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For the twins, 

God how we love óem 
 

 

  



John was preparing chicken, bacon and pasta in four-cheese sauce when the phone rang. He 

waited his customary four rings before picking it up. “Shipperly residence. John speaking.” 

“John, hi. It‟s Adele. Is Sally about?” 

“Sure, Dell. She‟s upstairs. Hang on, I‟ll call her.” He held the phone to his chest, covering the 

mouthpiece with his hand and bellowed up the staircase. “Sal! Sal, it‟s your sister.” 

“Coming!” 

He put the phone back to his mouth. “She‟s on her way, Dell.” 

“Thanks. How are you, John. How‟s work?” 

“Oh, you know. Same old same old. Kids who couldn‟t be bothered and piles of marking four 

foot high.” 

“I‟m so glad I gave up teaching.” 

“Yeah, you‟re lucky. Here‟s Sal.” He handed the phone to his wife and went back into the 

kitchen. He kept half an ear on Sally‟s side of the conversation while he attended to the sauce, which 

was in danger of going lumpy. A little water and a good stir would sort it out. 

It was an oddly stilted conversation—nothing like when Sally usually spoke to her twin. “No, I 

haven‟t. Not yet.” A pause. “I can‟t just come out with it like that.” Another pause. “Well, if you insist. 

See you in a bit.” 

Sally hung up and popped her head around the kitchen door. “Did you make too much?” 

“Don‟t I always?” 

“Good, because Adele‟s coming over of dinner. Set another place at the table.” 

“But I was going to have the leftovers for lunch tomorrow.” 

“Tough. You‟ll have to go to the canteen with the pupils.” She went back upstairs without another 

word. That in itself was odd. Sally had been distant with John for a few days now. Ever since she‟d 

last seen Adele, now that he came to think of it. What was going on with those two? John shrugged his 

shoulders and got on with the cooking. The sauce had smoothed nicely but it needed a touch more 

cheddar.  

**** 

The conversation over dinner was unusually formal. The sisters kept exchanging glances and 



stealing looks at him. He figured they were doing their we‟re twins and we don‟t need words to 

communicate thing. It annoyed him when they did that. They always seemed to know what the other 

was thinking or was going to say. Even to the point that they often finished each other‟s sentences. 

He‟d half-expected Adele to finish Sally‟s vows for her on their wedding day. 

After they‟d finished eating, John went upstairs to watch football on the set in the bedroom while 

the twins went into the lounge with the remainder of the bottle of Bordeaux. 

It wasn‟t a particularly good match—the top two sides in the country were cancelling each other 

out, and the game was heading for a scoreless draw. That didn‟t prevent John‟s annoyance when Sally 

called him downstairs mid-way through the second half, seconds after the referee had awarded a 

penalty and was searching his pocket for a red card. 

“I‟ll be down in five. I just want to see if he scores.” 

“No, John. Now! I… Adele… We need to ask you something.” 

Resigned to his fate, John snapped off the television as the star striker put the ball on the penalty 

spot and tossed the remote onto the bedside table. He hauled himself off the bed and dutifully trooped 

down to the lounge where he threw himself into his favourite armchair. His wife and sister-in-law sat 

on the sofa and stared at him. After almost a minute of awkward silence, he said, “Well? What is it?” 

Adele nudged Sally‟s arm. Sally scowled at her sister then cleared her throat and said, “John, 

sweetheart, you know that Dell‟s been having some trouble around the house since… he walked out 

on her.” 

John nodded. He had a fair idea of what was coming. “Yes. And?” 

“She‟s got some things that need attending to, and I‟ve sort of volunteered you for the job.” 

“Figured as much.” 

“So is that okay?” asked Adele. “You‟ll help me out?” 

“Let‟s be honest, Dell. That dickhead of a husband—” 

“Ex-husband,” said Sally with intense dislike in her voice. “I always said he wasn‟t good enough 

for you.” 

