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Katie was bashful and timid. I keep telling my wife she has to speak up, take what’s hers, and be more determined and clear about what she wants.
“But I don’t know what I want!” she protested, snuggling her face into my arm. I rested my hand on her lap on our way up to our favorite winter cabin getaway.
“Yes you do, but you just don’t admit it to yourself.” Everybody’s got desires, right?
“I don’t know,” she shook her head thoughtfully. “Maybe,” she trailed off, staring out the window at the majestic snow-blanketed vertical landscape rising up around us as we climbed the pass. A tiny grin curled the corners of her mouth.
Dylan was one of the young, new guys on my construction crew — he was maybe 22 years old. When Katie and I were pulling our bags out of my car, Dylan’s classic rusted white Chevy C10 pick-up came squeaking and groaning past on the quiet snow-covered road.
He stopped and rolled down his window. “Hey Gary!” he waved and smiled broadly.
“Oh hey, Dylan, I had no idea you came up here too,” I said coming over to his window.
“Up with friends, get some cross-country skiing in!”
“That’s great,” I said. “We got to have you over, you here all weekend?”
He was. Katie came out and wrapped her hands around my arm. “You never introduce me to your guys,” she said.
So I did. And then I got an idea. It was the way she lingered with her big brown eyes gazing at Dylan’s eyes, and the way he lit up too, grinning back at her. She was younger than me — 27 to my 34 — and Dylan was younger yet at 22.
When she turned and went back in, Dylan watched her back end. “Wife is hot,” he intoned privately. We got along like that — I didn’t mind he was eyeing up his bosses wife. I was flattered actually. I took it as a point of pride.
“Why don’t you come over tomorrow, we’ll bar b que outside for lunch.” We had a nice little deck with heaters. My mouth was making plans before my brain even knew about them. I’d already concocted a reason to suddenly have to go, after he arrived. My thinking was, I wanted Katie to enjoy having desires. I could tell she liked Dylan right away. Why not let her be alone with him in private for an afternoon? Then I could tease her about flirting with him and experiencing a bit of lust and sinful ideas.
“Sounds pretty good actually,” Dylan said. I had no problem encouraging him to take advantage of getting close to Katie.
“Just you alone, though,” I made sure he understood. “Don’t want to feed the whole army.”
“You got it.” He dropped the stick shift and his old beater truck rumbled and shuddered and rolled on up the road in its squeaking and groaning way.
I told Katie about the plan — or at least the part of it that got Dylan over.
“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” she asked. She seemed worried about something.
“What could be wrong with it?”
“I don’t know, just, do you think he wants to? Just him?”
“He jumped at the chance. I think he has the hots for you.”
“Stop it!” she turned away and reddened in the face.
“Hard-built young construction guy like that. I saw him looking at you.”
“Stop it!” she grinned and she pushed her face into my shirt. But she lifted it back a moment later. “Do you think?”
She was experiencing it, finally! “I could tell the way he looked at you.”
“How did he look at me, I didn’t see.”
I actually liked that she lied a bit there. She saw perfectly well. She just wanted me to describe it for her to relive it. “He couldn’t take his eyes off you,” I said. “And that grin? He was thinking lascivious things.”
“Get out,” she shook her head and rolled her eyes. But her cheeks stayed flushed.
Before he arrived, she spent an inordinate amount of time getting ready. She took particular care with her makeup and kept trying different outfits — all for just a guy on my crew coming over for lunch. She finally settled on tan tights, a large oversized black and white turtle neck sweater, and a cute red tam hat. It was her lipstick and eyes though that really sparkled: bright red lips and copper shaded eyes. She looked extremely hot.
When we heard his knock on the door, it was Katie who ran ahead of me to get it. That was unexpected. I thought she’d be hanging back behind me like usual. She wanted to show him everything in our little cabin. She showed him the back patio and the heaters and the mountain view. When she came in to get him and herself a drink, it was already like I wasn’t there. It was sort of what I wanted to happen, only it was happening faster and with much less of my cajoling than I thought it would take.
