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CHRISTINE SUCKED THE two purple knobs into her wet mouth, running her tongue over the silky globes as the men gasped and swayed on their sagging legs. Thirsty for their salty sperm, she kneaded their heavy balls, ran her slender fingers up and down the solid shafts of their twitching cocks as she breathed in the aphrodisiacal scent of their pubes. The young men let out low moans of pleasure as their spunk jetted from their knob-slits, bathing Christine's snaking tongue, filling her mouth.

Sucking hard and repeatedly swallowing the gushing orgasmic milk, Christine drank from their fountainheads, her clitoris stirring as her vaginal juices seeped between the pink wings of her inner lips and dripped onto the carpet. She was desperate for another orgasm, craving sex as she took the two throbbing plums to the back of her throat. She'd instruct her male slaves to tongue her sex once she'd drained their balls. She'd order them to drink from the duct of her drenched pussy and take her to a massive orgasm. Her boyfriend was due round, but there was time enough to have her feminine needs attended, her tight pussy tongue-fucked.

Christine knew she was ready for another spanking even though her naked buttocks were still weal-lined from the last gruelling thrashing. Her pretty mouth overflowing, sperm dribbling down her chin and splattering the erect teats of her firm breasts, she slipped the spent cocks out of her sperm-flooded mouth and licked her full lips. Standing, she eyed the bamboo cane lying on the sofa, and then glanced at the clock. Time was running out - the spanking would have to wait. As she ordered the men to kneel before her naked body and tongue her juice-dripping sex crack, she heard a car pull up outside the flat. Gary was early.

He didn't understand Christine. He'd liked her initially, enjoyed her company, had had some good laughs with her. But now he despised her. Recalling the night that she and Gary had first met, she closed her eyes as her clitoris swelled and pulsated beneath the two sweeping tongues. Gary had been very keen on her. Taking her to a party, he'd proudly introduced her to his friends. But now he wanted to be rid of her. He should have stayed with Juliette, his eighteen-year-old girlfriend. But it was too late now to turn the clock back. Christine was here to stay.

Her clitoris exploding in orgasm, her juices of desire streaming from the sheath of her spasming vagina, Christine tossed her head back. She could feel the wet tongues sweeping over her pulsating pleasure spot, bringing out her pleasure as she shook violently in her coming. Her juices of ecstasy gushing from her spasming vaginal duct, flowing down the fingers pistoning her pussy, she squeezed and twisted the sensitive teats of her pert' breasts, adding to her debased pleasure.

As the doorbell rang, she was pleased that she'd not given Gary a key to her flat. He'd have to wait until her lovers had sucked out her orgasm, lapped up the girl-cum from her inflamed pussy slit, cleansed her beautiful cunt. The bell ringing again, she gasped as her pleasure heightened, rocking her to the core. Gary should have stayed with Juliette, she reflected again as more fingers drove into her pussy. Still thinking about the evening three months previously when she and Gary had met, she wondered whether she should have left him alone. He'd been happy with Juliette, but the thought of Christine had fascinated him. It was Gary's fault. He'd wanted Christine, and he had got her. But he'd had no idea what he was getting involved in. That fateful evening was for ever etched in his memory. Christine was, indeed, here to say.

Juliette slipped into her red miniskirt and admired her reflection in the full-length mirror. Tall and slender, she looked good in her stockings and high heels. Her long blonde hair cascading like a curtain of silk over her breasts, her white blouse straining to contain them, she licked her succulent lips and grinned. The party was going to be fun. Having spent the last few months studying for her law degree, she was looking forward to going out with Gary. Socializing, drinking, 'laughing and joking, dancing... This was going to be a night to remember.

The party was going to be a rave-up, according to Gary. It was his friend's eighteenth birthday, Bob someone or other. Once Gary had mentioned dancing and all night drinking, Juliette hadn't been bothered whose party it was or what it was in aid of. She just wanted to get out of the flat, escape from her textbooks and gruelling studying and live it up for a change.

'Well?' She smiled as Gary appeared in the bedroom doorway. 'What do you think?'

'Nice,' he replied, eyeing her long legs, the deep valley of her cleavage revealed by her partially open blouse. 'Very nice. What a transformation.'

'It's about time I got out of jeans and T-shirts,' she sighed. 'I feel like a woman again.'

'And you look like a woman,' he breathed admiringly.

'Hey, I have an idea.'

'Oh?'

'Why not pretend to be your sister?'

'Gary, what are you talking about?' She frowned. 'I haven't got a sister. And if I had, why would I want to pretend—'

'No one will know you at the party, right?'

'Alan knows me. And Susie and Graham and—'

'All right, but most of them have never met you. I'll introduce you as, er... Christine, your twin sister.'

'Why?' she asked, checking her make-up in the mirror. 'I mean, what's the point?'

'It'll be a laugh.'

'Can't we just have a nice evening? Enjoy the party and...'

'Come on, Juliette, you've always been game for a laugh.'

'I know, but—'

'Where's that black wig you wore at Christmas?'

