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Chapter One: Good Reading
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The bus in the city really isn’t so bad.  At least, that’s what I tell my wife whenever I ride it home from work.  Unlike Maggie, I grew up in the city and so I’m used to the strange smells of public transportation.  It honestly doesn’t bother me anymore.  However, she would be much happier if I instead would choose to drive my car to and from work every day.  I do as she wishes on most days of the week, but there’s just something about getting to travel with other people from the city at the end of the day.  It helps me to sort out where I am in the universe and to begin to unwind from the hectic day that I have had. 

“Not here,” an old guy says as he looks up at me with a frown.  I’ve seen him before.  His name is Sam, or so I’ve been told.  He looks to be homeless or at the very least underhoused.  The smell of the thick layers of clothes on his body seem to indicate that he hasn’t had a good bath or washed his clothes in a very long time.

After nodding my assurance to him that I would not sit in the seat beside him, I make my way to the back bench where no one else is sitting.  It’s the crap end of the bus.  That’s what we would call it when I was growing up in the city.  Only perverts and miscreants would seek the rear bench seat on a public bus in the city.

I sit down and try to relax as the bus begins to roll forward once again.  Everyone has their head down while looking at a phone or reading a book.  Very few bother to look out and see those sitting around them.  It’s a shame, really.  No one really wants to get to know their fellow human beings anymore.

“What’s this?” I say under my breath as my hand scrapes against something in the seat beside me.  I look down and see a magazine there, it’s form bent in half in a way that it must have been in the back pocket of a rider who has since deboarded the bus.  Reaching down, I pick up the magazine and lift it to my lap. I then open it up to see what sort of magazine has been left behind.

My eyes widen as I chuckle a little.  Looking up quickly, I make certain that no one is looking at me.  Convinced that I am without a witness nearby, I begin to thumb through the pages of the adult magazine.  My heart races as my eyes scan the naked female bodies on the pages of the illicit rag.  It’s been some time since I last laid eyes upon this sort of publication, but not so long that I don’t recall just what lies within its folded pages.  

“Holy shit,” I whisper as I look over the form of one of the women’s pictures inside.  She’s buxom, her breasts large and round and her ass beautifully shaped like a peach.  Her blonde hair and petite physique is the sort of vision that plenty of young men have concerning the ideal woman.  I know better, though.  My wife is much more attractive than this woman.  Of course, that doesn’t stop me from becoming a bit aroused from what I see of her body on the pages in my lap.

I go on about looking at the magazine for some time, eventually making my way to the back pages.  I’m able to fold it so that no one nearby will be able to see what it is that I’m reading.  There is an interesting article by someone named Kitty Purz concerning adult sexuality.  It’s the topic of it more so than the name of the author that arouses my attention.  

“Do you like to meet new people?  Or, do you like to feel attracted to others you have only just met?  Baby, let me tell you about the wonderful lifestyle of swinging.”  

My eyes glide from word to word as I take in the entire article from beginning to end, the turning of phrase almost orgasmic as Kitty tells me how much fun it can be to be a member of the swingers community.  To me, it’s a daring concept that would never really go beyond that of a fantasy in the privacy of a couple’s bedroom, but I can see her side of the story.  The human need for touch is incredible, and there are times when we all could use a little more stimulation in that way if we can get it.  Maggie and I, though, rarely use fantasy during our intimate times together.

“Interested?  Read below to see how you might become involved in the swinging lifestyle!” 

The way Kitty Purz wraps the article up, it seems as if she’s giving me a personal invitation.  Perhaps I should take her up on it?

“Or not,” I chuckle quietly as I pull out my cell phone.  Swinging really isn’t my thing, after all.  I’m very happy with Maggie and she’s happy with me.  There’s really no reason to go about trying to have sex with other couples.  None whatsoever.  But, there’s always the good laugh that I can have at her expense.

I look below the article where there’s an invitation to a swinger’s party in a couple of weeks.  The location is in the city, which causes me to smile as I continue reading to see what I might do to convince Maggie that I’ve lost my mind.  It doesn’t take much for me to find the very thing that I want.  Masks.

“Entry to the event is completely free, so long as you are wearing one of our signature masquerade masks.  The online address below will take you to our website where you can purchase one at a discount of 20% off!  Don’t delay.  There may not be another event in town until after New Year’s Day.”  

