to her. Who knew why she'd told this guy she was in New York? It probably didn't even serve a purpose. It's just what Jenna did. 
The guy cocked his head and pulled out a chair with his foot. As he was sitting down, I saw that his expression was one of extreme annoyance. He was young, really fit, very black, I could see now. His eyes were on my tits, and they were skeptical of my claim.
I waved a hand toward him, setting down my juice. "Oh no, no, it's not - I'm not crazy. I'm Jenna's sister."
"Mmm-hmm." He stretched his arms over the railing behind his chair, letting his wrists hang down. Now that my eyes were adjusting after getting so much sun in them, I could see he was a hot guy. 
A really, really hot guy. His chest was youthfully flat, but with a ripple of muscle beneath his plain t-shirt. His arms were sizable and veins splayed around his forearms and biceps. 
"I'm her twin sister," I explained more thoroughly. 
This cracked him up. He snorted and shook his head, leaning forward to the table. "Shit, baby, you are one special kind of crazy." Then he looked around, squinting. "What the hell you doin' this side of town? And why ain't you in New York?" 
I laughed. "No, seriously. I'm not Jenna. I'm Laura. Her sister." 
"Ohhh, I see," he said. He winked at me. He quite obviously didn't believe me. His eyes took another look around the street, the juice bar, then at me. He shook his head again, picked up my drink and sniffed it, shook his head some more. 
"Whatever floats your boat," he said, indifferently. "Laura. You come up here to snap up some sugar daddy?" He grinned, looking around again. "Yeah, well, that's smart. I guess."
I shook my head, picking up my purse. "I'm really Laura," I protested. I found my ID and showed it to him. 
He scrutinized the ID. "That's a good ID," he told me. 
I took it back, slightly confused. "Huh?"
"Oh I get it, that's your real name." He seemed amused. "Hey, let me have that back for a second."
I stared at him, confused. He rubbed his face, shaking his head. "Man, you are taking it to the max. No matter. But since you're here... Laura...." he looked down at my crotch and raised his eyebrows. He had a confident smile on his face.
I had no explanation for what took over me in the next moment. 
Sure, this guy was really hot: like really, really hot. 
This stuff had been on my mind. 
I had an unsettled feeling after talking to Mark about all of this. And to Jenna. 
Everyone was pressuring me to go for it, to go for infidelity and have fun. 
And I wanted to. 
But something about Jenna and Mark encouraging me - each in their own way, and for their own reasons -had made me wary of it. I wanted to resist it, to prove I wasn't like Jenna. I'd been looking down on Jenna and her crazy ways for so long, I didn't know if I could be like her. 
I was also nervous: I really wasn't Jenna, and the things Jenna did in her OnlyFans were just too crazy for me. I didn't want to do half of that stuff, and I didn't know how to do the other half. 
Guys who had been with Jenna would have huge expectations. 
And then there was the matter of simple physics: Jenna did a lot of guys, and she did a lot of big guys.
I had not. 
So I had been down here mulling all of this over, thinking about how I intended to extricate myself, how to tell Mark I wasn't ready.
And then this.
So this guy really thought I was Jenna. I wasn't hurt that Jenna had never mentioned me: she had a deal with me on that OnlyFans, that she would never mention her twin sister. And she didn't exactly spend a lot of time talking to the men she slept with. 
I can't explain it. I just started doing things, letting myself be carried away. When I pretended I was Jenna - something I hadn't done with any seriousness ever before in my life until that bar - it was like someone else took over my body. 
I felt that happening now.
"I told you," I said, shifting in my seat as a way of checking on my pussy, which was very sore. It was now throbbing to life, getting wet. Bad ideas were raining down in my head, and almost all of them were sexual. "I'm not Jenna." 
It sounded really sexy when I said it. The sound of my own voice, all husky and seductive like that, was making me hot. I smiled at him mysteriously enough that he could think I was Jenna telling him lies just as easily as he could believe I really was a twin. 
I could just do this guy. Pretending - in my own mind - to be Jenna. Telling him I was Laura in a way that he would think was a game (he already did). That would explain away my lack of sexual skills, if it became a problem. He might think I was just pretending to be "Laura" and "Laura" was some kind of blushing virgin character. 