'This is crazy,' she murmured, taking the wig from the wardrobe. 'I'll never get away with it.'

'Of course you will. It's not unheard of to have a twin. I'll say that Juliette wasn't feeling too well. A tummy bug or something. Her twin sister, Christine, has come over from Australia.'

'I'll get mixed up, Gary. I won't know whether I'm Juliette or Christine. Why Christine, anyway? Is she some girl you had before me?'

'No, of course not. Just say that you're Juliette's sister, Christine, and... Hey, you could ask people what they think of you. Juliette, I mean.'

'I'm mixed up already,' Juliette groaned, fiddling with the long black wig.

'I'll help you out, don't worry.'

'Knowing you, you'll spend all your time in the kitchen with the booze.'

'No, no. It'll work, believe me. It'll be a laugh, Juliette.'

Tying her blonde hair up and donning the wig, Juliette gazed at her reflection in the mirror. She was sure that she'd get muddled up between the two sisters, but thought that it might be fun masquerading as Christine. If the wig fell off, then she'd own up to the hoax and people would think it a great laugh. There'd be no harm done, she decided, putting the finishing touches to the wig. This was, indeed, going to be a night to remember. But, unbeknown to Juliette, she was about to take the first step towards a new and dangerous life.

––––––––
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LEAVING THE FLAT, JULIETTE and Gary held hands as they walked the short distance to the party. Gary had wanted to move in with Juliette ever since they'd first slept together two years previously, but she'd not been sure about settling down. Once she'd got her law degree, got the exams out of the way, things would be different. She'd not wanted Gary living with her, disrupting her studies, trying to get his hands - and his cock - inside her panties while she was working. Once the exams were over, then maybe... There was no rush.

Bob Someone-or-other opened the door and smiled at Juliette. He was fairly good-looking but, knowing Gary's friends, Juliette reckoned that he'd be heavily into football and boozing. Cringing as Gary introduced her as Christine, Juliette shook his hand and followed him into the kitchen. Vodka, gin, whisky, beer and wine by the gallon... This was what she'd been looking forward to. Music thumping away in the lounge as Gary poured her a triple vodka and coke, she took her drink and left him talking football with Bob. Scanning the sea of faces as she peered through the lounge doorway, she took a deep breath and wandered into the room.

'Juliette?' a pretty brown-eyed girl asked, frowning as she made her way through the crowd. 'What have you done to your hair?'

'Er... I'm Christine, Juliette's twin sister,' she replied sheepishly.

'Really?' the girl breathed. 'God. Apart from your hair... You're obviously identical twins.'

'Yes, yes, we are. I came with Gary since Juliette isn't feeling well,' she lied with an ease that worried her. But she was sure that she'd not be able to fool her friend for long.

'I didn't know that Juliette had a sister,' the girl said, a hint of suspicion in her voice.

'I live in Australia. I'm only here for a few weeks, visiting friends and family.'

'Welcome to England.' She smiled. 'I'm Susie, a good friend of Juliette's.'

'Yes, I know. I mean, Gary pointed you out to me.' This wasn't such a good idea, Juliette knew as Susie's boyfriend joined them. But it was only fun, she mused as Susie introduced the good-looking young man as Graham, her intended. Juliette knew him well, and again doubted that she would be able to keep up the charade. He was in his mid-twenties, with dark swept-back hair and a rugged, tanned face. With his good looks and a well-paid job with prospects, he was a worthwhile catch. Susie explained that Christine was Juliette's twin sister, asking Graham what he thought of the uncanny likeness. This was going to be very confusing, Juliette knew as she shook Graham's hand.

'It's incredible.' He grinned as Susie went to the kitchen to refill her glass with gin. 'I've known Juliette for some time. Apart from your hair, you're identical. I've never met identical twins before.'

'There's a first time for everything,' Juliette said, wondering whether to pull the wig off and own up to the scam. 'I've come over from Australia to visit my family,' she added, realizing that she was sinking deeper into the hoax. 'I haven't seen my sister for years. Do you get on well with her?'

'Not as well as I'd like to,' Graham whispered, his dark eyes reflecting guilt as he glanced at the doorway. 'She's a very attractive girl. And so are you.'

'Oh, thank you,' she giggled, beginning to enjoy the game. 'What about Gary? I've only known him for a day or so. What's he like?'

'Gary's OK. But I'd rather talk about you. How long are you here for?'

'I'm not sure. At least a month.'

'So, I have plenty of time to get to know you. Listen, I'm free tomorrow evening. How about going out? I could show you around the town.'

'What about Susie?' Juliette asked, herself glancing at the doorway.

'She'll be working. She's a nurse so... Are you staying with Juliette?'

'Yes, I am. But...'

'I'll pick you up at, say, eight o'clock?'

'What will you say to Susie?'

'Nothing. She doesn't have to know, does she?'

Juliette couldn't believe that Graham was prepared to cheat on the girl he was going to marry. She'd known him for quite a time, and had always thought him to be madly in love with Susie. Would Gary cheat? Graham eyed the deep valley of her cleavage, her ripe nipples pressing through the tight material of her blouse. Would Gary sneak off behind her back to see another girl? As Susie returned with her drink and kissed Graham's cheek, Juliette felt sorry for her. If Graham was prepared to cheat on her now, what would he be like when they were married? Making her excuses, she headed for the kitchen to find Gary.