I quickly enter the website address into my phone’s web browser.  Soon, my phone’s screen fills with colorful flowers and a couple walking hand in hand across a large field.  “Nice graphics,” I comment as I smile.  There’s a link nearby for the mask shop, so I make my way there.  The cost of each is almost sixty dollars before the discount, which is certainly pricey.  They are probably using the money to help cover the cost of the party.  

My fingers hesitate at first.  It would still be more than a hundred dollars after the discount when sales tax is added.  I’ve pranked Maggie before, but rarely has it cost me so much.  Is it really worth that much to see the shocked expression on her face?  I smile.  “Yes.  Yes it is.”  I click through and add two of the masks to the cart before pulling out my credit card to enter the information.  In just two short minutes, I’m at the final receipt page where I’m being thanked for my purchase.  A reminder on the receipt says to be sure to wear the masks.  Simply bringing them will not suffice.  It doesn’t matter, though.  All I intend to do is have a bit of fun with my wife.  She hates it when I do things to prank her, and this will be the mother of all pranks so far for me.

“What’s that?” a boy of maybe ten years asks from a seat nearby.  

I fold up the magazine and smile at him.  “Popular Mechanics.”

“Really?”  He grins.  “Can I see it?  My dad gets those and I didn’t know the new one was already out.” 

“Um, no, it’s an old copy.  You’ve probably already seen it.”  My heart thumps hard inside my chest as I put the magazine into my jacket pocket.  “Sorry.” 

He frowns and a woman next to him, likely his mother, shakes her head at him.  He quickly turns back to face the phone in his own hand to play some mindless game as the bus nears my stop.  I sit back and cross my arms so that I can hide the magazine well enough that no one else will question me about it.  The last thing I need is to be identified as one of those perverts at the back of the bus.

The public bus soon comes to a stop where I’m due to get off, and I get up from my seat.  I make my way to the front exit and soon I’m walking along the sidewalk.  It’s another block to the apartment building, which gives me some time to take a picture of the article in the magazine as well as the website link from where I bought the masquerade masks.  When the next available trash can comes up along the sidewalk, I quickly discard the pornographic magazine so that Maggie won’t catch me with it.  I can use the pictures later to show her where I got the idea for the prank that I plan to play on her with the masks later on.  I’m sure the look on her face will be priceless.

“Hey, Shane,” I say to the middle-aged man at the door.  It’s still hard to believe that we have an actual doorman since the apartments aren’t the luxury sort.  We live well enough, though, thanks to my job as a mechanical engineer and my wife’s position at a clinic as a physician’s assistant.  

“How’s it going, Gray?”  He smiles at me, the wrinkles around his eyes and mouth becoming more pronounced as he offers the sentiment.  


“Good.  How about you?”



“Tired,” he says with a brief chuckle.  “Just about to get off work, though.”

“That’s good.  Say hello to your wife for me, okay?”

“Will do.  Do the same with Maggie for me, eh?”  I nod my head and pat him on the shoulder before walking past him through the door he’s holding open for me.  I make my way inside and toward the elevator where I’ll ride up to the fifth floor.  The building is only eighteen floors tall and is full of apartments that are comfortable and modern.  It was what my wife and I expected when we were searching for our current residence.  I’m happy to say that we found the perfect match when it comes to where we live now. 

I sigh as I watch the elevator doors close behind me.  After pressing the correct button for our floor, I look down at my phone and smile.  It will be a week or so before the masks arrive.  That should give me plenty of time to plot behind Maggie’s back how I will carry out the prank.  If everything works out just right, she’ll think that I’ve signed us up for a swingers party.  There’s no doubt in my mind that my sweet wife will completely freak out.
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Chapter Two: Happy Homelife
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“You’re home already?” I say with a smile as I see my dear wife.  I walk over to her after putting my jacket over a chair arm nearby.  

“I was finished with all my appointments, so I took the rest of the afternoon off.  And...”  Maggie looks over toward the dining room where our new glass dining table sits.  “I’ve made dinner.”

“Wow.”  I put my arm around her and we walk toward the table.  It’s already set with a meal of stuffed mushrooms and a few sides.  It’s one of my wife’s specialties when it comes to meals.  