I could do it... and never tell anyone, if that's what I wanted. 
Here was a little bit of truth laid bare to myself. I understood it as I let my eyes wander lustfully over his body, his stubble, his muscles, and the sizable (and growing) slab of meat between his legs: I had always been a little bit jealous of the hot guys Jenna got flocking to her. Of her alpha-male, gym-bro boyfriends. Of the endless parade of sexy trash that floated behind her everywhere she went. 
I never fucked a guy this hot in my whole life. 
I could do it right now, and no one would ever know. 
I could see if I had the stuff, before I agreed to do it for Mark, while he was watching. 
The air between us rippled with excitement.
Usually, I took a thing like this right up to the furthest edge, and then backed off. 
So maybe that's why I just kept going. I figured I'd back off in the end. 
He had put his lips together after I told him I wasn't Jenna, murmured "Mmm-hmm" again. His eyes were a kind of gray-speckled hazel, piercing and panty-wetting set in his dark skin. He still didn't believe me, but he was signaling to Jenna that he was willing to play her little sex game.
I bet that Jenna did this kind of thing all the time. Me claiming to be her twin, claiming to not know what I'm doing, even the fact that (I assumed) my body would be different than hers when we got right down to business, whatever stumbling I did or inexperience I seemed to have: I was willing to bet that all of that would be assumed to be an act by this guy. 
He would think I was Jenna, and treat me like a slut.
I would continue to claim to be myself, and that would pass off as very good acting - and make him think I was Jenna even more.
I could get away with it all.
I did all this thinking lightning-quick. 
"I'm much less experienced than my sister," I told him. "I'm afraid I wouldn't even know what to do."
As I said this, I drew my finger down my chest, over the extremely low cut of Jenna's slutty shirt, and his eyes followed my finger as I drew a little circle on my breast. 
A voice in the back of my head screamed at me: What are you DOING?
I ignored it.
The guy brightened a little. His eyes were locked on my tits, he was radiating a serious sexual energy, but something was now amusing to him. A little. 
"That's fine," he said. "Laura, baby. Whatever your name is." He lifted his eyes to meet mine and locked on them, pausing for a moment to let his gaze turn my insides to hot cum that trickled between my legs. "I'm good at giving instruction."
There was something implied in his tone: if I were really Jenna, I would know what he meant by that. He must give a lot of instruction, I thought. 
A brief flicker of fear went through me.
Very brief. 
And then it turned, in my lower abdomen, churning. It changed from fear to arousal in no time at all. 
I sat back in my chair. "So what's the plan, then? Your place?" 
The voice screamed: You don't even know this guy's name!
He seemed intrigued. He sat back as well. I noticed that his thighs were large, but I kept my eyes rigidly on him. He laughed a little, almost like he was waiting for me to crack up and give the game away. When he saw I wasn't going to do that, I saw his cock pulse beneath his jeans. 
"My place is a little far away, Jenna's sister."
"Laura," I insisted. 
"It's a little far away, Laura."
"Well, I don't live around here," I said, but I sounded like a hussy when I did. My stomach was full of butterflies and my pussy throbbed. What the hell was I doing?
We looked at each other. The air simmered between us.
I was just about to laugh, to tell him I seriously was Laura, and to call Jenna on my phone in the hopes that he could see what I said was true. I waited to long, though. 
"I got a car, Laura." 
Sex in a car. It was broad daylight. Where would we even go? 
I expected the next thing out of my mouth to be something that would extricate me - and that would be true for several more hours. Instead, it was like watching a movie when I heard myself, felt my body move as I stood up, putting a hand on one hip.
"Where is this car?" 
"Heh," he intoned, licking his lips again. A challenge in his eyes. 
Oh. Jenna must have been in this car before. 
I smiled and shrugged. He uncrossed his ankle from his knee, stood up while looking at me, and then rotated his whole body as he swung his (big, cut, sexy arm) counter-clockwise until his pointing finger landed on its target: a Dodge Charger (which I only knew because Jenna frothed at the mouth about them). It was red. 
He looked back at me. He gestured, after you. 