I cooked up a good lunch and we ate and talked and laughed. Katie was interested in where he grew up, if he had siblings, where he saw his future — she wouldn’t leave him alone for a minute. My plan was to fake getting a phone call and needing to go off — I was a volunteer firefighter in the area and always registered on weekends when I was up. I had a whole bunch of lines in mind for Katie when she protested and questioned and got worried and reticent. But she didn’t delay me a moment. All she said was, “don’t forget to text me when you’re coming back.” Then she added, “So I don’t worry.”
“Don’t forget to get a ride in Dylan’s truck,” I finger-shot her.
“You like old trucks?” Dylan grinned at her.
“I don’t know why,” she smiled and cast her face down. “Something about an old pickup truck, I don’t know, they just do something for me.”
I thought it was odd that she was able to tell Dylan about the strange truck fetish she had. She only was able to tell me under the greatest of embarrassment, squirming and squealing before she came out with it. But old pickup trucks somehow trigger her sexually. We roamed around neighborhoods one day looking for them, and it seemed Chevy C10s from the early 70s were particularly strong for her. In bed that night she admitted to me, after burying her face in my shoulder and curling up in a ball redder than a beet, that screwing in the back of said truck was in fact a strong secret fantasy of hers. I’d been looking for one ever since — before one rolled onto my job site.
I’d been eyeing Dylan and his truck since he first showed up at the work site wondering if I should try to deliver her fantasy to her door. Of course, not really — just the truck, the young construction guy (another thing she admitted to), to get her juices flowing, and then maybe she’d be open to talking more about things she desires, beginning sexually, I thought, before she found her way to admitting to everything else she wanted in life generally. I wanted her to become more demanding and assertive at work, socially, at home, in life. I began with the sexual thing thinking that would be where, like so much else, everything could start.
“I’d love to show you my truck! She’s my pride and joy.”
“You could take me for a spin?”
I looked sideways at her. She was already half way there.
“No problem!” Dylan said, of course. He looked at me where I was retreating through the door.
I shrugged. “No problem with me.”
“You sure?” he checked again.
“Seriously, if Katie wants it, Katie gets it, far as I’m concerned.”
He looked quizzically at me and Katie looked down with embarrassment.
“Anything?” he checked a third and final time.
Katie also looked at me questioningly.
“Anything,” I assured them both. Katie bit her lip and I caught her grin at Dylan, who grinned right back at her.
I backed out of the driveway past Dylan’s old truck and drove away unsure what I had agreed to. In my mind it was a ride in his truck, and for Katie, a chance to get all worked up by the truck and the worker guy, and then maybe she’d have enjoyed the experience of getting something she likes. That was all it was supposed to be. To imagine anything further — to imagine as I had begun to imagine following the curving roads out of the little cul de sac after that weird triple-checking with me, “Anything?”, “You sure?”, and the rest of it and with Katie too the way she looking — was impossible. Katie wouldn’t do anything even if I served it up to her with lights and whistles. And surely Dylan wouldn’t either, me being his boss.
I had a plan to circle around, park elsewhere and sneak back in to peek on them through the fence. I wanted to see if Katie could let herself go a little in privacy without me around. But I had to run back to my car. They were already getting up and going out front to his truck for that little “spin” she mentioned.
It’s not a busy neighborhood out there and I had to hang back so he wouldn’t notice me following them in his truck. But at the same time, I didn’t have to keep them in sight — there’s really only one road snaking through the forest and rocks. I might have been hanging back a good distance, but there was no mistaking where Katie was sitting — in the middle, up close to Dylan as he drove. That too gave me ambivalent feelings. I liked Katie taking charge, doing something she wanted to do without regard for what others might think, me included. At the same time, that was the kind of guy she recently admitted to me, with great distress, that she fantasized about, and she was riding in the kind of vehicle she already told me gives her the good kind of willies.
They got to the turn off I knew led to a majestic look-out at a private cul de sac not many people knew about, besides me and Katie. She must have been directing him. I knew a little turn-around half way where I could hide my car behind the road-side bushes and walk the rest of the way through the thin and big-trunked forest to the clearing where I calculated they’d be parking for a chance to look across into the vast valley and the opposite dramatic mountain ridge.