She sits down beside me and we begin to spoon some of the mushrooms onto our plates.  “Wine?”  Maggie reaches for a bottle in the middle of the table.  “It’s not the red stuff that you like, but I thought white wine would go better with the mushrooms.”  

“Of course it does,” I reply with a nod.  “This is so nice, honey.”  I drink a little of the wine after she hands me a glass and then watch her as she does the same.  Though I’m normally the one home first on most days, Maggie sometimes beats me to the apartment.  When she does, she likes to cook for me.  I’m the better cook, and so she occasionally likes to show me that she can cook when she wants to.

“How was your day?” she asks as I take a bite of mushroom and cheese.

I swallow the bite and tell her, “It was good.  We were able to get the big monsters up and running again.”

“The turbines that went down?”  I nod my head.  “And did you have to crawl into them to do that?”  I don’t answer, which is the same thing as admitting that I did so.  “You told me that you would get one of the new guys to do that, Gray.  I don’t like it when you get into those things.  It scares the hell out of me.”

I sigh.  “Look, it’s my job, baby.  I know what I’m doing, too.  The new guys sometimes don’t.”

“But, I’ve seen what happens when machines cause injuries,” she chides.  “I’ve seen what they can do to someone’s arms or legs.  Aren’t you the boss engineer now?”

“One of the senior engineers,” I correct her.  “I’m not the boss, but I’m pretty high up on the food chain.”

“Then act like it.  Send the newbies in there.  Most of them probably aren’t married and it wouldn’t matter if they lose a hand or a foot in one of those turbines.”

“Geez, babe,” I laugh.  “I would hope that none of us would do something like that.  Everything is shut down when I go inside and there’s no chance that it will move.  There’s no water moving around it at all.”

“There could still be an accident,” she presses.  “It’s happened there before.”  Maggie speaks of what happened to a colleague of mine last year when he caught his foot in a small piece of equipment that was being used to change out some of the breakers in the power plant.  Though the man who was injured wasn’t a part of the engineering team but an outside contractor, my wife is still convinced that it was somehow the fault of the management of the plant that he lost a part of his big toe.

“Look, every job has its risks, Maggie.  Even your job has a few risks.”

She raises an eyebrow.  “What risks?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “I don’t know.  Don’t people in the medical field sometimes come into contact with infected needles?  You could get herpes or even HIV from a patient if you get pricked with a used needle.”

“There are safety protocols,” she says immediately.  “That’s a nil risk.”

“And engineers have protocols that they follow in power plants, too,” I reply.  

“It’s still not the same thing,” Maggie says with a frown.  “It’s dangerous there, Grayson.  Very dangerous.”

Reaching over, I take her hand into mine.  “A little, maybe.  But you know what?  I do my job very well, baby.  Just like you, I take pride in my work and I’m very careful whatever I do there.”  Picking up her hand, I raise it to my lips and give it a quick kiss.  “You are the most beautiful woman in the world, Mags.” 

Her face blushes a little.  “You’re blind.”

“I can see just fine,” I laugh.  “I’ve never worn glasses in my life, babe.  I can see you perfectly well.”  I kiss her hand again and then run my other hand along her arm.  “You’re more beautiful now than you were when I first met you eight years ago.  I can’t believe how you look now.  Women get jealous when they see you.”  I pull close to her and kiss Maggie on the lips.  She returns the kiss as we begin to run our hands over each other’s bodies.  I’ve missed her all day and I’ve looked forward to seeing my beautiful wife this evening.  Now that we are home together, it’s my chance to possibly get into her pants for a little fun.  

“Wait,” my wife suddenly says after some light foreplay.  “It’s that time, Gray.”

“What?”  I realize what she means as I see her shake her head and smirk.  “Fuck.”

She giggles.  “If I get back on the pill it would stop, sweetie.  Would you like me to do that?”

I look into her intensely blue eyes.  Maggie wants a baby, but I’ve been just a little apprehensive about the idea in general.  We’ve gotten into a couple of heated discussions concerning adding a little one to our family over the last few months.  Though my wife has been sans-pill for all that time, she still hasn’t conceived.  It’s my hope that she won’t for a while.  We just aren’t ready for the pitter patter of little feet in the apartment. 