I smiled and strolled out of the patio area, pussy juices actually making my thighs glide against each other. I hesitated by the gate, because I wasn't certain he was following me, or what I was doing. His palm made contact with my ass and it was hot. It felt natural. and didn't even freak me out. 
He was close to my shoulders the next instant. I saw the grin on his face in my peripheral vision. And then I was walking just in front of him, almost next to him, and he bent down to gently bite on my shoulder and growl. His hand squeezed my ass. He growled as he bit me. He smelled so good. His skin seemed hotter than any man I'd ever touched. 
He opened the passenger-side door for me. 
I slipped into the vehicle. 
I'd like to be able to say that I had second thoughts. I waited for my brain to scream at me, but there was only silence.
Instead, I flipped the mirror down and checked my lipstick, and then looked down at the skirt on my hips, at my thighs, and I hiked it up toward my hips a little to expose more thigh. I could smell my pussy, feel the juices oozing.
I don't know what it was, or why it was. I didn't know this guy. I was a married woman. I had never been this turned on before, and it was overriding all of my common sense. 
Maybe it was because I didn't feel like myself. I felt like Jenna. I was pretending to be Jenna. Jenna would do this kind of thing in a heartbeat. 
Weakly, in the back of my mind, a voice was popping up about my husband Mark. But hadn't this been what Mark said he wanted? 
Just an argument broke out between my conscience and my libido, the guy appeared by the drivers side door: if I was undoing anything, now was the time. 
The veins on his arms. The heavy, muscled fitness of his body. 
I shifted my hips to get the skirt a little further up.  
He was in the car. 
When he turned it on, music blasted so loudly it made my eyes water. Some kind of rap, the bass so intense the whole vehicle throbbed. 
The kind of thing I'd roll my eyes at if it passed me on the street.
"It's so loud!" I yelled. But I was half smiling. The vibrations were shaking every part of my body - every part. 
He didn't seem to hear me. Either that, or he didn't care: he looked over at me and smiled, putting the car in gear. I reached for my seatbelt. 
He gave me a strange look then. I supposed Jenna wasn't a seatbelt type. I shrugged, and fastened it. "I'm not Jenna!" I yelled. 
He gave me a grin, shook his head, and then pulled out into the street so fast that I was plastered to the seat back.  
He lowered the volume after this.
"Oh gosh," I heard myself saying. "Thank you."
"You really takin' this Laura act to the max."
"It isn't an act," I reminded him, but the words left my lips all sexy again. 
He nodded, eyes on the street. His lips pressed together. "Okay," he said, smiling a little. He turned the wheel. "So what does that mean, Miss Laura?" He looked over at me. "I was kind of hoping you'd get me going on the way." 
I was playing along, but this had me suddenly lost. The confusion must have shown on my face, because he shook his head again. "Right, okay," he mumbled.
While I calculated. 
Oh my God. 
He was expecting me to suck his cock in the car?
My eyes went to his cock. Or rather, the shape of it under his jeans. Jesus, it had to be so big. There was a cylindrical tube running along the inner seam of his right thigh. As if connected to my eyeballs by a string, my clit panged and the echoes of the stretching from the dildo reverberated between my legs. 
He was watching me when I looked up at his face. Not fully, of course - he was driving. But his eyes were darting back and forth from me to the road. 
"Uh, look," I said. I interrupted myself because a compulsion to wet my lower lip overtook me, and I inhaled while I sucked on it to try and get some oxygen into my brain. We were heading south toward the freeway now. I looked out the windshield, suddenly nervous. "I told you, I'm not Jenna. I'm her twin."
You are in a car with a strange man who thinks you're going to fuck him and you have no idea where you're going. 
This should have been a terribly disturbing thought. 
But then I thought: Jenna has done this. And Jenna is fine. 
You're married, the voice reminded me.
He wants this, some devilish voice interjected. 
"Okay," he said, laughing again. "And I take it this Laura girl doesn't do that kind of thing? Okay, I hear you." He was smiling, playing along with what he thought was some weird game of Jenna's. As he did this, he dropped his left hand and started to fiddle with his jeans. He didn't slow the car, and I glanced nervously between what he was doing and the traffic. 
He drove just fine, somehow, going right under the freeway (and into a part of town I had never even been to), all while taking his cock out of his pants.
