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It was close to midnight on Valentine's Day. There was a bouquet of flowers on the coffee table. Six red roses on a bed of blue iris and purple statice. There was a heart-shaped box of truffles next to it. Opened and empty.

In the dim light of the streetlamp shining through the window, Martin Wheeler sat on the couch in his living room, dressed in his finest navy blue three-piece suit. His eyes were bloodshot and the dried trails of tears clung to his cheeks. In his left hand was his phone, in his right, a can of light beer. Empty.

Listlessly, he shook the phone enough for the screen to turn on. Another minute had passed since the last time he checked it. He raised the beer to his lips only to discover it was empty and tossed it on the pile next to the couch.

It was the worst day of Martin's life. Grace and he had planned to spend the evening celebrating Valentine's Day at the famous Bluebell Steak House just outside Austin, followed by a relaxing night at the Palacio. At precisely five o'clock, he had punched out and raced home like a madman, scrambling to change and get ready before Grace arrived already all dolled up.

Except, Grace never showed up. His wife of eight years just simply vanished without a trace. He had waited half an hour before he tried to call her the first time. It went straight to her mailbox. He had called the aquarium but they said she left. At seven, he had called the cops. Fruitless. 

Nobody knew where Grace was. Not the police, not the hospitals, not her friends. He had called her dozens of times and sent almost a hundred messages to no avail. His thoughts were plagued with visions of disaster. 

A car accident. A mugging gone wrong. Someone at the office planted drugs on her and had her arrested for dealing. The possibilities were endless and he imagined them all. Somewhere in the back of his mind, he even considered that she might have left him.

Three minutes after midnight, a car pulled into the driveway. The roar of the motor pulled Martin out of his trance. A sinking feeling entered his stomach. He was sure that it was the cops, coming to tell him they found Grace's body, dead in a ditch. The end of everything.

Martin didn't move. He didn't want to. He didn't have to.

A key was inserted. The door opened. Grace walked in.

With strength he didn't know he still had, Martin shot to his feet. There she stood, beautiful as ever with a broad smile on her face. She wore the turquoise sheath dress that she had bought for the occasion. Her blonde hair hung loosely over her shoulder but he could still see the twists and curls that remained after she left it in a bun for hours.

She tossed her purse aside, rushed up to him, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. A wonderful, deep kiss, full of exuberance and vigor. He was so perplexed, he didn't know what to do. "Oh, Martin, that was such a wonderful idea you had! What an amazing evening," she gushed after their lips parted.

"Where have you been?" Martin blurted out.

"I know I promised to come straight home but I got tied up in traffic. There was an accident on Washington and it really—"

"You were stuck in traffic for six hours?"

"No, just a couple minutes. That's why you beat me home, of course," she babbled. With every passing second, Martin understood less and less. She put a hand on his hip and pushed him back toward the couch. They fell on it together and she hopped up on his lap, leaning into him. "I know what you said, honey, but I just want to pick up right where we left off."

"What did I say?" asked a confused Martin. He felt her warm body press against his and a wave of relief washed over him. She was alive. She was safe. She was home. Whatever she was talking about, it paled in the face of that. His life wasn't over.

"About the roleplay, silly," Grace laughed.

"What roleplay?"

"You're good at this, Marty," Grace grinned and started kissing his neck with such ferocity he was taken aback. 

Martin's body was still numb for the hours of psychological and physical self-torture but under her tutelage, it was slowly starting to respond. Whatever she thought she had done, she was trying to make him forget all about it. It almost worked. Part of him just wanted to squeeze her butt and return the favor.

But he couldn't. He grabbed his wife by the shoulder and pushed her off. She looked at him questioningly with those big, blue moon eyes of hers. "What are you talking about?"

"Fine," Grace sighed. "I'll keep playing your little game."

"What game?" Martin demanded. He was definitely missing out on something.

"Come on. When you pulled up to my office in a stretch limo and asked to escort 'the fair lady' to the restaurant, you really think I didn't recognize my own husband under that mask? I knew it was you from the start," she said.

A cold shiver ran up Martin's spine. Someone had picked up his wife at the office, pretending to be him? "That wasn't me," he said with trepidation.

"I know, Mr. X," she giggled and winked. "It was a mysterious stranger, ready to rescue a bored, lonely housewife from her gilded cage."

"Are you telling me you actually went with this guy?" Martin asked, feeling the anger build up inside of him. 

"Oh yes, 'this guy'," she cooed and pouted. "The one who drove us straight to the Bluebell Steak House where we had a reservation and even ordered my favorite meal for me."

"Who the hell is this guy?" Martin demanded.

"Mr. X, you silly goose," she laughed and went in for another kiss.

Martin pulled away. "How could you not tell that it wasn't me?"

"You had a mask!" she snorted. "It was a good one, I'll give you that. A proper porcelain theater mask with a cloth ribbon, not one of those cheap plastic ones with a rubber band. It made you look really mysterious. Everyone in the restaurant kept shooting glances at you, even the waiter did. It was spectacular, hon. I really did feel like I was in some sort of movie. Everyone in the room wanted to know more but nobody dared to ask."