“No, don’t do the pill thing again.  I agreed that if it happens naturally we can have a baby.  It’s just that I hate when you get your period.”

She grins.  “We can still do it, though.  A little blood wouldn’t stop us.”

I chuckle.  “Yeah.  We tried that once, remember?  You screamed at me to get off the new sheets with you.  I don’t think I want to do that again.”

Maggie squeezes my hand.  “We can do other things, Gray.  Would you like a nice blow job?”  Her soft lips form into a nice smile as she looks over at me.  Though it’s difficult to turn down such an offer from her, there’s something else that needs to be discussed.

“How are things with your father?” I ask.

My wife grimaces.  “He’s fine.  Both of them are fine.” 

“And are things settling down with them?  I know that your mom was pretty upset with him.”

“I’m fucking upset with him,” Maggie tells me.  “He shouldn’t have done that to her.  The way he did it was...”  Her voice tapers off as she says something that I can’t hear clearly.  My wife is clearly upset and I wonder if I should have brought this up the way that I have.

“I’m sorry,” I reply.  “It sucks, I know.”

“They have been married for thirty-six years,” she says as she withdraws her hands from me and puts them on the table in front of her.  “How could he throw it all away like that?”

Her father, Donnie, started going to gentlemen’s clubs last year during a brief separation between him and her mother, Linda.  Though we all thought that he had put that behind him, he apparently continued to romantically pursue a young dancer from one of the clubs.  The sex must have been great, as Donnie refused to stop seeing her when Linda confronted him about the extramarital escapade.  The whole thing has blown up into a divorce that has become ugly on the best of days with both of them trying to bleed the other one dry financially.  

“People sometimes grow apart,” I tell her.  “It’s really no one’s fault.”

Her blue eyes shoot a look toward me.  “It’s his fault, Gray.  There’s no one else to blame.”

“But, wasn’t it Linda who demanded the separation to begin with?  She was with that guy from her work...”

“She dropped him when they got back together.”  Maggie presses her lips together tightly.  “Why do you always take his side in this?”

I shake my head.  “I’m not taking anyone’s side, Mags.  You know as well as I that they have both been involved with other people for a while.”

She turns to look down at her hands.  “Mom told me how that all really got started.”

“What did she say?”

Maggie closes her eyes before opening them and telling me, “Did you know that they were swingers for a short time about twenty years ago?”

My breath catches as I think about the magazine on the bus and my plans to play a prank on my wife.  At this moment, doing such a thing seems exceptionally ill-advised and I decide that it would be best if I just drop that plan.

“Swingers?”

“Yeah.  For about six months they met other couples in hotel rooms.”  Maggie’s face turns red.  “They were doing it while I was a fucking kid.”  

“Wow.”  I take a quick drink of my wine as I think about what she’s sharing with me.  The thought of Donnie and Linda as swingers surprises me, though I suppose it really shouldn’t.  They are both sexually adventurous, as they’ve proven with their more recent sexual activities.  

“Don’t tell anyone, okay?” she says as she looks into my eyes.  “Not even my sister, alright?  She doesn’t know and Mom doesn’t want her to know.  I guess she feels that she can confide in me better than she can in Stacy.”

I nod my head.  “Well, I guess that makes sense.  You’re practically a doctor, after all.”  I watched Maggie go through the extra coursework and training to gain her physician's assistant license.  It wasn’t an easy path for her, but one that  my wife wanted badly.  Hours upon hours after working long, twelve-hour shifts, she would come home and hit the books.  It took nearly three additional years of college and a year-long internship for her to become licensed to do almost anything a fully-licensed general practitioner of medicine can do.  I’m proud of her.  I just wish that her parents had the sense to keep their private lives to themselves as much as possible.  They didn’t need to tell Maggie what they were up to.  Declaring that they were divorcing for some other reason would have sufficed.

“I’m sick of it, Gray,” she tells me.  

“I know, baby.”  I get up from my chair and offer my hand to her.  Maggie reaches up and takes my hand before standing to her feet as well.  We go to the living room and I turn on the speakers on the fireplace mantle.  After connecting my phone by Bluetooth, I select an album by Macy Gray, one of Maggie’s favorite artists, and press play.  We begin to dance slowly to the song as we pull close to each other.  I kiss her lips and she kisses me back until we are swaying and kissing more than actually dancing.  