I was right, they’d stopped there, but I was wrong about finding them sitting there looking at the view. I darted from trunk to trunk getting closer and closer trying to make out what I was seeing. The sight was so unexpected it was as though my mind refused to perceive it. The reason it looked like one person in the front seat was because they were necking.
I backed myself against a tree and scowled out into the snowy forest landscape around me and tried to steady my nerves and stop my mind spinning. Surely not, I had to think. I peered around the bark again and bugged my eyes out trying to focus them. But what I’d seen the first time stood out. My wife was necking with a guy in my crew in the front seat of his old pickup truck. It was so complete a surprise that I didn’t have anything left in me to be angry or to rage or to feel betrayed about — all the things a man is supposed to feel when he catches his wife like that.
In truth, also, a part of me was cheering. She liked Dylan from the first moment she saw him and she loved his old truck. So what if she wanted to make out with a young construction guy in an old truck? Didn’t I want her to know herself better, to identify and label what she wanted, and to assert herself and take them? The fact she was able to do that, to even “cheat” on me behind my back, to find a way to take those things usually not allowed, was actually a good thing, I thought. I wanted her to be more self-centered. And it wasn’t really cheating, not if both she and Dylan asked me three times what I realized now they had actually been asking me. Did I not say anything goes? I just didn’t expect kissing to be part of that.
As I watched, thrilling to the scene of my wife taking what she wanted, I began to suspect there was a lot more I was in for in the unexpected department.
I was close enough to see them laughing and kissing and talking through the back window of his cab. I climbed to a small rise where I could more easily see down inside. She remained sitting beside him and he’d started touching her leg. Normally she’d be appalled and indignant, but not this time. She didn’t stop him touching her there, even when his hand slowly, but inexorably, travelled up, even under the edge of her long bulky sweater. She wasn’t dissuading him at all, in fact. The more he touched her, it seemed, the slightly wider her legs parted and slightly further back her head fell as they kept kissing.
Because it was just us three out there in the middle of the mountain ridge, and because I brought Dylan to her and controlled Dylan in the sense that I could just as easily take him out of the picture entirely, made it feel less like my wife was cheating on me and more like I was a puppeteer fully in control of a taboo idea. I began to warm to the thrill of myself exploring things normally unmentioned and not openly sought. I had in me for a long time, I had to admit to myself, peering through the trees, a tiny little urge of the cuckold in me. I’d always wondered what it was like to see your wife with another man. The idea had not alarmed me, it had in fact always secretly excited me. I never told my wife, and I hardly even told myself. But I knew it, watching her kiss Dylan like that: I liked it, I had to admit it, as long as I controlled it. Did it matter to me that my wife thought she was cheating on me? Not really — because I knew she wasn’t. I had already let things progress that far, after already telling them to do anything they wanted, leaving the alone, even agreeing to text her before heading back so she could make sure she wasn’t caught. I had been bugging her to do things she wanted to do without regard for what others think, including me. So now that she was doing exactly that, I hardly had grounds to oppose it.
I ducked and stopped my breathing when both their doors opened. But it was a false alarm — they shut them again. But no — the sliding window in the back of the cab opened and I watched Dylan struggle through head first, laughing squirming. Then I saw my young wife follow him out the window into the back box of the pickup. They saw the snow outside their doors and realized they couldn’t walk around outside to climb in the back. I began to suspect I was in for more than just seeing my wife kiss.
I had a good view of the box of his C10. He had blankets he pulled through from the cab. I grinned, actually. She didn’t spell it out, but my wife’s “thing” with pick-ups was probably something to do with making out in the back box. Isn’t that everybody’s fantasy?
It was a perfect day — the sun beat down from a crystal clear sharp blue sky and the temperature soared. We were still high enough up that nothing was wet or melting, but it was warm enough to not need coats. I saw my wife grin like a cat that ate the canary. I was wary, but I was happy for her. She was getting her fantasy — making out in the back of a truck. I was only a little concerned.