“And you were right,” said Adele. 

John ploughed on. “ He was never exactly handy around the house was he? Whatever jobs 



you‟ve got planned for me, I‟d have probably ended up doing even if he was still around.” 

“Not all of them, I hope,” said Sally under her breath. John only just heard it. He had no idea 

what she meant. 

“Excellent,” Adele said. “Are you free this weekend?” 

John looked at Sally. “Am I?”  

She nodded. 

“Looks like I am. What have you got in mind for me?” 

Adele put her hands on her knees, leaned forwards and spoke enthusiastically. “I need you to 

look at my sink. There‟s a funny smell coming from it.” 

“Probably a blocked pipe—shouldn‟t be a problem.” 

“And there‟s some stuff of… his in the shed that he hasn‟t collected. I‟d like to get rid of it.” 

“Fine. I‟ll bring the trailer. We can take it all down the tip.” 

“Some of it‟s quite heavy though. I don‟t want to wear you out.” 

“I‟ll be fine.” 

“No.” She glanced at Sally, who nodded back. “It‟s just that there‟s one other thing I want, and 

you‟ll need all your energy for that.” 

John suddenly felt very suspicious. “And what would that be?” 

“I… Erm… Sal?” 

Sally tutted and shook her head. “Oh for heaven‟s sake. John, she wants you to fuck her.” 

It was John‟s turn to shake his head—only he was trying to clear his ears. They must be dirty 

because he could have sworn his wife just asked him to fuck her sister. “Come again?” 

“Oh, I hope so,” said Adele. “And again. And again.” She and Sally suddenly started laughing. 

John figured it must a joke. 

“Oh, very funny. How long did it take you to come up with this?” 

Sally regained herself and reached out to take John‟s hand. “It‟s not a joke, honey. I‟m serious. 

We‟re serious. Dell needs a damn good seeing to, and I volunteered your… erm… services.” She and 

Adele giggled like naughty schoolgirls. 

“Hang on a sec.” John shuffled in his seat. “Are you trying to tell me that this weekend, you want 



me to go over to Adele‟s and sort out her plumbing in more ways than one?” 

The twins nodded enthusiastically. “I want you to stay the whole weekend, actually. Saturday 

morning ‟til Sunday evening anyway,” said Adele. “Sal says it‟s fine with her.” 

“As long as you come back and give me the same treatment you gave her.” Sally grinned and 

winked at her husband. “Which I know you will.” 

“All you‟ve got to do is say yes,” said Adele. “Go on. Say yes.” 

John thought for a moment. Adele was not just offering herself on a plate to him, she was 

positively pleading with him. And what was more, his wife was in total agreement with the whole 

thing. Bizarre wasn‟t a strong enough word. “This is crazy. Crazy. I can‟t do it, Dell. It‟s just too 

weird.” 

“Oh, come on,” Adele said. “You can‟t tell me you haven‟t wondered what it would be like. I 

know most of our ex-boyfriends did.” 

“But…” Adele was right. He‟d long wondered if his wife and her twin were identical in every 

sense of the word, but he‟d never expected he‟d have the chance to find out. “But that‟s not the point. 

You‟re my… Your Sally‟s…” He shook his head. 

“Be thankful that we‟re asking you,” said Sally. 

“What do you mean?” 

Adele grinned. “When we were younger, we used to pretend to be each other to see if our 

boyfriends would notice.” 

“You‟d be surprised how many didn‟t,” said Sally. 

John scratched his chin and grimaced. He slowly nodded his head. “Okay. I don‟t suppose I have 

a choice really, do I?” 

“No,” said Sally. “You don‟t.” 

“That‟s settled then,” said Adele. “I‟ll see you bright and early on Saturday. Let‟s say, between 

nine and ten?” She stood and addressed Sally. “I better go.” 

“I‟ll see you out.” Sally stood as well. It was only polite for John to rise to his feet too. 