After a few minutes, Maggie looks at me and says, “You are the best thing that’s ever happened to me, Grayson.  You know that, don’t you?”

“You’re the best thing that’s ever happened for me, too,” I reply with a smile.  “We make a great couple, don’t we?”

My wife sighs as she puts her head against my chest while swaying with me.  “Promise me that we won’t end up like my parents.”

I kiss the top of her head and reply, “I promise, my love.  We are not them and we will never do the things that they’ve done to each other.  We have a perfect marriage.”  Wrapping my arms tightly around Maggie, I begin to forget about what I read in the magazine on the bus earlier this afternoon.  It really doesn’t matter now.  Pranks aside, I care deeply for her and always will.
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Chapter Three: A Surprise Package
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My phone rings as I am finishing an inspection of a power converter at work.  I step away and look down to see that it’s my wife who is calling.  I answer the phone as I walk into a nearby storage room and close the door behind me so that the sound on the plant floor will be a bit less intrusive. 

“Hello?” I say into the phone.

“Hey, Gray,” Maggie replies.  “I’m sorry to bother you at work like this, but something very strange has happened and I want to ask you about it.”

“Strange?”

“Yeah.  We got a box this afternoon with your name on it by way of a bicycle delivery guy and I’m wondering what it’s for?”

I think for a moment as I try to figure out what it is that a delivery bicyclist would have brought to our apartment.  “I don’t know.  Go ahead and open it up.”

She sighs.  “I did already.  What is this, Gray?”

“Um, I don’t know, baby.  You’re the one who opened it up, remember?”  I chuckle as I shake my head.  

“Two masks were in the box along with a strange note.  It says to be sure to wear them when you get to the party.”

My heart suddenly freezes as I remember the masquerade masks that I had ordered as a part of what I thought would be an awesome prank.  I swallow hard as I think about what her parents are going through and how Maggie believes that their swinging lifestyle years ago might have had something to do with their current problems.  

“The masks,” I say with a shaky voice.  “Yeah, I should have told you about that.  Look, just toss them into the closet.  It was all just a joke, anyway.”

“A joke?”  I can hear shuffling around on her end of the phone call.  “Gray, this doesn’t seem as if it’s a joke.  There’s a website on the little package insert that’s not at all a joke.”  She pauses before asking, “Did you order this after I told you about what Mom and Dad did in the past?”

“Honey,” I begin as my mind struggles to find an appropriate response.  “I ordered those before you said anything to me about that.  Please, just toss them into the box and forget about them.  I’ll throw them away when I get home.”

There’s another brief pause on the phone.  I hate it when Maggie becomes so quiet.  It means that she’s trying to understand what the hell must be wrong with me.  I’m a cad.  A complete and total moron.  Why would I order those masks anyway?  A joke?  A prank?  Even now I find myself having difficulty believing my own motives for purchasing them.  

“Are you not happy with our marriage?” my wife finally asks. 

“What?  No.  That has nothing to do with the m...”

“Tell me the truth, Gray.  Are you tired of me?  I mean, it’s got to be why you’ve bought these things, right?  Something just isn’t what you want it to be.”

I shake my head as I put a hand to my face.  “Baby, no.  Look, you know how I can be when I want to pull a little prank, right?  Well, I found a magazine on the bus and thumbed through it.  There was an article on swinging and it mentioned a party and that it requires masquerade masks to attend.  There was a website address at the end of the article, and so I decided to go there and buy the masks.  My plan at the time was to show them to you and then to bring up the swinging just to see your reaction.  I was never serious about it, I swear.  And it was before you told me about your parents and what they have done in the past.”

My heart races as I hope and pray that Maggie will accept my explanation.  She doesn’t have to, though.  She could continue to believe that I’m some horny hubby who is looking for a little something with another woman through the act of swinging.  It was a vulgar thought in the first place and I can only hope that she can come to the point where she can forgive me for my thoughtlessness.  I love Maggie dearly and would never do something to intentionally upset her.

She sighs before speaking.  “You know, they did this while I was young, Gray.  I didn’t even know that it was happening at the time.  There were lots of nights when I would go stay with my grandparents, the story being that my mom and dad needed some time away.  I guess that’s when they were doing it.  I’ve wondered since Mom told me about all this if that’s what really led to where they are today.  I just don’t know.”