Once it was out, lying along his leg, long enough to be close to brushing the low-lying steering wheel if it pointed in a different direction, my eyes became fixated on it and I forgot everything I had been thinking. 
Everything.
Still driving. I was still staring. 
When I finally dared to look up at him, he was looking at me, not the road. 
He gave me one of those very black tisks and shook his head, still grinning. "Dang girl, those some acting skills." 
"I'm really not Jenna," I said, staring at his cock. He dropped his right hand and used two fingers to lift it, getting it pointed straight up in the air. It wasn't fully hard: it jiggled a little, and twitched to life. It wouldn't take much to lean over and just... give it a lick. It was so thick. I wasn't going to be able to get it all in my mouth very far. 
Why did I want to?
The car was slowing. He turned left. We were headed into a parking area under an overpass, with a few cars and a lot of weeds. The area had become industrial, abandoned, a "bad" part of town, if there was such a thing around here. 
The vague fear I had of this "bad neighborhood" dumped into my bloodstream, but it didn't have the effect of making do anything rational. I didn't get out of the car when he parked it. I just unclicked my seatbelt. I turned toward him, smiling in spite of myself. 
"Look, I..." I began. He still seemed amused, but his patience was limited - like any guy's would be, if he was this close to sex and had someone hesitating like I was. I smiled and sort of slowly shook my head side to side as I shrugged helplessly. "I don't think I can, uh... do what Jenna does in this situation. I, um... I've been married for almost six years." 
He stared at me, languidly stroking his cock.
Then he snorted and cracked up. "Jesus, Jenna, baby. All right, I gotta tell you, it's hot, it's one hell of a fantasy. But I just want some of that pussy, and I know you want some of this." 
I was staring back at him. 
He stared back at me. 
His fingers were sliding up and down his big thick column of meat. I looked down at it. My mouth was watering. I looked around, noting the all-around shittiness of the neighborhood. I tried hard to remind myself that I was Laura: dependable, non-slutty, married Laura. This was not something I did.  
But here I was, in Jenna's slutty clothes, doing a slutty Jenna thing. 
"Come on baby, don't make me wait no longer," he said. His eyes were getting rigid, his smile was starting to unravel. 
"Just give it a little taste," he said. A pearl of precum was oozing from its swollen eye, and in the time we'd been there, parked, the whole thing had gotten more rigid, more swollen. 
I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear and pushed my left hand next to my hip for support. Then I reached for his cock with my right hand. He let go of his shaft so I could close my hand around it. 
It was hot, solid, pulsing with arteries and veins. I could feel his heartbeat beneath the surface, the fluids straining the walls of the tissues and vessels inside. It twitched in my grip, and the precum spot grew larger, ready to ripen and spill down his shaft. 
I looked at his face. He was watching my hand. He moved his now-freed hand to my wrist and nudged me gently into a stroking motion. 
"I don't... know what to, uh..." I murmured. Jenna's clothes and Jenna's behavior did not confer Jenna's vast experience on me. 
He let go of my wrist, because I was stroking him now. "That's it," he said. I kept going, staring at his cock. Between my legs, I was so wet I could feel the juices rolling down to my taint and even to my asshole. God what am I doing?
He moved his hand so deftly to my neck that I wasn't aware it was there until he began to stroke it. He applied pressure so gently that I wasn't aware he pushing my face down toward his shaft, bit by bit, until I was halfway there.
"That's it, Laura baby. Whoever you are. Just keep going, then open up for me, that's good."
And before I knew it, the bulbous head was grazing my lips, passing over them, and leaving a smear of briny cum on my upper lip. The salty, bitter fluid continued, spreading over my palate. 
I had to stretch my mouth to accommodate him. The taut pain at the corners of my mouth turned me on: I'd never been with a guy this big (I'd been with three guys total). He pushed gently on my neck and made me keep going. The salty taste spread across the roof of my mouth, and the large spongy crown made it to the soft part behind my palate. Brine dribbled back into my throat. My lips stretched more. 
I resisted more pushing, and he paused. I could feel my nostrils flaring as I tried to breath.