That concern however began to spike upward when, while they laid down kissing again, Dylan’s hand crept up further under her sweater and I could see him wrap it around her ass. I’d have thought Katie would have stopped him there. She did, in fact, push his hand away, but it was only, it turned out, to lift her hips and hook her thumbs in the waist of her tights and, squealing loud enough for me to hear, peel them down off her ass and over her legs and off. She tossed them through the window into the cab. Though she pulled her sweater down again, as soon as she laid back beside Dylan to neck some more, his hand went under her sweater and pushed it up. Now he was rubbing my wife’s ass on her black hipster panties. I was amazed, but I was also intrigued. It looked good, even if that was my wife being pawed by my worker.
It was weird to see her exposed like that outside when her sweater rode up to around her waist, revealing her nearly naked bottom half to the elements. It was also so stunning that I didn’t have the emotions for it. Angry wasn’t it. I kept trying to find the anger and it wasn’t there. Shock was, certainly surprise and also awe. But so was glee. I was happy for her. It was the most unexpected thing a husband could possibly feel when catching his wife playing around with another man. There aren’t words for what I felt.
Things took a turn for the darker though when Katie began tugging and fiddling with Dylan’s belt. I squinted but I was able to see clearly enough. She wanted his pants off too. This was the part where I could have and maybe should have texted her, or maybe even come down out of the forest and slapped the side of the truck. I could have made my way back to my car and drove up behind them pretending to just come across them, on the excuse of looking out over the valley for any columns of smoke. But I did none of those things and instead stood rooted to the spot hugging the tree and watching my wife undo the younger man’s pants, watching her peel them down his legs, and watching her fondle and caress the bulge beneath his shorts.
I was short of breath and my heart felt like it was going to pound out through my chest. I was appalled at myself for doing nothing about it, but I was also deliriously high watching my wife get off sexually. I tried to tell myself again that it was good, I was happy for her expressing her desires, but the fact was, it was all me. I was getting off on watching my wife become sexually active with another man. Spying on them without their knowledge only added to it — there was nothing in my mind about the aggrieved husband catching his wife fooling around with his worker. There was only the voyeuristic thrill of catching a wife cheating, and thrilling to it. I could feel her excitement in my own blood.
She laughed and squealed and I could even hear her moan she was so loud. Dylan’s hand snuck inside her panties. When he tugged her sweater up, she quickly looked around, determined the place was utterly safe (she knew it would be) and she sat up to pull her bulky sweater up and over her head. I was breathing hard and felt like I was going to pass out. She didn’t stop there. She reached behind herself and quickly unclasped her black bra, tossing all of it though the window of the cab. I couldn’t believe I was going to see possibly the whole thing.
They both laughed like two lovers without any care, rather than a wife and a worker committing sins in the open of a bright afternoon. She tugged at his shirt and he shed it quicker than she shed her sweater. She reached around him and, kissing him softly, she eased his shorts off. She stood up and let him watch her from behind as she bent over slowly and carefully to pull her panties down her ass and off her legs. She laid down again below the high sides of the box of his pick up on the luxury of blankets that he had spread out and, both of them completely naked in the warming winter sun, they embraced again, this time with their legs twisting around each other’s serpentine-like and their arms and hands wrapping around each others’ bodies. I was too amazed at my wife and the utterly other person she had become to have any other thoughts in my mind besides that I was the luckiest guy alive to live through her passion so deeply.
Dylan pushed her on to her back and though she offered token resistance, throwing her head side to side, covering her pussy with her hands and closing her drawn-up knees together to deny him, sort of, he pressed her and she opened like a clam. He kissed my wife’s bare chest, her small breasts, her tight and toned stomach, and when he went down further on her, I could hear her squeal, but she didn’t stop him anymore. He kissed the inside of her thighs and she opened further. When he went toward the apex of her body, I saw my wife push her long elegant fingers into his tight short thatch of black hair, twist her fingers in it, and shove him down so his mouth mashed into her pussy.
I actually thought she was going to pull him away. But no. I decided at that moment it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life.