Martin felt dizzy, even though he was sitting. An impostor had tricked his wife. Lied to her. Taken her to the restaurant. Dined with her. For hours and hours and hours. "You just ate together?" he asked with a sinking feeling, already knowing that it wouldn't have ended there.

"Oh no," laughed Grace. Her entire body rippled on his lap. "I have to say, you were absolutely right about your game being a huge turn on."

"What game?"

"I'm sorry, I mean Mr. X's game," she clarified with a patronizing smile. "I didn't know you had it in you to be that wild and kinky, Marty. I'm so glad you opened up to me."

"What game?" Martin asked a second time, hating the note of desperation in his voice.

"Oh God, I got tingles in my spine when you told me about it. How you always fantasized about me spending a night with another man." As she spoke, she shifted around, raising herself slightly. She pushed her turquoise dress up with one hand, exposing a good section of her smooth thighs. She left one foot up over his leg and set the other on the ground.

The rest of the dress' bottom rode up, exposing her most private area. Despite everything else, Martin looked at the bare skin with hunger. She had completely shaved for Valentine's Day, something she only did for special occasions. She dragged a finger around her labia and let out a little sigh. Between her peach folds, Martin saw a glob of something white dribble out.

"I'm still so wired from everything," Grace murmured, playing with herself. "Back at the restaurant when you told me that you wanted me to pretend you weren't my husband, I thought it was amusing, but my God, when you took me to the Palacio, you were like a different man."

"What?" gasped Martin, frozen with disbelief.

"You had your hands all over me the moment we were inside our room," she said. Her eyes had taken on a distant look and she worked two fingers inside of her sopping wet pussy. They came out covered in her juices and thick, white globs. "You tore off my panties so hard they snapped and threw me on the bed. You said that tonight, you wanted to treat me like just another piece of meat. A common whore who needed a good fucking so she'd stop yammering all the time."

"I'd never say that!" Martin protested.

"I know, honey, but I felt how much you've been keeping that inside of you. How it built up over the years. But today you finally got to do everything you ever wanted. I felt it the moment you shoved inside me. Oh, it was so powerful, I remember every thrust as clearly as I remember our wedding night."

Martin sat there, slack-jawed, unable to believe the words coming out of her mouth. He didn't have to, the evidence was written plainly all over her fingers. She burrowed her face into his chest as she worked her fingers faster and faster. 

Her moans grew more and more intense, accompanied by the wet schlicking noise of her fingering herself. She writhed and nuzzled his neck, literally licking across his Adam's apple. Then she came and her entire body quivered and grew still.

"It wasn't me," Martin croaked. His voice cracked in the middle of the sentence. His hands were clammy and his chest felt constricted as if an anvil laid on top of it. "It wasn't me," he repeated after clearing his throat.

"I know, honey, I know. It was Mr. X," she teased him. "Martin Wheeler wouldn't do any of those things, only the dastardly Mr. X would. But that's what I wanted to tell you early, it's okay. You don't have to pretend to be some other guy anymore just to get what you really want. I actually really enjoyed tonight, even the hard stuff. The way you shoved me so tight against the wall and just slammed into me, calling me all those incredibly filthy things... wow, just wow. It was definitely one of the most intense orgasms of my life."

Martin gulped. Tears welled up in his eyes. "That wasn't me!"

She turned to him and her eyes widened in surprise, seeing the look of distress on his face. She narrowed her eyebrows. "Can you please drop the act? You're way too good at this. I know you said that when I got home, you wanted to pretend like you're the cheated on husband who had no idea what happened but you're taking it way too far. I just told you, it's okay. I like the other side of you, too."

"No, Grace, please. I came home after work and waited for you. I've been here the entire evening," he said and gestured at the pile of beer cans, the flowers, and the empty box of chocolates.

Grace looked around and the concern on her face only deepened. It was the beer cans that gave her the longest pause as if it was simply inconceivable that her husband would waste good beer on a prank. "No! What are you saying?"

"It wasn't me," he repeated once more, feeling like it was the only thing he had said in years. He didn't have the strength to do anything else.

Grace shot to her feet. She took a deep breath, her ample chest rising and falling, stretching the fabric of her dress tight. The bottom still hiked up over her thighs. There was a wet smear going down her thigh. "You can't be serious."

"Why haven't you been answering your phone?"

"Because you—Mr. X—whoever said you wanted a phone free evening. That was the first thing you—he said. We turned off our phones as we got in the car. I thought it was such a good idea, no distractions. It's still off."

"Check it," Martin grunted.

Hesitant, Grace walked to the front door where her purse still laid on the floor, carelessly tossed aside. She bent over and Martin was treated to glimpse of the peach between her legs. The rippling folds of her sex, glistening with wetness.

It used to be the most wonderful place imaginable. His own perfect paradise. Now it seemed little more than just a hole men used for their gratification.