He was knocking back beer and talking football to Alan, a good friend of his. Juliette knew Alan well, and wondered whether she could fool him. Someone was bound to realize what she was up to, she was sure. An Australian accent would have given credence to her lies, but she didn't think she could do it. Standing next to Gary, she smiled at Alan, waiting to be introduced as Christine, the sister from the other side of the world. Gary did his bit, played the game by telling Alan that Juliette wasn't feeling well so he'd brought her twin sister along.

'Incredible,' Alan said as he frowned, staring hard at Juliette.

'That seems to be everyone's comment,' she giggled. 'It's a shame that Juliette isn't here. We could have stood side by side.'

'If it wasn't for the difference in hair colour, even I'd get confused,' Gary said, winking at Juliette. 'Oh, there's Dave. I'll leave you two to have a chat. I won't be long.'

'It really is incredible,' Alan repeated, shaking his head as Gary wandered off.

'I'm visiting my family,' Juliette said, wondering whether Alan was convinced. 'I live in Australia and haven't seen Juliette for years. What's she like as a person? I'd be interested to know how she's turned out.'

'Haven't you seen her yet?' Alan asked, eyeing her cleavage.

'Yes, but she's ill in bed. I haven't really had a chance to talk to her. Do you get on with her?'

'Yes, I do. Everyone does. She's a little quiet, but a very nice girl.'

'Quiet? I suppose that doesn't surprise me. I was always the rowdy one. The funny thing was that when I'd do something naughty when we were kids, Juliette would get the blame. People were always muddling us up. Tell me about her. I mean, is there anything people don't like about her?'

'Not really. She's just sort of normal, ordinary. I don't think Gary's good enough for her.'

'Oh? Why do you say that?'

'He's OK, don't get me wrong. Anyway, it's none of my business. If you're free some time, how about us having a meal out?'

'Yes, that would be nice,' Juliette replied hesitantly. 'I can't say when because I don't know what's happening yet, what with Juliette ill in bed—'

'I'll give you my phone number,' he interrupted her, taking a card from his pocket. 'There you go. Ring me any time.'

'I will,' she murmured, feeling a little guilty as Gary returned.

'Let's get into some serious drinking,' Gary said and grinned, popping another can of lager for himself and pouring Juliette a quadruple vodka. 'I'm going to mingle, have a chat with a few people.'

'He seems happy enough,' Juliette remarked as Gary again left the room.

'Yes, he does,' Alan mumbled. 'So, tell me about yourself.'

'Well, I'm eighteen, I live in Australia, I'm studying for... I work for an insurance company.'

'Boyfriends?'

'No one special.'

Knocking back her drink as Alan fired one question after another at her, Juliette began to feel slightly drunk. Her head spinning, she decided to get some fresh air and wandered through the back door into the garden. Alan followed, as she knew he would, obviously wanting to get to know her better. From what she knew of Alan, he'd want to get to know her intimately, she thought as they walked to the end of the garden. He was single and very good-looking, with an eye for the girls. With two men already having asked her out, she knew that she was going to have to be careful. The last thing she wanted was trouble.

The early evening summer sun warming her back, she realized how good she felt. After months of studying, hard work and no fun... It was as if she'd left Juliette behind. Posing as Christine, she was able to let herself go, say things that wouldn't return to haunt her. A new identity, a different character... Whatever Christine did, Juliette wouldn't be blamed. Alan would never meet Christine again, so it didn't matter what she said to him. With that notion in mind, she decided to have some fun.

'You're a good-looking man,' she giggled, swaying as the alcohol took effect.

'And you're a very attractive girl,' he replied, pulling her close to him and gazing into her wide eyes. 'Are those stockings you're wearing, or tights?'

'Don't be naughty,' she said softly and grinned.

'I like being naughty. Especially with someone like you.' Slipping a hand up the back of her miniskirt, he clutched one firm globe of her buttocks. 'Do you like being naughty?' he asked, kneading the fleshy orb of her pert bottom.

'Alan, no...' she stammered as his fingers slipped beneath her buttocks and pressed into the warm swell of her vaginal lips.

'You don't like being naughty?' he chuckled, massaging her sex lips through the tight material of her panties. 'They are stockings,' he grinned, groping between her thighs. 'Hold-ups. I like hold-up stockings.'

'Alan, I...'

Slipping his fingers beneath the crotch of her panties, Alan caressed her fleshy pussy lips, exploring the moist valley of her vagina as she closed her eyes and breathed heavily in her soaring arousal. This was wrong, she knew as he slipped a finger into the drenched sheath of her vagina. But the alcohol, the excitement of the scam... It had been Gary's idea, she tried to console herself as her clitoris swelled and her juices of desire flowed. She could hear the party, the chinking of glasses, music and laughter. Gary was in the house, no doubt talking about football and downing beer while his girlfriend was in the garden with a man's finger massaging the inner flesh of her vaginal canal. This was wrong, but... but it was Gary's fault.