Katie was always reserved in bed. She was reticent about me going down on her even though I knew she loved it. She would never ask for it. She certainly would never grab my head by the hair and shove me down. Normally she liked to be covered over her face and to make as little noise as possible in a completely darkened bedroom.
This time, she was naked to the blue sky above. She was crying out loud. And she was writhing and thrusting at him as he worked on her. She was experiencing something I didn’t know if she even had before and I could feel a tug of pride in me for the role I played in making it come about for her. Of course I didn’t have to feel threatened by the kid doing my wife. If there was any issues I was unhappy about, I need only have fired him. We lived in a small place. It would be nothing for me to put word around that nobody hire him back and he’d be gone from that entire corner of our state. Besides, Katie loved the lifestyle we afforded together.
It was when she began to grasp and reach at him that I began to wonder just how far this thing was going to go. How much was I going to be able to abide? How far would a husband of my liberal outlook and laissez faire attitude let his wife go? To me, it was all in the appearances. If no one knew about it, I hardly sensed a limit at all, the more she probed the outer limits of my tolerance.
When he twisted in response to her tapping and grabbing and when he crawled up over her, letting her reach down between them and seize his dangling hard cock and squeeze it, shivering, but not from cold, I felt it in my own body. It was her lust I could feel, he want, naked and aggressive. Katie’s body arched and her knees drew up and she clasped her ankles together behind his back. She was begging him, she was contorting beneath him, she was offering herself to him in the most intimate way possible. I could hear her high pitched breathy inhalations and her exhaled moans echoing through the trees and blanket and snow. The back of the truck was rusty but the blankets were clean and soft. It was snowy all around but the air was fresh and crisp and clean and clear. Ice formed on the window, but it was warm. It was so silent under the blankets of fresh snow. My wife tugged the construction worker’s head down to kiss him softly and with yearning, and she brought her hips up from the blankets so that his cock, rigid like steel and pointing straight down at her stomach, and touched herself to him.
I looked around. The cleaning in the winter forest with the classic old pickup truck, the beautiful couple in the box naked and thrusting at each other, the sounds they made, the purity of it all — nothing but body lust and sexual drive — made me gasp it was so overwhelming. I wanted the young buck to penetrate my wife. I wanted him to take her in every way. I wanted her to open up for him, to receive him, to thrust herself body and mind against him, to fuck him. I wanted her to.
I didn’t have long to wait. The young guy, he fell for her charms and he lowered her hips and when the head of his cock touched the lips of her pussy, she cried like something wild in the forest. I could see it go into her. And I watched her arch harder than bark curling off a log in a fire as he drove himself in one long slow push all the way until her hips bumped with his. When I saw her body jolt in the back of the truck, that’s when it hit me for real: my wife was fucking a man and I was watching it. I was not only watching it, I was loving it.
She rolled him over never breaking a kiss with him all the way until she pinned his wrists down under her hands and lowered her hips to his, capturing his cock again with her pussy lips, and driving herself down on him, smiling, her back lit up in sunshine, her pussy, I could see behind them, glistening in the sun she was so wet for him.
She curled and uncurled her spine and drove her hips at him increasingly hard. She sat back and reached around herself to caress his balls and he reached up and took her small breasts in his hands and squeezed her until she moaned and dropped her head back. The look of bliss on her face, with her eyes closed and her mouth wide open, is something I will never forget. It was like I could feel it too.
The young guy didn’t last much longer. I expected Katie to leap off when he began to buck uncontrollably under her, but she only grabbed onto him harder, and even though he lifted his whole body up, her included, she stayed on him, wrapping her arms and legs around neck around him. I was close enough to see the gush of his ejaculation all around her pussy.
When they finished and laid beside each other in the back of the truck catching their breath, I reluctantly turned away and made my way to my car ahead of them coming back down in his old truck. I let them take their time before I texted her that I was done and coming home. She might already have been home before I did.
That night, Katie made love to me with a vigor and energy and enthusiasm that was beyond what we’d ever done before. But the next morning, she was despondent. Finally, she told me she had something to tell me.
“I think I really need to tell you.”
But I didn’t want to hear it. I didn’t want to break the bubble — I was fine with with she did, I just didn’t know how to say it.
