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A wife fantasizes about something new -- and finds him at church
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Nicole pulled her avocado-green sarong skirt up her bronze-stockinged legs and shifted the waist till it sat loose on her hips slung just below her navel. She French-tucked her white satin blouse and turned up the collar. Her short messy bob cut, glazed-sand blonde, and her onyx eyes, teal shaded and thickly lined in coal black, made her warm cheeks and beige lips, glossy and full, almost too much even for her. “Seriously girl?” she muttered under her breath, “on a Sunday?” she intoned with her face close to the mirror and her pinky fixing the edge of her lipstick.



She nonetheless high-stepped out the bathroom and sat on the French 18

 

th


 
C. end-of-bed bench, crossed her toned and slender legs, and fitted on her white-strap platform sandals — the ones with the cute red bow at the peep-toe, and she smirked. She bought them with him on a risky shopping excursion. She stepped like a cat with plans down the curving stairs and called to the high arching ceiling from the foyer by the tall, double-front doors, “Going to church!”



She paused with her hand on the knob, her head cocked for Cash’s inevitable grunting acknowledgement from his two-story Lennon-white music room — his “studio” — through the marble hall and down the three room-wide steps. Instead, he startled her coming from behind, from the direction of the vast kitchen. Aging punk-rock stars, Nicole remembered some other aging and jealous musician muttering to her at a party: they make a lifelong career of mirco-managing the royalties from three years of pounding out noise that cried out for the crushing of that exact same system. Not for nothing did he earn the nickname “Cash.”

“A little fancy for our tiny parish,” he said in his whiskey and dope voice, lifting the tail of her blouse and rubbing it between his finger and thumb like he was sampling a fabric in a Marrakech souke.

“I’m the famous Cash’s trophy doll,” she teased her matte taupe fingernail along the underside of his jawline, pulling his face up to hers and away from her small but semi-transparently revealed chest. “You want me going out there making you look cheap?” She caught the tip of her tongue between her teeth and closed her eyes and raised her eyebrows.

He punched his fist into his waist and leaned his elbow against the door frame. “You remind of when I was able to hold you down.”

She spread her stance and pushed her tall, straight, trim body against his sagging, loose, and bent body straight on. “That was only last year, poopsy.” She brought her circled lips to his nose.

“And they say 40-year age differences doom a marriage,” he chuckled and turned back to his kitchen. Still, 65 loomed like a cloud on the desert horizon — now mere months away. He heard the heavy front door close and the motor of his wedding gift to her roar to life — that sweet green ’67 Jag roadster. “Praise be to God,” he called over his shoulder to her, though she was long gone.

Up the coast, after the road peels away from the cliffs and winds through the sparse and tall forests, it levels back down along a string of scalloped beaches, each with its own village of beach-wear shops, surfboard rentals, and sequestered low-profile mountainside homes looking more like lurking bunkers amidst the obscuring coifed foliage planted around them. In one village sat her church, a prim, proper story-book white steepled symmetrical house of worship where, at that moment, people who knew her and her car were gathering in their Sunday bests. She geared down to respect the slow limit signs, but she didn’t turn in — she also didn’t look sideways. Ray-Bans low on her nose, her head low in the seat, she slipped through like smoke under the door. One more village along sat the Juniper Motel, a low bungalow style row of rooms stretching out from a drive-thru check-in with a chatty former beauty contestant behind the tall counter. Here is where she turned.

Jesus’s old Datsun pick-up was already parked in front of unit 12. She rumbled past to where the parking spots petered out in crumbled pavement and eventually to a mud path that ran around the side where she hid her note-worthy wheels amidst the dumpsters, grease barrels and assorted abandoned trucks and cars washed up there like there’d been a tsunami years ago.

She walked in her golden spike pumps dangling her purse by its chain. It was a lovely day — such a shame to spend it inside with the curtains closed, she smirked. The door was open. She leaned it closed behind her and withdrew her shades from her face and rolled her head back. She took him in, laying there topless like some Cuban general or Bahamian prince. His dark skin curved and flowed over his sinews and joints like smooth, tight plastic wrap. Rough patches of coiled pubic hairs darkened his jaw, his underarm, and his abdomen. His one leg, bent, strayed from under the pure white crumpled sheet that lay strewn over him. He leaned his black curls, wild and shagged, against the pillows, also white, also pure, behind him, on his bent arm. “Mi amante ilicito . . . “ she murmured through a spreading smile.

“I missed you,” he said with that coffee-and-smoke Columbian accent of his that made her whole being scrunch into a pit in her stomach.

She dropped her purse. He chuckled and smiled that wide Adam Rodriquez smile of his and his eyes, dark, dangerous, and penetrating, drew down her body so fiercely she felt them like fingers. He got everything right — the replacement sheets and pillows, the sparkling wine, the grapes and olives, even the point lights and the Baiuca on the speaker. She tugged out her tucked-in top and exhaled Her long, deft fingers began to poke out her tiny buttons down the front of her top. “I nearly phoned you,” she said.

“You know better than to do that, Nicole,” he said, his “Nicole” sounding more like a revolutionary name for a particularly useful rifle than for a straying church-going wife.