Adele stepped forwards and kissed John tenderly on the check. “Until Saturday.” 

Sally accompanied her sister to the door. John heard Adele tell Sally not to wear him out between 



now and Saturday. John had the sudden feeling that he was going to need all the stamina he had. It 

was Wednesday. Sally had him to herself for three nights. 

When she returned, Sally put her arms around John‟s neck and kissed him passionately. 

“Thanks,” she said. “It‟s been a difficult time for Dell lately. She deserves a bit of fun.” 

“A bit of fun?” John held his wife‟s hips. “Sal, are you sure you‟re okay with this?” 

“Of course I am. It was my idea, wasn‟t it?” 

“Was it? I know what Adele‟s like. She can manipulate you pretty easily when she wants to.” 

“Well, it was my idea. Look, it‟s coming up to a year since the divorce, and Dell hasn‟t been 

herself for a while now. The dickhead might not have been good for very much, but he did keep her 

satisfied in the sack. And now she‟s so desperate that she‟s crawling the walls. Vibrators can only take 

you so far you know. In her current state of mind, she‟s likely to pick up some random guy from some 

random bar—and who knows what might happen?” 

“So you suggested she borrow me instead of humping a total stranger?” 

“Exactly. At least this way I don‟t have to worry about her. I know she‟ll be safe with you.” She 

grinned. “And I know you‟ll keep her satisfied. For the time being, anyway.” 

“For the time being? You mean I might have to do this again?” 

Sally shrugged. “Who knows? It‟s got to be better than risking disease and Lord knows what 

else, hasn‟t it?” She kissed him again and then nodded towards the door. “Come on. Let‟s go upstairs. 

You can get some practice for this weekend.” 

They fucked with all the passion of their first time. Twice. Afterwards, John lay on his back with 

Sally on her side next to him, her arm draped across his chest. It was just after midnight. Only the 

yellow glow that seeped through the crack in the curtains from the street lamps illuminated the room. 

John stared at the ceiling, unable to sleep. He could hear his wife‟s rhythmic breathing. It was 

controlled rather than relaxed, and he knew she was only pretending to sleep. 

“John?” she said, her voice barely more than a whisper. 

“Yes?” 

“Do you hate me? For offering to share you.” 

“No. Why would I?” 



“So you still love me?” 

“Of course I do.” 

“Good.” 

**** 

It was the same Thursday night. Sally fucked John like the world was about to end and then 

sought his reassurance that he didn‟t hate her and would still love her when he returned home on 

Sunday. 

“Do you fancy her?” she asked as they basked in the afterglow of another midnight session. 

“Who?” 

“You know who.” 

“Well, yes. I guess.” 

“You guess.” 

John sat up and looked his wife in the eye. “You‟re twins. Aside from a slightly shorter haircut, 

she‟s the spitting image of you. How could I not fancy her? It‟d mean I didn‟t fancy you, and you 

know that‟s not the case.” 

“But I thought you loved me for my mind as well as my body.” 

“You weren‟t talking about love. You asked if I fancied her. Sal, you‟re my wife. I met you both 

at the same time, but you‟re the one I fell in love with. You‟re the one I married. I love you, and that‟s 

never going to change.” 

“Good.” 

**** 

John dismissed his final class of the week a few minutes early. This was not unusual—he often 

let the class go early on Fridays. He packed away his laptop and a few other things that he didn‟t want 

to leave at school over the weekend and then went to retrieve his coat from the staff room. His friend, 

Barry, was already there.  

“No marking this weekend, John?” 

John shook his head. “Nope. I‟ve been roped into going around Adele‟s and doing a few jobs for 

her.” He found it hard not to add, and fuck her senseless. Barry was John‟s closest confidant. He‟d 



been his best man six years previous. But John didn‟t feel that this was something he could tell 

anyone, not even Barry. He still wasn‟t convinced that is wasn‟t a joke. He half-expected Sally to be 

waiting for him at Adele‟s the next morning ready to laugh at his naivety. 