Without knowing exactly why, Martin stood up. His legs were unsteady and the floor seemed to shake underneath his steps. The harsh light of Grace's screen illuminated her concerned face. She unlocked it and the phone set off a cacophony of buzzing and noises.

"No... no, no, no," Grace muttered, each no getting more desperate as she scrolled through the dozens of messages. "I'm so sorry," she blurted out. The words just tumbled out of her mouth. "I didn't know. I didn't know!"

"How could you not know?" he barked.

The question hit her like a blow. Her footing wavered and she braced herself on the wall. She looked around, struggling to find something to say. "Are you saying I actually cheated on... oh no, please, Martin. Please tell me it's not true. If this is some sort of joke, please, please tell me it's not true."

"It wasn't me," he said weakly and felt the strength draining out of him.

When Grace had walked in that door, Martin had felt so relieved that nothing had happened. All the fears and anxieties he had just evaporated and he was glad to see her. Now it felt like a cruel trick. All of his fears had been understatements. It was worse than anything he could have imagined.

His wife had slept with another man. Strange hands all over her body. The intimacy only shared between the two of them was shattered into a million pieces. 

Grace snuffled and looked up. Her gaze landed on the spot between his legs. "If it wasn't you, then why are you hard?" she asked.

"What?" Martin asked, blindsided. He looked down and saw the plainly visible tent in his navy blue dress pants. Why did he have an erection?

"I felt it poking me when I told you the story. It just kept getting harder, I thought you were as turned on as I was."

"I'm not!" he defended himself. Now that he was aware of it, he felt the ache of it straining against its confines. It was painful. 

Grace attempted to push down the dress to cover herself. Martin watched his wife's vagina, still oozing with a mix of another man's seed and her own excitement. Another man had come inside of her. Unprotected. And she had let him.

He felt the stab of betrayal deep in his gut. It hurt like a hot knife. There was something else, too. A deep, dark desire.

"Can we have sex?" he asked and immediately regretted it. Not because of the look of incredulous surprise on her face but because he felt like a coward. He had to beg his wife for what another man just took.

"I don't know," she muttered.

A burst of energy filled him. "I'm gonna fuck you," he declared and unbuckled his belt. He shoved down his pants and boxers in one motion, his erect cock jutted out like a declaration of war.

Grace's eyes widened in surprise. "Ok," she squeaked.

Martin seized her by the waist and pulled her close. He reached around, grabbed her thigh, and spread her open. His fingers landed right in the wet trail on her leg. He put his other hand on the small of her back and pushed her up against the wall.

The moment he slid inside of her, he felt how wet she was. He felt the slimy seed of another man's cum envelop his shaft. It was humiliating to get sloppy seconds on his own wife of all people but that only made his cock ache harder. "Did you enjoy it?" he barked.

"Yes," Grace grunted, bracing herself on the sofa.

Martin grabbed her by the butt and shoved in as hard as he could, putting in all of his feelings of disgust, love, and depraved longing. The powerful thrust rocked her entire body. "How many times?"

"I... oh, lost... count... oh, oh... after six," she panted.

Six times. She had come more than six times while fucking a complete stranger. Bile rose in his throat. Not that long ago, another cock had been inside of her. He could almost see it in his head. A tall, fit man with abs standing behind Grace, humping her like a dog in heat. He almost felt the other man's large member forcing its way between her lips.

"You're. A. Cheating. Whore," he spat.

"Yes... I am... oh God... yes, yes," she moaned.

He couldn't believe it. He couldn't believe she was getting turned on. He wanted to plunge into her so deep that she forgot all about the other guy but he knew it was too late. He had lost without even knowing there was a war.

"Are you... gonna... cheat again?"

"It felt... so good... Marty... so, so goooohhhhhhhhhhhh," she screamed in the throes of another climax.

It was too much for him. Feeling her squeeze his cock while thinking about another man. A blinding hot spike of bliss annihilated his consciousness. His cock pumped its seed into her. His balls were milked dry. 

They collapsed together on the hardwood floor and she fell into his arms. He couldn't tell if she was crying, laughing, or both. Their breaths were heavy. He glanced down at his prick and wondered how much of it was his own cum, how much his wife's, and how much a stranger's.

"I'm so sorry, I didn't know," she muttered after a minute of silence.

"I know," he replied listlessly.

"What happens now?" she asked with a quavering voice.

"I don't know," he sighed.

It was a lie, though. Martin's brain was filled with visions of Grace. Naked. Surrounded by a group of horny men. He watched them take her one by one, spearing her on their enormous cocks, pumping their fertile seed into her.

His heart was racing, his cock was tingling. He was confused. The thought of other men ravishing his wife should have repulsed him. It wasn't right. It wasn't normal. But he couldn't stop thinking what it would be like to be there when she did it. To hear her screams and moans.

"I love you," Martin said and kissed her on top of her head.

"I love you, too," she replied. "And I'm sorry."

"It's okay," Martin whispered. "We'll find a way to make this work."
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