My gag reflex was next. If he went any further, he would reach it. I pushed against his hand and he let me release his cock and lift my head. Drool had pooled in my mouth and it spilled out now, despite my best efforts, and it dribbled from my mouth.
It was in that moment I realized: I did not have any idea what this guy's name was. 
I wiped my mouth and blushed at the spectacle. "I'm sorry," I said. "I don't think... I can... get it all. At all..." I was mumbling. My eyes were on his cock; they kept returning there, because I didn't have any idea where else to look or what to say, but also because I couldn't stop looking at it. It was shiny with spit now, and I just wanted to feel it inside me. I also wanted to be able to take it all the way into my throat, which was a new sensation for me. 
The guy was looking at me strangely now. My hand went out to his cock, and I continued to stare at it, watching as it reacted to my touch. 
"Shit," he said, in a different tone. "You really ain't Jenna." 
I shook my head, my eyes on his cock. 
"You her twin," he said, as I clasped my hand around his shaft. I started to rub it, enjoying the feel of it, the hardness of it... the size of it. The nature of it, so dark, so veiny. Not a toy or a prop, a real cock, really in my hand.  
"And you really married," he continued. Then he grunted, because I squeezed him hard. I was vaguely nodding, vaguely listening. 
"You ain't got any idea who I am, do you?" 
I shook my head. 
He threw his head back on the headrest and opened his mouth, letting out a sound that was almost like exasperation, rolling it from side to side. I just kept moving my hand up and down his shaft. 
Suddenly he turned his head to me. He was scrutinizing my face. He tipped his head to the side. "Hol-y shit," he said slowly. "Fuck. You ain't Jenna." He looked down at my hand on his cock. "Shit, shit. You crazier than that chick, crazy-ass bitches, you married? Nuh uh. you gonna get a nigga shot." His hands went for his pants, like he was going to pull them back together. 
But he didn't.
I kept stroking him, moving a little faster. He stared down at his cock in my hand as if in shock. He kept repeating damn damn damn and shaking his head, but he left his hands where they were. 
"Listen," I said, in a half-whisper whisper. I was using the sexy Jenna voice. Whereas just moments before I'd felt almost helpless, I now felt like everything was under my control. 
The shift in my perception was sudden, and it gave me a rush. This guy wanted to get me out of his car, but he couldn't. He couldn't because he loved Jenna's pussy so much, liked my hand on his cock so much - he really seemed like a man who thought this was going to get him shot, but he wasn't able to zip his pants back up. 
I had the same power as Jenna. The power was intoxicating: this was the first time I really got it.
I continued: "I was just pretending to be Jenna. And now we're already here. And I have my hand on your cock. And it's already gone too far. So I want you to finish what we started..." I felt a surge in his dick, a kind of boiling just beneath the skin. I stopped stroking him and squeezed. He inhaled sharply.
"If I was really Jenna, what would you do?"
He seethed through his teeth and looked around wildly. "Uh... girl, shit... you serious right now?" 
I was serious. I couldn't really believe I was serious, but I was. I squeezed his cock.
He smiled wryly. "Well, Jenna a freaky chick, baby. I don't usually got to uh, think of stuff..."
I have no idea what came over me. I lifted my left arm and propped my head against it, playing with my hair. I batted my eyelashes. With my right hand, I traced just the tips of my fingers over his cock, which was now jerking around with every change in my movement. 
It was easier than I'd ever imagined to channel Jenna. The I heard myself saying:
"Well, I'm not Jenna. I'm the good twin. So you'll have to give me some ideas."
His cock revealed that he liked this idea very much, even if he exhaled again through gritted teeth. He started shaking his head and mumbling again. A survival instinct inside of him made him look up and around, as if he really expected Mark to appear with a shotgun in hand. 
His eyes shifted to me. I could tell he was breaking: my fingers barely glided over the smooth, now damp, skin of his crown and his cock spasmed wildly. 
"Baby I gotta be honest, I just wanted you to - Jenna to - give me a little suck in the car, you know, I thought she was playin' some kind of game."
"I don't think I can suck your cock like Jenna can," I told him, my sultry voice surprising even me. "It's too big. I haven't had any practice." 