“Shame,” said Barry. “I was going to suggest a game of golf tomorrow afternoon, but if you‟ve 

got plans. Got to keep Sally happy by helping out, haven‟t you? I do feel for Adele. Tell her my 

offer‟s still open.” 

“I‟ll pass the message on. But I‟ve already told you, you‟re not her type.” 

“I‟ll see you Monday then.” 

“Yeah. Monday.” 

John drove home and was surprised to see Adele‟s car parked beside the kerb outside the house. 

Perhaps they weren‟t going to wait until the morning to laugh at him. He parked on the driveway next 

to Sally‟s car and went inside. Adele and Sally were in the hallway. Adele was putting on her coat. 

“You‟re back early,” said Sally. 

“Yeah,” was all John could reply. His mouth had gone dry at the sight of Adele. She didn‟t look 

any different than normal, but he hadn‟t expected her to be there. Tomorrow he‟d be… He still 

couldn‟t believe it was happening. 

Adele zipped up her coat and looked up at John. “I can‟t stay—there are some things I need to 

prepare for tomorrow. I‟ll see you then.” She kissed Sally‟s cheek, then John‟s before stepping out. 

Before she closed the door behind her, she winked at her sister and said, “I hope you too have a nice 

evening, but try not to wear him out.” 

“What was that all about?” John asked. 

“We were just going over the ground rules for the weekend.” 

“Rules? What rules?” 

“I‟ll tell you later. But for now, why don‟t you go upstairs and have a shower. I‟ve got something 

special planned. I plan to make sure you come back to me Sunday night.” 

John liked the sound of that. He went upstairs to find some of his best going out clothes lying on 

the bed along with a note telling him to put them on after he‟d washed. He stripped and climbed into 

the en-suite shower. The cubicle was large enough for two, and Sally and John had enjoyed it together 



many times. As the water cascaded onto his head, John wished that Sally were with him. Even 

thinking about her naked, wet and slippery, made him hard. He‟d finished rinsing the shampoo from 

his hair when his wish was granted. 

Sally opened the door and allowed him to drink in her nakedness. “Looks like you‟re ready for 

me,” she said before stepping under the water with him. She pressed her body against him, and he 

held her tight. His cock nestled against her snatch. 

She stepped back and his eyes roamed over her near perfect body. John loved looking at his wife. 

He‟d suggested more than once that she could pose nude, but she always laughed off his suggestions. 

She grabbed for the shower gel from the shelf behind him and poured a generous amount into her 

hand. She lathered up her husband‟s chest and arms, then slid her hand down his torso and griped his 

cock. She masturbated him slowly, lovingly and kissed him as the water continued to tumble upon 

them. 

She kissed her way down from his mouth, past his chin and neck, down his chest and stomach 

until she was crouching in front of him and her face was level with his groin. She took his cock into 

her mouth and sucked him to orgasm. She swallowed all he had to offer, and then she looked up into 

his eyes. “One down. Two to go.” 

John shook his head. “Two to go?” 

“Holes.” 

“Oh.” 

They got out of the shower and towelled each other dry. Patting dry Sally‟s naked body with a 

big, fluffy white towel gave rise to the filling her second hole when she dragged him to the bed, 

pushed him onto his back and clambered on board. 

“That was a little sooner than planned,” she panted when they were through. “But, hey… The 

best laid plans and all that. Let‟s get dressed. I‟ve booked us a table at Capello‟s for eight-thirty.” 

They had a very nice meal at the fancy Italian restaurant, and when they got home, they set about 

filling Sally‟s final, tightest hole. She knelt on all fours on the bed, her arse high in the air while John 

applied a liberal amount of lube to her rear opening. They didn‟t often indulge in anal play, and the 

perceived depravity of what they were doing bought them both rapidly to a very powerful climax. 



Afterwards, they lay under the covers and cuddled. 