“I’m sorry.”  I don’t know what else to say.  I’ve brought this hurt back up inside my beautiful wife and she has enough to be worried about because of her parents’ ongoing divorce proceedings as it is.  

“It’s not your fault,” Maggie replies softly.  “I know you.  I know that you like to prank me.  Honestly, it would have been a good one,” she chuckles.  Then, she says to me, “I wonder if we should actually go?”

“Where?”

“To the party.  The masquerade one.”  

I swallow hard as my jaw drops a little.  Has my wife suddenly decided that she wants to be a swinger?  Even after what her parents have apparently gone through?

“Baby, do you know what you’re saying?” I reply as I shake my head.  “It’s a swingers party.”

“I know, Gray,” she answers.  “But, we would have masks on, right?  And there’s nothing that says we have to attend nude.  We could just go and see what they do there.  I’ve been thinking about what Mom has told me about it, and it just seems so dirty.  But, the swinging thing has to have something more to it than just the sex, right?  There’s got to be something that draws people to it besides screwing each other.”

“I don’t know,” I reply.  “To me, a guy, it seems that the sex is pretty much the main attraction.  It probably wouldn’t be the best idea for us to go, Mags.  After all that’s happened with your parents, we should probably stay away.”  I never intended for us to go to the party when I bought the masks.  All I wanted to do was convince her that was what I wanted and then after her reaction I would have told her the truth.  It was all supposed to be a prank.  A terrible, poorly thought out prank.

“Let’s just go and see what it is.  I want to know what happens at one of these and if there’s any truth to some of what Mom has told me.”

“Mags, I don’t think we want to see people screwing each other.  It would be too weird.”

“Grayson, it’s not an orgy.”  My wife giggles a bit before adding, “Mom told me that the real sex happens after two couples decide they want to get together.  Then, they go find a place to do it.”

“But you said that it’s a disgusting thing that your parents did.  Why would you want to go to a swingers party while knowing this?”

“Like I said, I want to get the truth for myself.  Besides, we have talked about going to more parties anyway, right?”

“With our friends and coworkers,” I remind her.  “Not to some place across town where strangers get together for sex.  Honey, I think you might not be thinking this through carefully enough.”

Again, there’s an awkward silence before she replies, “We need to do this.  I need to do this.  I want to see what people actually do at these things, Gray.  I don’t want to have sex with anyone, of course.  I just want to know better what it is that has probably caused some of the problems in my parents’ marriage.  That’s all.”  

There is a sort of pleading in her voice that is difficult for me to ignore.  Maggie seems very genuine in her need to see what happens behind closed doors at these parties.  I have to admit, I would also be interested in having a better understanding of such things.  However, my interests are probably a tad more pornographic than my wife’s.

“Okay, then, I guess we should go, huh?  The masks will help to hide our identities.”

“Yes.  And we can just get to know some of the couples there and maybe ask them about the whole swinging thing.  Maybe they can give me a little better understanding of what my parents did all those years ago.  I think it might even help me come to terms with what’s been happening between them more recently.”  I hear another sigh from her end of the line, which I would be willing to bet is a sigh of relief.  Maggie apparently sees this party as her opportunity to put her mind at ease about some of what her parents have been up to over the years.

“We’ll go and then we’ll get the hell out of there once you’re satisfied that you know what you need to know, Mags.  Does that sound okay to you?”

“Yeah, it does,” she agrees.  “Thank you, Gray.  I really appreciate you and your prankish personality.”

I laugh.  “Wow.  That’s got to be the first time that I’ve ever heard you thank me for a prank.”

“And it’s probably the last,” she giggles.  “I love you, sweetie.  I’ll hang up and let you get back to work.  Have a nice afternoon.”

“I love you, too,” I answer before Maggie hangs up her phone.  I put my own phone back into my pocket and walk back out onto the open power plant floor where the turbines are whirring in perfect synchronization.  A coworker, Randy Knox, walks over to me and pats me on the shoulder. 

“Beautiful thing, huh?” 

I smile.  “The turbines?”  He nods his head.  “As beautiful as we could make the old girls
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