“You don’t have anything to apologize for,” I said, not letting her even say what she wanted to say.
“But I think you need to know.”
“Katie, no, I don’t. You’re a human being, you have a life too, a life separate from me.”
“But what happened . . . “ she tried again but I cut her off. I couldn’t let her expose the secret to the light of day.
“Keep it to yourself, have a secret, do things that only you know about.”
“But, but . . . “ she kept trying.
I laughed. “No, part of you being assertive and taking what you want is not having to atone for it, not having to explain yourself.”
“We . . . “ she tried again.
I would not let her tell me. “I don’t want to know,” I said. And then I said something else I didn’t know was coming out of my own mouth. “I’m actually going to go back down to our house after breakfast and I’m going to leave you up here all day and all night and come back for you tomorrow at exactly 12 noon.”
“What?” she was incredulous.
“I want you to experience being accountable to no one.” I had managed to fold the whole thing into this kick I had for her to learn assertiveness and independence. It was not lost on me that I had gotten her to text him to come over on her phone — in knew therefore she already had Dylan’s phone number. I needed her to, I was driving at the time. I wanted her to think I had forgotten so she could feel like she was plotting more in secret. She knew she didn’t have to ask me his number. And yet I was leaving her alone for a day and a night  even after watching what she did with him.
“You’re going to leave me here alone?”
“It will be good for you.” I knew she didn’t particularly relish the idea of being alone — she was never that kind of person. But this was a little test of mine. If she didn’t protest too much it could only be because she planned to not be so alone.
“Maybe you’re right,” she said. “It feels kind of exciting being alone up here.”
And that’s when I knew it. She was going to call him or text him as soon as I pulled out, I knew it. And I could hardly keep the grin off my face. It was like her own sexual excitement was filling my veins. I felt like a teen again.
“I’ll text when I’m coming back up.”
“You’re going to leave me all alone even over night?”
“Don’t you want a night sleeping alone up here?” I knew for sure she would not be alone. I knew she wouldn’t even get much sleep. She and Dylan would be fucking like mad the whole time. I just knew it. And I loved it. I wanted to hold her and tell her, “Get your brains fucked out!”
“Yeah,” she curled coyly around my arm. “But,” she said, “sort of not.”
“Whatever,” I said, ignoring what she was trying to tell me again in so many words.
“I might, I don’t know, maybe have a friend over?” We had a few friends that were occasionally around up there when we were, so her question was not flat out asking me if she could fuck Dylan all day and all night. It had the slightest bit of cover.
“You get to do what you want without my knowledge and without having to explain or ask permission.” I put it in terms of her getting a free night as part of her own development. We both were able to talk about her fucking Dylan without either of us mentioning fucking or Dylan.
“Maybe overnight?” she said in a tiny voice. She was getting close to spelling it out.
“Whatever,” I said, trying to walk away.
“Are you sure you’re sure about this?”
“I’m sure!” I laughed at her trying to reassure her that I was fine with it.
“You’re not concerned?”
“Not concerned.”
“You’re not  . . . “ she paused. “Mad at all?”
“Not mad.”
“No consequences?”
“None at all.” I could see her face flush and her eyes light up at the prospect of it. Being able to indulge her fantasy again without any consequences seemed like a dream come true to her.
But what I didn’t tell her, what I didn’t explain, was that she wasn’t the only one getting her fantasy. I was too. I knew what I was after watching from the forest that afternoon. And if she was going to get hers, I was going to get mine too. I left the side door unlocked. That would get me into the tiny laundry room. And I already checked. It would give me a clear line of sight to the big old couch in front of the big window.
I was a voyeur and a happy cuckold. It only worked for me if my wife didn’t know I was watching. The thrill was my wife thinking she was getting away with something. That thrill of illicit sex was what invaded my mind, and watching her think she was cheating on me with with young guy was almost more than I could take.
I left but I didn’t drive far. It was less than an hour before I saw his pick-up truck pull up the driveway. I gave it a little longer before I snuck in through the side. They were already on the couch together. And this time, I opened my pants.
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