The effects of this rippled over him and watching it gave me another rush. His abdomen tightened and he exhaled again, puffing up his cheeks. He was unable to sit still, his fingers tapping on the car door. 
I was never really one to take the lead like this. I never talked dirty to Mark or played games with men. I never even pictured myself doing that. 
I wanted to break him, I realized. He clearly didn't want to have this complication in his life, or the danger of sleeping with another man's wife: he had been looking for a nice easy lay with a hot chick, and my sister had fit the bill. 
But now he was going to do whatever I asked him to. 
"Uh... yeah, okay, baby." He looked around again. Then back at my hand. "Tell me what you want me to do." 
"I've never had sex with a black guy."
He laughed, but his serious face returned quickly. "Yeah, okay, I can see that... I guess..." He sounded wary. His eyes dropped to my crotch. "Your husband ain't gonna notice, you come back with your pussy all stretched out?" 
I briefly had a few thoughts flit through my head: not after the dildo, not if I don't tell him, and anyway, he says he likes it. I opened my mouth to divulge some of these secrets, but then I realized this guy didn't actually care, and he might not find it as hot if he knew I had permission (sort of). 
I shook my head slowly left to right and back again. Then I took my hand away and turned slightly. "How do I put this seat down?" 
"Girl, shit, seriously?" He gave a final look around and then exhaled again. I found the handle and let the seat back fall all the way. I stretched out, reclined on my side like I had been before. My right hand was free now, so I used it to run my finger along my outer thigh and tug the skirt up with it. The material spilled in front of my pussy and I found the hip of my underwear. Then I pulled on it until it got caught mid-hip by my weight on the opposite side. 
I put my right hand up by my left, under my cheek, folded palms together like a prayer. "I can't get those off by myself."
A very tense moment, as he breathed in the scent of my pussy and said nothing. 
"You want me to fuck you," he stated. It was definitely not a question. 
I waited him out.
And then he broke: abruptly, he reached for my panties at the same time that he pushed my leg open and began to climb over the seat. He was a big guy so this was hardly easy for him. He lowered his body on top of me and all the hard muscle pressed me into the seat so hard I could barely breathe. I felt a flash of fear, but then the seat went flying backward and I understood that he was just giving himself more room to maneuver. He was also, somehow, fumbling with his own jeans and shredding my underwear (I heard the rend) to free me from my panties. 
His fingers found my pussy - and expertly, like he'd fucked me a thousand times before - went to my clit.
"You're so fuckin' wet," he breathed. His fingers stroked my pussy just right. Then they plunged into my interior, feeling around. Later, I would guess that he was feeling around to see if I was different than Jenna. It had the pleasant side-effect of making him push against the walls of my pussy in all different directions, lastly against the root of my clit, where he lingered. He stroked me slowly while I squirmed beneath him. I could feel his cock on my thigh, moving in, twitching in anticipation. 
He slowly pulled his fingers out. I moved a hand to his, inspired by who-knows-what, and lifted t hem to my lips. I sucked on the tips of his fingers and shuddered in satisfaction when this made him almost wince in pain. "I need you to go slowly for me," I said. 
Even after the dildo, and even with my pussy dripping down to my ass, his cock stretched me when he at last lined it up with the entrance and began to push inside. As the hardness pushed my insides open, the craving I had felt before, with the dildo, returned. A desire for fullness began to gnaw at me, but because he kept going in and stretching me, forcing my legs wider as his hips reached my pubic bone, it was always satisfied. The sharp but pleasant pain of my outer labia began to die away in pulsing ebbs. I could feel his cock displacing things inside me. I squirmed and he smiled. 
I felt his ball sack sticking to my wet taint when he finally closed the distance and was so deep inside me he could go no further. His weight was on me partially. He thrust his hips further forward to get in even deep and grind against me. 
"How you like that, baby? Hmm? That what you wanted?" 
I squirmed against him. He let me, and I started to get carried away. My hips began to move against him, grinding like we were on a dance floor somewhere. I could feel my orgasm building. It was just within my reach. I was almost there... I was starting to sweat at the nape of my neck. 
"Mmm, yeah, damn that pussy feels good. Keep doin' that and this ain't gonna last long," he mumbled. 
