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         The day my husband proposed a new way of solving our childlessness, I was left gaping. We’d been living together for many years. Good years. Had an excellent financial situation, a car, house and summer cottage. Good friends. Nice family. No sexual problems. Interesting work but, as I said, no children. We’d had the reason for our childlessness confirmed just a couple of months previously: Bo was sterile, probably on account of an awful bout of mumps he’d had while serving in the armed forces. Having got the news, we took adoption papers home and started filling them out. Although perhaps not very wholeheartedly. My noisily ticking biological clock yearned to feel a child growing inside me. To have morning sickness, swollen breasts, a great big belly and swollen ankles: all the things I’d heard my girlfriends complain about over the years. To have a child made with something of Bo and me. To have something of ourselves carry on.


I looked at Bo for a long time when he was finished talking. He was nearly forty now. The first traces of grey were just beginning to appear in his thick, dark hair. His brown eyes, heavy eyebrows, aquiline nose, full lips and determined chin: they were all things that had made me fall immediately in love with him on the day I met him twenty years ago. And he was certainly no worse for the fact that he was so pleasant, talented, considerate and unbelievably sexy. He was, and is, the man in my life. I’d never even thought of infidelity. No one could ever measure up to him, in my opinion. Or maybe just one. But it was like he didn’t count in a way. He was different from Bo only in that he wasn’t Bo. He was Bo’s twin brother, Anders. He lived on Jylland, was married to Vibeke and had three lovely children.


“You don’t mean to say you’ve already asked Anders about it?” I breathlessly asked at length. Bo turned his back to me and stood leaning against the window-frame, his eyes wandering over our neighbour’s lilac bushes. He was tense, I could tell, and his powerful shoulders rose.

“Don’t you want to have a child?” he asked, slowly turning around and looking deep into my eyes.

“Yes, but...”

“Don’t you want to have a child that is part of us?”

“Yes, but it’s not possible...”

“Anders and I are identical twins. We have exactly the same genes. Genetically, the children he makes could just as well be mine.

“But...?”


I was so confused. Was I supposed to make love with Anders? What would Vibeke say? And how could Bo and I continue our marriage?

“Anne...” Bo came over and put his arm around me. Hugged me close.

“It’s perfectly OK with Anders and me. He wants to help us. Can’t you look at it like that?”

“What about Vibeke?”

Bo looked away. “Vibeke’s not to know anything. Anders thought it would be best that way...”

“And whose idea was it?”

“Mine,” said Bo.


That evening, we had an early night. We made love gently and tenderly as if it was the start of a new life. When Bo rolled over onto his side, exhausted, I sighed and mumbled: “I want to.”


Bo kissed me.


Anders was supposed to be on a course in Copenhagen the following weekend, so what was more natural than staying over at our place instead of at some boring course hotel? That it also matched up with my temperature curve was sheer good luck. So everything was in order technically speaking and seemed well-timed and organised.


All the same, and perhaps for that very reason, I opened the door to Anders that Friday evening with a pounding heart and sweaty hands. Bo was making dinner and, after finishing my long day at the office, I’d had a lovely, hot bath. Bo had served me with a glass of red wine while I was in the tub and scrubbed my back. Pure luxury! And now I was standing there, fragrant and slightly blushing, and inviting Anders into the hall.

“You look nice,” he mumbled and kissed me on the cheek. He passed me a bouquet of roses that he had brought with him. Bo emerged from the kitchen.

“Hello, brother!”


The two identical men gave each other a big hug. It was always like that when they were together, or could I glimpse an inkling of concern in Bo’s eyes? Anders, for his part, seemed just as happy as always.

“Come in and have a glass of wine.”

Bo waved us into the lounge.

“Dinner will be ready in about a quarter of an hour.” He poured a large glass of red wine for me and started pouring another for Anders.

Anders stopped him: “Just half a glass for me.”

Bo poured another large glass for himself.

“Cheers,” he said, raising his glass. “Here’s hoping for a good evening.”


I looked at Anders and drank. The glow in his eyes was full of promise. I drank my glass straight down and felt the heat - from the wine - spread through my body. Bo got up to go back out to the kitchen.

“Listen...” Even to myself, my voice sounded small and timid. Two pairs of brown eyes turned towards me.

“I mean - wouldn’t it be better if we just went into the bedroom now?” The question was addressed to Anders who, in a way, was playing the male lead in this ‘erotic escapade’.

“Yes,” they both said, as if they only had one mouth between them, so, to my undivided astonishment, I was escorted to the bedroom by no less than two suitors.

“B...but...” I stammered.


By that point, however, it was clear that a decision had been made in which I had no part. The two brothers had obviously decided to do this together, like so many other things in their lives.


What I then experienced was like pure fantasy. Imagine lovemaking with the man you love and then multiplying that by two. After four hands had removed my clothes, I was laid down gently on the cool sheet. Now I could see two beautiful men, who soon stood there naked. A moment later, there were hands all over my body. My nipples were squeezed until they stood out stiff and proud, my legs were opened, and my pussy massaged until I could feel my juices beginning to run, and my clit grows rock hard. A tongue dived in and out of my mouth, while another tongue deeply probed my hungry, other mouth below.


I groaned and writhed, felt how close to cuming I was already. Then, without a word, they both drew back at the same time. I lay whimpering and moaning on the sheet. Was this some kind of game they had agreed? Was I supposed to suffer?


I was then hauled over onto my tummy and forced onto my knees while my head was held down. A rock-hard object was eased into my pussy from behind, and I was covered like a dog covers a bitch.


Anders thrust far up inside me with long, deep strokes, then rapidly drove back and forth. I could feel his stiff dick all the way under my navel. Oh, how gorgeous that was! I needed to lift my head to breathe and gasped loudly. Bo gently forced my head back down. He kissed my neck, almost enveloping my upper body, and lavished me with caresses, while Anders’ dick pumped wildly backwards and forwards in my foaming pussy. I felt Bo’s stiff cock against my shoulder. A second later, I had it in my mouth. My tongue spun around its taut head. Bo groaned loudly. Now he lay on his back in front of me. His fingers entangled in my hair, and he gently forced my head up and down. Anders now held back a little, using long, slow strokes. He shivered and panted, and I felt drops of sweat land on my back when he shook his thatch of hair. His strong hands held me tight as a vice. Now he all but lifted me clear of the bed, and, at a dizzying pace, I was – yes – thoroughly fucked.


Everything shook, and the bed creaked as if it was about to collapse.


I sucked hard on Bo’s cock and felt I was about to swoon with excitement and the lack of oxygen. With a gasp, I freed my head:

“Aaah! I’m cuming, I’m cuming...”


My wailing cry filled the room. At the same moment, Bo spurted all over my neck and breasts. He groaned loudly as he finished himself off. Anders stopped for one breathless second, then thrust his dick wildly inside me, apparently reaching places that no man had ever been before. He bellowed like a bull. I felt his hot sperm filling me, my starved womb drinking it hungrily.


What happened during the rest of that evening, I can’t remember. I guess the steaks were rather overdone, but not a trace of that remains in my memory.


Bo and I now have a wonderful 25-year-old son. And he looks amazingly like his father!
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