'No,' she breathed as Alan slipped his free hand up the front of her miniskirt and tugged her panties down. Her vulval flesh free of the restricting material of her panties, she felt her stomach somersault as he ran his fingertip up and down her wetting vaginal slit. Her clitoris swelling, emerging from beneath its protective hood, she became weak in her arousal as he massaged her pleasure spot. She was going to come, she knew as he pistoned her tightening vagina, expertly massaged the ripening nub of her clitoris.

Her legs turning to jelly, Juliette knew that she couldn't help herself as ripples of sex rolled through her trembling body. This was wrong, she repeatedly reminded herself. Wrong - but beautiful. Her heart racing, she clung to Alan as the birth of her orgasm stirred deep within her rhythmically contracting womb. Her legs parted, her panties stretched between her stockinged thighs, she gasped as her juices of lust trickled from the entrance to her love sheath. Unfamiliar words echoed around her tormented mind. Betrayal, cheating whore, lying little tart... Adultery? She wasn't living with Gary, let alone married to him. But she felt adulterous in her wanton act of infidelity.

'God,' she breathed as her orgasm erupted within the pulsating nodule of her solid clitoris. Her legs sagging, she gasped for breath, letting out whimpers of pleasure as shock waves of pure sexual bliss rolled through her shaking body. Alan discreetly pulled out his erect penis as she clung to him, riding the crest of her shuddering orgasm. Unaware of his veined shaft, his bulbous glans hovering close to the gaping entrance of her drenched vagina, she shuddered in the grip of her orgasm. She felt something slip between the wings of her engorged inner lips as Alan massaged her palpitating clitoris. Thinking that it was his fingers, she moaned softly as the plum of his cock pressed between the dripping lips of her vagina, trying to gain access to her drenched shaft of lust.

'No,' she gasped as his huge cock shaft slipped into her tightening duct. 'Please, Alan...'

'Yes,' he sighed, his solid penis driving deep into her burning sex duct, his swollen knob pressing against the soft firmness of her creamy-wet cervix.

Her inner lips hugging the broad root of his massive organ, Juliette tried to push Alan away as he grabbed her hips and rocked her back and forth like a rag doll. His cock sliding in and out of her tightening pussy, squelching her copious juices of lust, he moaned deeply and closed his eyes as his own ecstasy heightened. Again trying to push him away, to break the illicit union, she dreaded the thought of his sperm pumping deep into her vaginal cavern. Gary would notice, she'd not be able to face him, the evidence of her infidelity would stream down her stockings and...

'You're beautiful,' Alan gasped, his spunk jetting from his throbbing knob, splattering her cervix, lubricating the forbidden coupling. Again and again he thrust his swollen glans deep into her sex duct, draining his swinging balls, filling her with his orgasmic cream as she shuddered in her coming. She could hear voices in the distance, someone calling. Was it Gary? Again, she tried to push Alan away, but he clung to her hips, repeatedly yanking her trembling towards him as he fucked her and filled her love sheath with his spunk. His balls finally drained, he stilled his huge cock-shaft within the tight sheath of her inflamed vagina, his purple knob absorbing the fiery heat of her spasming pussy.

'Please,' she breathed, finally managing to push him away. His cunny-wet cock slipping out of her spermed vagina, she brushed the long black hair of her wig away from her flushed face. 'For God's sake,' she sighed, tugging her panties up as he zipped his trousers.

'Didn't you enjoy it?' he asked, his tanned face beaming with satisfaction.

'Yes, no, I...'

'Ah, here comes Gary,' he said, peering over her shoulder.

'What are you two up to?' Gary asked, standing by Juliette's side.

'Just getting some fresh air,' she said, smiling but nervously aware of the sperm and girl-cum filling the crotch of her tight panties. 'How's the party going?'

'Pretty good. Are you coming in?'

'Yes, yes, in a minute.'

'Lovely garden,' Alan commented. 'Christine was just saying that she misses gardens like this. Living in Australia, I suppose she sees nothing but dust and dirt.'

'Are you all right?' Gary asked, gazing at Juliette's flushed face.

'I'm rather warm,' she replied. 'It's surprising how hot the evening sun is.'

'I would have thought that you'd be used to the heat,' Alan said.

'It's different,' she returned. 'It's humid here. Shall we go back into the house?'

'Back to the kitchen for another beer,' Gary laughed, leading the way.

Consumed by guilt, Juliette followed Gary across the lawn with Alan trailing behind her. It was no good trying to convince herself that she was innocent and Christine guilty, she knew as they reached the back door. She'd had sex in the garden with another man, and there was no way she could ever forget that. Infidelity, adultery, cheating, lying... Deciding not to play the role of Christine again, she followed Gary into the kitchen and downed a very large vodka and coke. Alan hovered for a while, probably hoping to get her alone, to arrange a meeting, to plan another sexual union. But Juliette vowed that he'd never see Christine again. The game was too dangerous.