I started to squirm faster. I found the perfect spot, by tilting my hips away from me and tilting my hips a little: there, his enormous cock pushed right against my clit and also out, to the right.
"Oh God, baby. You want me to come, you just keep doin' that... you want me to come, you gonna make - oh God -" His face became strained and he started to pull out. 
I seized his neck and pulled him back toward me. "I'm going to come. I want you to fuck me."
And then, inspired and out of my mind, I added:
"Full of cum." 
Within three strokes I was screeching, an orgasm so deep and hot that it made my whole body tremble once I peaked and started to cool down. He was still at it, fucking me hard. I could see in his eyes that there was no stopping him now, and sure enough, he became immediately choked up and a deep crimson stained his face.
And then, while my body was still jerking around as the orgasm careened through all of my muscles, I felt the heat of his seed deep inside me. 






  
  Chapter eight

I'd had a hard time getting a hold of Laura all day, but I didn't think much of it. She'd already told me she'd be staying at Jenna's while she house-sat, at least during the week. It was closer to her house, anyway, and Laura had a soft spot for animals. 
I hadn't planned on staying with her those nights: that had just happened. Of course, now that "that" had happened, it was all I could think about, and I was more than happy to spend another night at Jenna's place. Or just raiding her wardrobe to take Laura out looking slutty. Or playing with Jenna's toys.
So I was surprised when, just as I was rolling into Jenna's neighborhood, I got a text from Laura and listened to it as I drove.
I think I want to go home tonight


A pang of disappointment hit me. I turned the car around, though, and headed back to our place. Maybe this was a good thing, I told myself. She just wanted to be at home. That wasn't terrible. Still, the message gave me a sense of foreboding. It had a tone in it, even though it wasn't Laura's voice reading it, that made me feel like Laura had realized she was way, way outside of her comfort zone and now regretted it. 
I thought about this all the way home: what I could do to reassure my wife that this new, experimenting, slutty side of her was hot as fuck and what I really wanted. My mission was twofold, and not all of it was selfish desire: it had been very uplifting to me that Laura had gotten into these games. It indicated that she now believed me that I was on Jenna's OnlyFans because I had a cuckold fantasy, not because I was just a pervert. It had been really, really important to me that Laura understood this distinction: I was obsessed with her, not her sister. 
I felt a growing unease along with the disappointment, and somehow this also turned into sexual arousal. I reminded myself of the advice our marriage therapist had given me in private sessions: if I pushed Laura about my own fantasies, I might get myself into a situation where she felt like she couldn't stay in our marriage. 
I kept this in the forefront of my mind, always. Sure, I wanted that fantasy, but I didn't want Laura leaving me because I was too pushy about it. 
With that resolve, I entered the house. I had already rehearsed a few things I could say to her if she did, as I feared, want to back out of this business of pretending to be Jenna or playing with her dildos, or just wanted things to go back to "normal." 
I was her husband. It was my job to not be disappointed, to leave the ball in her court, to be patient and wait for her to choose - or not - to indulge me. 
Her car was in the garage. She wasn't in the kitchen, or the living room, and I didn't get anything in response when I called out to her. 
I got myself a beer, figuring she was in the rec room downstairs, or taking a shower. I sipped it, flipped through some news stories, looked in the fridge, sent Laura a text asking her where she was, and then wandered downstairs to see if she was there. 
I'm upstairs


I stared at the text and then smiled. My heart immediately lifted: Laura was upstairs, which meant in a bedroom, and surely this mysterious text was meant to lure me up there. She was still turned on, she wanted to play more games.
As I climbed both sets of stairs, I was grinning, my cock twitching to life in anticipation. I was peeling my tie away, pangs of anticipation pulsing throughout my body. 
The door was ajar, and I pushed it open. 
I wasn't sure what I'd been expecting, but the scene before me was too confusing for me to make any sense of it.
Laura was dressed like Jenna. That was the immediate and obvious thing I saw: a short, sporty skirt that likely barely made it to her mid-thigh. A tight, matching sporty midriff that showed off her tits with a low scoop. It wasn't overly risque in the scoop or the skirt length, but like all of Jenna's clothes, there was a come-fuck-me look about it - maybe the little straps criss-crossing here and there, maybe the absurdity of both the skirt and the "bra" as sportswear (neither one was much use for any sport I could think of).