Just as John felt himself drifting off to sleep, Sally said, “I told Adele she needn‟t bother buying 

condoms.” 

“Oh?” John hadn‟t even thought that far ahead. 

“She‟s on the pill, and she says she‟s disease free.” 

“Can you be sure she‟s telling the truth?” 

“She‟s my sister. What would it say about us if I didn‟t trust her?” She paused. “I warn you 

though, she‟s like me—she likes it rough. So fuck her good and hard, won‟t you? Pound her like you 

do me. She‟s been without for a long time—she deserves to go cross-eyed when she comes.” 

**** 

John arrived at his sister-in-law‟s house just before midday. Adele opened the door before he‟d 

even rung the bell. 

“I saw you coming,” she said. “Not that I was sitting around waiting for you or anything.” Her 

smile gave her away. 

She kissed his cheeks in a French style greeting as he entered. She had always done that, but now 

it sent a shiver down John‟s back. 

“You can leave your overnight bag here in the hallway—I‟ll take it upstairs later while you look 

at the sink. But I thought we could have a spot of lunch first?” 

“Sounds good. What did you have in mind?” 

“Oh, nothing much. I‟ve prepared a little something.” 

One area that Adele and Sally differed was their abilities in the kitchen. Sally hated cooking and 

left it to John most of the time, whereas Adele was an excellent cook. She‟d prepared one of the steak 

and kidney puddings that John loved and followed it up with Apple crumble and custard. After the 

meal, John leant back in his chair and patted his stomach. 

“Good God, Dell. That was superb. How come you‟re not a chef somewhere?” 

“I gave it up when I got married.” 

John shook his head. “A sad loss to the catering world. You should go back to it. I tell you, I‟m 

stuffed.” 



Adele grinned. “Well, I hope you‟re not so full you can‟t move. I want you to make sure I get 

stuffed too.” 

John looked her in the eye. He tried to gauge if she was sincere. “Are we really going to do this, 

Dell?” 

She nodded. “I want to. But…” 

“But what?” 

“I don‟t want to force you. I know you‟re here because Sally wants you here. But if you don‟t 

want to go through with it, then I‟ll understand.” 

“I made a promise. To you and to Sally. And have you ever known me to go back on a promise?” 

“No.” 

“Exactly. Well, come on then.” He stood and held out his hand. 

“Where are we going?” 

“Upstairs. Unless you want to do it here on the table?” 

“What? Now?” 

“No time like the present. Unless you‟ve changed your mind.” 

Adele jumped out of her chair, took John‟s hand and pulled him up the stairs to her bedroom. She 

flung her arms around his neck and kissed him. John felt strange kissing his sister-in-law, but the 

feeling faded as she slipped her tongue into his mouth and slid her hands down his back to cup his 

buttocks. 

He slipped his hands between their bodies and fondled her breasts. They were a little heavier then 

Sally‟s—a little firmer. He squeezed them and Adele gasped. “Sally told you I like it rough?” 

“Rough?” said John. “That was nothing. How about this?” He ripped her blouse open and several 

of the buttons flew off. He fumbled one of her tits out of her bra and filled his other hand with as 

much of her arse as he could. He kissed her and then said, “Sally told me to make you go cross-eyed.” 

“Oh?” 

“Yeah. She said I was to pound you into the mattress. She thought you‟d like it.” 

“My sister knows me well.” 

“In that case…” John pushed Adele so that she fell back onto the bed. He pulled his T-shirt over 



his head and unbuttoned his jeans. Adele struggled out of her blouse and pulled off her bra. 

John stood naked in front of his sister-in-law. His cock was erect and pointing at its target. Adele 

lifted her hips from the bed, reached under her skirt and pulled off her panties. She threw them at John 

and spread her legs. “Come on, Johnny boy. Show me why my dearest sister always has a grin on her 

face.” 

He stepped forward and mounted her. She was wet and ready and he slipped in with ease. 

