Picture This
by allen baker
Just picture this.  Bring to mind the guy in the hottest wet dream you(ve ever experienced.  Look him over closely and slowly revise him to perfection.  Stare at the blank wall in front of you and see him there.  The hair length.  The eye color.  The shape of his nose and the pucker of his lips.  Facial hair or stubble?  The roll of the shoulders and the thickness of the chest.  The mounds with those nipples. A thick pelt? Pierced?  How about the biceps?  Powerfully athletic and muscular?  The waist.  Slim and angular?  Boyishly  pudgy?  The navel with its wisps of hair.  The thighs robust and rugged?  The calves well defined and chiseled?  And then the crotch.  Size and shape or the penis.  Cut or flanged with skin?  The length of the scrotal hang and the size of its contents.  The surrounding thatch.  Can you see it all?  Is it perfect for you?  Does it make you ache with lust? Quiver with need?  Throb with desire?

Hold that image against that wall.  Envision it there.  Now slowly, slowly so as not to distort, cross your eyes ever so slightly.  Let the image blur.  Cross more and let the portrait double and split.  See them both?  Two identical men?  Two wet dreams?  Two men to double your sleeping pleasure.  Twins.

Now you know how I felt when I met Drew and Tony.  Andrew and Anthony really, but they were never called that.  And like the image you just created, they were identical.  And they were my ideal of a wet dream, but real.  I found them.  Experienced them.  They moved on.  I(m left with the dream.

We met at an adult book store.  I saw one of them ( who knows which ( go into a booth.  I stood waiting for the one beside him to become vacant, when a door near me opened and he walked out.  I did a double take and doubted my sanity.  I was certain I hadn(t looked away.  Had I fallen asleep on my feet while he made the switch?  He had just walked past me toward the change machine when the far door opened, and he came out.  I did one of those quick double-head jerks and did indeed see two of them!  My normal day had just become extraordinary.  Twins!  My dick pounded in my pants, and I knew that I(d never rest until I had the two of them in my bed.

I(m kind of a backward shy guy, so I waited until the second one joined his brother at the coin machine, and I walked over to them.  Reticent as I am, I decided to be subtle in my approach.  (You two are amazingly hot.  I don(t live far from here, and I(d give anything to have one of you down my throat while the other pounds my ass.  What d(ya say?(
The looked momentarily surprised, the broke into big grins.  They looked at each other and nodded.  And off we went.

As soon as the apartment door closed, apparel started flying.  All three of us grabbed at each others clothes and began unbuttoning, unzipping, tugging, and pulling.  I don(t think any of us touched an article of our own threads.  And at the same time hands caressed, tongues tasted, eyes devoured, and skin touched.  We collapsed in a bundle in front of the sofa.  A writhing tangle of legs and arms.

I was in heaven.  In the jumble, I couldn(t tell where one left off and the other began.  I was so hot that I had to keep reigning back my desire to keep from shooting prematurely.  I didn(t want things to end any time soon.  In the meantime, Drew (or was it Tony?) found my crotch with his mouth.  And I located a nozzle to suckle.  All three had cocks in our mouths, but weren(t sure whose.  Didn(t matter one bit.  We tussled and recoupled into variations on the ageless theme until we were all coated with sweat and cum.  We(d sucked and plugged throats.  We(d licked and plowed assholes.  We(d finger fucked and bit down on tits.  We cried out in excitement and torment.  And were happy.

We crumbled into a heap with heaving chests and slit-lidded eyes.  Dazed and smiling, I looked around an elbow, through a crotch, and into the mirror.  There we were. Men basking in the afterglow of debauchery.  Men limp with satiated muscles.  Men in recovery.  Two out of three identical in their genes, even out of their jeans.  Twins, a fantasy come true.  Exact duplicates who had bookended me.  Marvelous.  I stared and stared, memorizing the sight.  Knowing that long into the future, I(d be able to close my eyes and picture this.