Her feet were bare and she had her legs uncrossed, her feet planted in front of her and her hands in her lap. Not exactly a sexy pose. 
My brain warred within my skull: She's on the bed! She wants sex! 
-She's on the bed but she looks dejected
-She has a slutty outfit! It doesn't even look like she's wearing underwear!
She lifted her head to look at me. 
My heart sank through my torso and slithered into my foot: this expression was hard to decipher, but I could rule out a few things. The primary one was a quick seduction scene. That wasn't quite what Laura looked like she wanted. 
One corner of her mouth was curled up in a shy kind of pleasure. To be honest, that part of her face looked like she had stolen a cookie from a cookie jar and found the experience gratifying. But the other side of her mouth was downturned. Her eyes looked troubled. She had a kind of guilty hunch to her posture. 
She was wearing too much makeup, I decided. That was what was wrong: she had used Jenna's makeup, and man, was she bad at it. Her mascara was smeared lightly on her lower eyelids, she had no lipstick on, her hair was a decided mess. 
I smiled hesitantly at her, hoping that would lighten the mood. I had no idea what she was about to say, but I dreaded it, because it seemed like it would put an end to everything fun we'd been doing. My progress toward the holy grail of having a loving wife was going to be erased. Even though I knew it was Laura's choice, and I had to respect it, I couldn't help but feel a flare of resentment and frustration. 
I had been so close. 
Laura seemed nervous. She hated telling me things I wouldn't like. I felt bad that I was making her feel this way, but the feeling got caught in my throat when I opened my mouth to speak. 
She glanced sideways and then looked back at her hands. 
"I have something I need to talk to you about," she said quietly.
I decided to head this off at the pass. "Laura," I said. "Look. If you don't want to do this stuff, you don't have to worry about -"
Her voice was quiet when she spoke, but her words cut me off as if she'd chopped into my larynx with a martial arts kick, and so I heard her very distinctly. Her words were dripping with guilt, so I believed them.
There was a loud silence, foreboding and raw.
And then:
"I did something really bad."
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Look for Arnica's books on Amazon, Kobo, Barnes&Noble, Smashwords and more!
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      ***While you wait… here are some interracial slutwife series that will keep you turning the pages
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Des Price's business card is black and silky, and covered in actual diamond dust. 

It says: Only Diamonds.

No more, no less.

His indecent proposal? For 40% of exorbitant monthly fees, he will procure the necessary arrangements and talent for Ethan's wife Tori to follow through on the lifestyle they've only been flirting with up until now.

They just need to generate some content for Des's ultra-wealthy clients. Clients with certain tastes. Who want to see certain kinds of women. With certain kinds of men.

Doing the kinds of things that, in Tori's world, are "simply not done."
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An unfortunate mishap at the beginning of their ski vacation sends Angela tumbling into the arms of a tall, dark stranger. With Rick laid up in bed with a sprained back, she hits the slopes and runs into her rescuer, Carl. He sends her back to the hotel room with a very intimate proposition.

A cheerful interracial hotwife romp that's low on angst and high on heat.
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      ***MILF hotwife series you won't want to miss. Mature women with much younger men…
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It started like any other vacation: staying with old family friends, adventures on the water, trying to make the best of the beach by ignoring the sand and admiring his wife in a swimsuit.
Jon Dozer is a happily married man with a lot of vacation time and free lodging in St. Lucia. He doesn't have any greater ambitions than to relax. Maybe some fantasies about his wife and Roger, but who doesn't have fantasies? They were never going anywhere.
But right at the start, the vacation takes some twists and turns. Their  friend's son isn't the awkward, gangly boy they used to know. He's in the prime of his life, and he isn't shy about letting Emma know that he doesn't see her as just a family friend.
When Roger's new girlfriend - a sultry, raven-haired, "free spirit" - shows up, things begin to get truly interesting.
Five people, a lot of social taboos, and two weeks with many possibilities.
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Look for Arnica's books on Amazon, Kobo, Barnes&Noble, Smashwords and more!
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