Pouring another drink, Juliette escaped into the hall and stood by the front door. Her mind riddled with guilt as sperm oozed from the hot sheath of her pussy, soaking into her tight panties, she hung her head. But, mingled with her guilt, she felt a great sense of satisfaction. Although she tried to deny it, she'd experienced one of the best orgasms ever. The danger, the scam, the alcohol, the passion... All had combined to heighten her illicit pleasure. Gary would never discover the awful truth, she reflected. It was her secret - Christine's secret. She'd be able to face Alan as Juliette, and feel no sense of shame. Perhaps the adulterous act hadn't been so terrible after all, she consoled herself as Alan wandered though the hall and joined her.

'You all right?' he asked, flashing her a knowing smile. 'I'm fine,' she replied. 'I might not stay much longer. I want to get back to see how Juliette is.' Again, she was surprised how easily her lies tumbled from her lips.

'Tomorrow,' he began. 'We'll meet, OK?'

'I don't know, Alan. I'll have to see how Juliette is, see what plans she has.'

'You'll at least ring me?'

'Yes, yes, I'll ring you.'

'You're beautiful,' he whispered, stroking her cheek with the back of his hand. 'You're special.'

'You're just saying that,' she said, her stomach somersaulting as she forced a smile.

'No, I mean it. What we did was... It was special to me, Christine.'

'I'd rather you didn't say anything to Gary,' she whispered. 'I know it's nothing to do with him, but...'

'Of course I won't. You really are beautiful, Christine.'

'We'd better mix, join in with the party.'

'All right, but promise that you'll ring me.'

'I... I promise.'

As Alan wandered into the lounge, Juliette sighed. She wanted to meet him, feel the solid shaft of his penis deep within the hugging sheath of her pussy, his sperm bathing her cervix. But... Noticing Gary laughing in the kitchen, a beer in his hand, she shook her head. Did she really love him? She'd never doubted her feelings for him before, but now... now she didn't know what she felt, what she thought, what she wanted.

'Hi,' Susie greeted her, smiling as she staggered along the hall. 'I think I've had too much to drink.'

'So have I,' Juliette said, her head spinning. 'Still, it's only once in a while.'

'Met any decent men yet?' the other girl asked impishly.

'Men?' Juliette frowned as a pang of guilt stabbed her. 'Er... No, no.'

'I've seen one I fancy the pants off,' Susie giggled, knocking back what appeared to be neat gin.

'But you're with—'

'Christine, this is a party,' the girl slurred. 'And I intend to have a good time.'

'Oh, right.'

'You're just like your sister. I was hoping you'd be a little more fun-loving.'

'I am fun-loving,' Juliette said and grinned. 'In fact, I've just had it in the garden.'

'Really? Wow, that is cool. Who was the guy?'

'Now that would be telling.'

'I'll take that back. You're nothing like your sister. I like you, Christine. Juliette's OK, but you're really cool. I remember the time when Juliette and Gary came to my place for drinks. We all got pretty sloshed and... Well, Gary and I mucked about.'

'Mucked about?' Juliette frowned.

'I tossed him off in the kitchen. He'd gone to get a drink and I followed him. Juliette was in the lounge, sitting quietly on the sofa, so I yanked his cock out and wanked him off.'

'That's cool,' Juliette murmured abstractedly, her fists clenched, her heart banging hard against her chest. 'Have you... have you done anything else with Gary?' she asked, thinking the worst.

'No, no. I'd like to have done, but it was just a one off.'

'Oh, right. Well, I'm going to get another drink.' Leaving the girl swaying tipsily by the front door, Juliette made her way to the kitchen to find Gary downing yet another beer. She remembered the evening they'd been to Susie's for drinks, the laughter coming from the kitchen as she'd waited in the lounge. She'd had no idea that her friend was tossing Gary off, bringing out his spunk. Had the white liquid splattered all over the floor? Her anger rising, she stared hard at Gary as he grinned at her. He was a bastard, a two-timing, timing, cheating bastard. But she was no better, she knew. Allowing Alan to fuck her in the garden... But that had been Christine, hadn't it? Juliette was at home, curled up in her bed.

'Having a good time?' Gary asked.

'Yes, I am,' she replied, forcing a smile as she pictured Susie wanking his solid cock. She wanted to tell him that she knew he'd been wanked off by her friend. 'It's a laugh, pretending to be someone else.'

'You fooled Alan, no problem,' he chortled.

'Oh, yes,' she grinned wickedly. 'I fooled Alan all right. And Susie and Graham.'

'I told you it would work,' he whispered. 'I've heard that Mike's coming later. You'll have to try him out.'

'Try him out?' she murmured huskily. 'Yes, I just might do that. I just might try Mike out.'

Wandering into the lounge, Juliette's despondency lifted. Susie had wanked Gary off and brought out his spunk. So what? she mused, eyeing Graham as he stood alone in the comer of the room. Christine could easily wank any man to orgasm, any man she desired. The feel of another man's sperm soaking her tight panties excited her as she joined Graham in the comer. Deciding to play her games, she discreetly released a button of her blouse, revealing a little more of the deep valley of her cleavage, the rounded mounds of her breasts.