“You‟re so wet, Dell.” 

“I know. I‟ve been like this since Wednesday. Hell, if Sal had let me, I‟d have jumped you as 

soon as you agreed to do me.” 

“So, you‟re ready for it then?” 

“Oh, for the love of God, will you stop talking and start fucking.” 

He wasn‟t gentle. He wasn‟t loving. He did exactly what his wife had told him to and pounded 

Adele into the mattress. The bed shook and the floorboards creaked and when she came, Adele 

screamed and went cross-eyed. 

As her second orgasm faded, John felt his own need rising. “I‟m going to come soon, Dell.” 

“It‟s… it‟s… okay… Sal… said… Sal said… It… Ohhh, fuck… Was okay.” 

“You sure?” 

“I‟m sure.” John let go. “Ohhh, John. I can feel that. I can feel you coming inside me. Fuck that 

feels good. I‟d nearly forgotten what it felt like.” 

John collapsed on top of her and then rolled to the side. It was a while before they recovered 

enough to speak. 

“Well, that‟ll do for starters,” said Adele. “Now, are you going to fix my sink or not?” 

John had no idea how he managed to survive the weekend. Between each job, Adele insisted that 

he fuck her again. After unblocking the kitchen sink, he bent her over the dinner table and took her 

from behind. Whilst they cleared he ex-husband‟s stuff from the garden shed, she pushed him to the 

floor and rode him. They didn‟t even make it all the way through Sunday lunch before Adele 

demanded a portion of John‟s one hundred percent British beef. 

Before he left, Adele kissed John goodbye in the hallway, then walked to the staircase, lifted her 



skirt over her arse, put one leg on the bottom step and held her pussy open for one last shagging. 

**** 

It was dark when John got home. Sally was watching The Antiques Roadshow in the lounge. 

“John? Is that you?” 

“Who else do you know who has a key?” He sat in his favourite armchair—the same one he‟d 

been sitting in when Sally told him he going to fuck her sister. 

Sally didn‟t take her eyes from the screen when she asked, “Have a nice time?” 

“You could say that.” 

“Did you do everything Adele needed?” 

“Like you don‟t know. I‟ll bet she was on the phone the moment I started the engine.” 

“Which was about three minutes after you‟d finished fucking.” She turned her head to look at 

him. “She said she had a great time. Apparently, nobody‟s ever fucked her like that before. She says 

she‟ll be walking funny for days. She‟s even decided she‟s not going to work tomorrow—she needs 

the rest.” 

They watched in silence as an old lady from Gloucester discovered that the old painting her late 

husband had brought at a jumble sale was worth over a million pounds. 

“I‟m surprised you haven‟t dragged me upstairs for your turn yet,” said John. 

“I can wait. I figure you need a rest as much as Dell does.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Don‟t mention it.” 

The Antiques Roadshow finished and a news summary began. The first item was a report on a 

Member of Parliament who‟d been caught by a Sunday newspaper dipping his wick in his secretary‟s 

ink. He‟d made a public apology, and his wife said she was „standing by him.‟ 

“She‟ll want more, you know,” said Sally. 

“What, the secretary? She was only interested in him ‟cause he was powerful. She won‟t want 

him when he loses his ministerial car tomorrow.” 

“I was talking about Dell.” 

“Oh.” 



“I know what she‟s like. I know ‟cause we‟re basically the same. And if I‟d had you all weekend 

after going without for so long, then I‟d want more. And I wouldn‟t want to wait.” 

“So what happens when she comes calling? Do I oblige her?” 

“I don‟t know.” Sally turned to look at her husband. “I really don‟t know.” 

“Well, according to her, I‟m not the first man you‟ve shared.” 

“No, but you‟re the first husband. And it‟s one thing lending you to her for a weekend—but if it‟s 

a more permanent arrangement… I just don‟t know, John. I just don‟t know.” 
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