'Enjoying the party?' Graham asked, his eyes transfixed on her breasts.

'It's OK,' Juliette replied. 'I suppose I'm used to a little more life than this.'

'What do you mean?'

'Well, people having fun rather than standing around talking. In Australia, we have all night parties. I suppose they're orgies.'

'You go to orgies?' he breathed disbelievingly.

'The guys wear shorts and the girls bikinis so... After a few drinks, the parties usually turn into orgies. It's great.'

'Everyone ends up naked?'

'Naked and screwing,' she giggled. 'There's a party going on somewhere or other most weekends.'

'I wish I lived in Australia,' he chuckled. 'From what you've said, this is a vicar's tea party in comparison.'

'It doesn't have to be that way,' she murmured huskily, immediately wishing she hadn't. 'What... Are you saying that...?'

'I just got laid in the garden,' she grinned.

'In the garden?' he echoed, his eyes wide as he looked around the room. There was no sign of Susie. 'I don't suppose you'd...'

'I'll meet you at the end of the garden in five minutes, OK?'

'Yes. Er, right...' Graham stammered disbelievingly. 'I'll be there.'

Wandering through the crowd, Juliette had a change of mind. She realized that she was trying to retaliate against Gary's infidelity by playing the same game. Two wrongs didn't make a right, she reflected as she walked into the hall. But she was torn. On the one hand, Juliette was innocent and faithful. On the other, Christine was fun-loving and promiscuous. Was this some kind of alter ego? She passed Gary in the kitchen as she went to the garden. He was too busy drinking and talking about football to notice her. Perhaps this was her darker side emerging from the murky depths of her subconscious.

Standing at the end of the garden, she gazed at a blackbird perched on the fence. Freedom, she mused, aware again of the sperm seeping between her sticky vaginal lips. Although she lived alone, she wasn't free. To an extent, Gary ruled her life. She never went anywhere without him and he usually decided where and when they were going. Until that evening, she'd remained faithful to him, not even looking at other men, let alone sleeping with them. Was monogamy natural at her age? Shouldn't she be enjoying a string of relationships, playing the field before settling down?

But she was playing the field, she reflected. At least, Christine was. Wondering whether she could lead two vastly different lives, she sat on the grass and watched the orange sun sinking below the rooftops. 'Juliette and Christine,' she murmured thoughtfully. 'Why not?' Juliette would remain faithful to Gary. She wouldn't change her ways. She'd study, carryon in her quiet and reserved manner. Christine, on the other hand, was a free spirit. She knew no bounds: there were no restrictions, no chains...

'Hi,' Graham called, grinning as he approached.

'Hi,' Juliette said, and smiled. Christine smiled. 'Join me on the grass.'

'It's getting dark,' he said, sitting beside her.

'No one will see us,' she murmured, reclining and spreading her legs. 'Well, what are you waiting for?'

As Graham ran his fingers up her stockinged thighs to the soft swell of her drenched panties, she closed her eyes and breathed deeply. Fighting an inner battle between Juliette and Christine, she tried to convince herself that Christine was nothing to do with her. Whatever the girl did, it wasn't Juliette's business. In her mind, the two girls were not only real, but completely separate from each other. Graham's fingers delved beneath the tight material of her wet panties and she arched her back, parting her legs further. Christine was a tart, a whore. Juliette was at home in bed. Innocent.

As Graham pulled her panties down, she raised her knees, allowing him to slip the garment over her feet. Spreading her legs again, the crack of her spermed vagina gaping, she watched him haul his erect penis out of his trousers and kneel between her thighs. If Susie had wanked Gary off, then Christine would fuck Graham, Juliette thought as the man's swollen knob slipped between the unfurling wings of her inner cunt lips. Christine could fuck whoever she liked. Graham's knob glided along her creamy sex sheath and came to rest against her ripe cervix. She grinned. An eye for an eye. All's fair in love and lust.

'Ah, yes,' she breathed as Graham's shaft twitched and swelled, stretching her. She could feel her vaginal muscles spasming, gripping his erect cock, hugging the root of it. Her clitoris pulsating, her juices of adultery flowing, she raised her hips to meet his thrusts as he began his fucking motions. Two men in one evening, she reflected, her stomach rising and falling as his cock inflated and deflated her juice and sperm-drenched cunt. Two men fucking her while her boyfriend was only yards away at the party? Christine was a whore.

'You're a tight bitch,' Graham breathed, gazing into her blue eyes. 'I've wanted to fuck Juliette ever since I first met her.'

'And now you're fucking her twin sister,' Juliette giggled, her womb rhythmically contracting, her orgasm approaching.

'I'll bet Gary would like to fuck you.'

'I'm sure he would,' she replied pensively. 'But let's not talk about Gary and Juliette.'

Quickening his vaginal pistoning, his heavy balls slapping the pert orbs of her naked buttocks, Graham closed his eyes. Reckoning that he was thinking about Juliette, imagining fucking her, Juliette grinned. The game was exciting, dangerous... Christine would definitely materialize again, Juliette knew as her solid clitoris pulsated against the wet shaft of Graham's thrusting cock. The wig would come out of the wardrobe and Christine would materialize whenever Juliette became bored, whenever she needed sex. As far as Juliette could see there was only one problem. If Graham or Alan told Gary that they'd fucked Christine... But Juliette would deny it. She'd tell Gary that the men were obviously' boasting, lying to boost their egos. Nothing could go wrong, she was sure.

'I can feel your spunk,' Juliette gasped as Graham's veined shaft swelled, his throbbing knob battering her ripe cervix as his sperm pumped deep into her cunt. 'Harder, fuck me harder.' Her crude words added to her pleasure, her rhythmically contracting pussy overflowing on her stockinged thighs. The soft grass cushioning her naked buttocks, her legs spread wide, her body jolted as Graham drained his balls.

Finally done, he collapsed on top of her, gasping, panting in the aftermath of his orgasm. Juliette felt as if she was swimming as the effect of the alcohol increased. Her body shuddering as Graham withdrew his deflating penis, she lay on the ground with sperm trickling from the gaping entrance to her cunt. Sated, breathing deeply, she watched him climb to his feet and pull his zip up. Another conquest, she mused, wondering how many men Christine would seduce.

Graham disappeared into the house as someone called him, leaving Juliette to tug her wet panties up her long legs and compose herself. Adjusting her miniskirt, she wandered slowly towards the house. Her thoughts were again torn between Juliette and Christine. Was this right? she thought apprehensively. She'd been looking forward to the party, but... It was Gary's fault, she decided as she walked around the side of the house to the front garden. He'd be drunk by now, slurring his words and talking football. Walking home, Juliette decided to put the wig in the wardrobe and leave it there. Christine had been fun, but she had to go.
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[image: ]




'WHAT WERE YOU DOING down the garden with Graham?' Gary whined, filling the kettle for coffee. 'Someone said that you were down there for ages.'

'I was talking to him,' Juliette replied, wishing she'd not allowed Gary to spend the night at her flat. 'I wanted some fresh air and—'

'And you were down the garden with Alan, too. What was going on? Were they chatting you up?'

'Yes, as it happens,' she replied, smiling and pulling her dressing gown tighter around her waist. 'I'm not surprised they chatted me up. After all, they thought that I was Christine, a single girl from Australia visiting friends and family. Juliette's sister has nothing to do with you, so they chatted me up, asked me out.'

'You should have stayed with me, not gone wandering off with other men,' he complained.

'I didn't go wandering off with other men, Gary. It was your idea that I should pretend to be Christine. I didn't want to do it, if you remember? Don't try to turn the thing round and make out it was my fault that I was chatted up. Anyway, nothing happened, no harm was done.'

'I don't like it. You were supposed to be at the party with me.'

'What, getting pissed and talking about football all night? I wouldn't have gone if I'd thought that would be how I'd be spending the evening. What did you expect? You take me to a party and tell everyone that I'm Juliette's sister, and then leave me alone. Obviously, men are going to take an interest in a single girl who's alone at a party. Anyway, you'd better get to work.'

'I'm just going. Why did you go home without telling me? I was looking everywhere for you.'

'Because men were after me and it was becoming difficult. Apart from that, you were pissed out of your head and I was tired.'

'There's your coffee,' he murmured irritably, placing the cup on the table. 'I'll see you this evening.'

Sighing as he grabbed his jacket and left the flat, Juliette gazed out of the kitchen window. Feeling guilty, she wondered where her relationship with Gary was going. She'd been loyal, faithful... Now everything had changed, although Gary didn't know it. The party had been fun, she reflected. Posing as Christine had been a laugh, an exciting experience. Again wondering what Gary had expected after introducing her as Juliette's sister, she recalled Alan and Graham slipping their swollen knobs deep inside her tight vagina. No harm was done, she tried to convince herself, picturing their hard cocks, their sperm jetting from their throbbing knobs. It had been fun, that was all. Grabbing the ringing phone, she cringed as she heard Alan's deep voice.

'How did the party go?' she asked, deciding that she'd better be Juliette.

'It was great, I really enjoyed it. Are you feeling any better now?

'My stomach's still playing up, but I'm all right.'

'You missed a brilliant party. Still, there'll be others.

Christine had a good time.'

'Yes, she told me all about it.'

'Did she mention me?'

'She said that she'd met you, that was all.'

'Oh, right. Is she there?'

'No, she's gone out,' Juliette replied, biting her lip.

'Do you know when she'll be back?'

'She's... she's gone to London for the day. I don't suppose she'll be back until this evening.'

'You sound just like Christine,' he said. 'It's uncanny.'

'We are twin sisters, Alan,' she laughed.

'It's amazing. When I met Christine last night, I couldn't believe the likeness.'

'People often mixed us up when we were kids. That's why she dyed her hair, to avoid problems.'

'I'm looking forward to seeing you standing side by side. I'd better get on with some work. I'll ring this evening. Tell Christine, will you?'

'Yes, I will.'

Replacing the receiver, Juliette shook her head. This was going to get out of hand, she knew as she sipped her coffee. Having screwed two men, it was already out of hand, she mused, wandering into the bedroom and gazing at the black wig draped across the dressing table. Pulling the wig over her head, she brushed the tendrils of black hair away from her pretty face and looked in the mirror. It had been fun pretending to be Christine, but... Again she was torn. Two separate lives? Was it possible?

But the game was dangerous. Not only had she had sex with two men, but she'd learned of Gary's infidelity. Recalling Susie saying that she'd wanked Gary off, Juliette felt anger stirring in the pit of her stomach. Susie was supposed to have been a good friend. And as for Gary... What else would she learn while acting the role of Christine? Perhaps some things were best left in the dark. The doorbell ringing, she wandered through the hall. She didn't want any visitors, but thought it best to answer the door. Gary might have come back or...

'Hi, Christine.' Graham grinned as Juliette opened the door.

'Oh, er...' she stammered, realizing that she was wearing the wig. 'You're an early bird.'

'I thought I'd call round for coffee.' He smiled, stepping into the hall. 'Is Juliette home?'

'Er... she's gone down to the shops. I'm about to go out so...'

'In your dressing gown?' he chuckled.

'No, I was about to—'

'The party was great, don't you think?'

'Yes, it was. Graham, I look a mess. I think you'd better go and...'

'A mess? You look wonderful. I'll bet you're naked beneath that dressing gown.'

'This is Juliette's flat, Graham. She'll be back soon and I don't think she'll be too pleased to find you here with me dressed like this.'

'You're probably right. Juliette never was any fun. How about you and me—'

'Graham, I can't see you again,' she interrupted him firmly. She had to put a stop to the game.

'What? Why not? I mean...'

'What we did... I shouldn't have done it. It was a mistake going to the party, let alone...'

'What's happened, Christine? Last night you were all over me. And you said that someone else had taken you into the garden and... What's happened?'

'I'm going back to Australia.'

'When?'

'I'm not staying after all. I have to get back.'

'We were good, Christine. I'm only sorry that...'

'No, I'm sorry. I'd like to stay but I have to get back to Australia. '

'I'll see you around, then. Actually, I probably won't.'

As Graham left the flat, Juliette hung her head and sighed. She'd wanted him, she'd wanted Alan, but... The game was too dangerous, and would inevitably end in tears. To play the role of a nonexistent girl and fool around with people's lives was wrong. But she couldn't deny the freedom she'd found while posing as Christine. Able to say what she liked to people, to behave how she liked... Pulling the wig off, she took a shower and prepared to go out. Christine was like a magnet, attracting her, pulling her. As she was about to leave her flat, she went into the bedroom and grabbed the wig.

'Just one more time,' she breathed, sitting at her dressing table and donning the wig. She didn't know where she was going, who she was going to meet, but she decided to go out as Christine. It was as if she couldn't help herself. Christine was becoming real to her, she was becoming a person in her own right. Juliette realized that Christine was also becoming an obsession. The lies about Australia, coming to England to visit friends and family... She almost believed her tales, her own falsehoods.

Again recalling the party, the men slipping their huge cocks deep into her wet pussy, she felt her clitoris stir. She'd enjoyed the sex, the feel of sperm filling her tight pussy, her clitoris exploding in orgasm. Her guilt faded when she looked upon Juliette and Christine as two different people. They were worlds apart, identical in looks but completely different characters. About to leave her flat, she frowned as the doorbell rang again. Perhaps Gary had come back, she mused, walking through the hall. If he saw her wearing the wig, her miniskirt...

'Oh, Alan,' she breathed in surprise as she opened the door.

'Christine... Juliette said that you'd gone to London.'

'I came back,' she replied hesitantly. 'I got to the station and changed my mind.'

'I'm pleased you did. Actually, I came to see Juliette. May I come in?'

'Yes, yes, of course,' she said, leading Alan into the lounge. 'Juliette's out. She's feeling a lot better now and decided to go out for a walk. Would you like some coffee?'

'No, no,' he murmured, sitting on the sofa. 'I'm pleased that you're here. I was passing and thought I'd cheer Juliette up. I didn't expect to... Christine, last night was amazing.'

'Yes, it was,' she smiled, sitting beside him.

'I thought we might go out this evening. There's a little restaurant I know...'

'Gary will be coming round so...'

'So what?' he frowned.

'Well, er... Juliette has made plans for this evening. I think we're going out.'

'Great. We'll make it a foursome. Juliette and Gary, and you and me.'

'No, no, I can't. Alan, I...'

'What is it? What's the matter?'

'Nothing, I'm fine. If we go out, I'd rather it was just the two of us.'

'Sounds good to me,' he whispered, running his fingers up her inner thigh. 'When's Juliette coming back?'

'Not for a while,' she replied, her clitoris swelling as his fingers slipped beneath her miniskirt. 'Alan, I don't think we should do this.'

'Why not?' he asked, massaging the swell of her tight panties.
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