She snorted and dropped her shoulders behind her to let her loose blouse float down her arms the way clouds slide down tropical mountain-sides. She wore a seafoam green balcony bra. He licked his lips and his thin, ridiculous moustache — really a few patches of hairs — drove her crazy enough to want to tear him apart. He shifted his arms and she could feel the effect inside her of seeing his biceps, rippled and toned, and his stomach with edges sharp enough to open a bottle on.

She bent and squatted and wiggled more than she needed to work her sarong over her hips to let it drop far enough to lift one foot, then the other, out. She made a parade of stepping in her heels in nothing but her underwear — tight hipsters matching her bra — over to the chair where she took excessive time folding and draping her blouse and skirt.

He chuckled at her show. “You tink I’m going to wait forever,” he grinned.

She came to the foot of the bed and knelt there. She reached behind her one side then the next to pull the strap of her shoes to let them drop there. “Baby,” she exhaled. She pushed her hand down the front of her panties and rolled her head back. She pulled her hand out and brought her finger to her lips held in a tight little circle, and she sucked her finger in. “Patience,” she whispered with a devil’s grin. That was the infuriating and enticing thing about him: he had all the patience, certainly much more than her. She tugged the sheet and he sneered. She pulled and pulled until he was completely uncovered. She pushed her hand inside her panties again and gazed across the foreign, exotic landscape stretched out before her. He might have been a starved and traumatized refugee when he was found nearly drowned in a ditch on the side of an LA freeway that her church sponsored and rescued, but now, the church’s groundskeeper, handyman, and all-round doer of good deeds was a Latin David with a thick ropey member that made her shiver with unquenchable cravings she could barely suppress in public on the church steps Sundays, and had no reason to in his rented room, like now.

She panted like a wolf at the conclusion of a hunt and hung her head low over his pelvis and looked up through the top of her eyes to his dark, glinting eyes with animalistic wildness on her face. She stood his cock up, heavy and with a girth wider than she could reach, and she lowered her glossy lips, fresh and girly, to his big, dark, and sinister cock to kiss it. The contrast was extreme, at once all dark and forceful, and soft and yielding. She pushed down. He inhaled as though she was too hot. She pulled off, she laughed, and she fell back onto him, unable to pretend anymore, unable to restrain herself. She filled her mouth until it — the monster — pushed at the top of her throat.

When she had finally got enough in her mouth to calm herself a moment, she sat up on his thighs, tickled and scratched his now thick pipe of a cock, and watched his face. “Who else did you fuck this week?” she raised her eyebrows challengingly at him.

“I only fuck jou,” he replied with emphasis.

“You’re a bullshitter, Jesus,” Nicole bit her bottom lip and rubbed her palm around the big head of his tall cock.

“I swear to god, Nicole,” he made a cross on his chest. But of course he had a grin because he doesn’t really lie.

She contorted to bring her mouth back down to his cock and she took it deep in her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. “I don’t mind, there are lot of pretty ladies stuck in those lonely mansions just like me — you do a lot of their lawns don’t you.” She sucked on him gently and softly.

“Not one as pretty as Nicole,” he said in that killer accent of his. He pushed his hands into her hair and tugged.

She seethed and gritted her teeth. “You know I have to have your cock in me, why don’t you ever try to fuck me, I’m always the one having to fuck you.” She tore her panties off and impatiently wiggled her feet where they caught. She shimmied up his toros and reached below her, between her legs, to stroke him. He massaged her small breasts inside her bra.

“I tink maybe jou like it that way,” he spoke with that gravely voice.

“Of course I do, you idiot,” she said, lowering her hips till his head pressed against her lips there. She was wet. She pushed and her lips spread around his cock and she slowly lowered herself unsure if he would fit inside her. “It’s because you’re too big. You’ll break me if you fuck me.” She laughed between pants and moans. “Fuck, Jesus,” she wheezed, “you feel too good.”

She shook her head forward and leaned her hands on his massive shoulders and chest and began to carefully rock herself on top of him, slowly gathering the pace as her pussy eased and his cock penetrated deeper. She found her depth and rhythm and she lowered herself close enough to kiss him. “You can tell me, you know,” she breathed shallow and hard. “I know you fuck half the valley.”

“Not half,” he corrected her.

“Half the parish, then,” she breathed as much as said.

He only shrugged and searched the corner of the ceiling with his eyes as if wondering if it were maybe true. “I am grateful for what the parish did for me,” he said in his best poor Pablo voice.

“You piece of shit, Jesus,” Nicole spewed, and she snapped her hips and twerked on him hard and deep. It made her cry and yelp and throw her head back. She leaned down and bit hard on his gorgeous lower lip and she hammered her hips against his, panting and sweating against him.

When he pushed her off as though she was light as paper, and forced her under him, and pressed her legs apart and up so her feet dangled over his shoulders, and when he shoved himself like an animal into her, one hard, deep fuck to her hilt, her arms spread wide, her fingers twisted into the white sheets, and she arched her back, she knew: she had aroused him; she knew: she was going to get fucked so hard into the bed she wasn’t going to be able to walk after.

He jolted her body so hard her lungs were emptied and her hips were stretched. She came, of course, he always made her cum, and frequently. It was always an orgasm of blasting light making her cry out so loud it was as though every switch in the studio were flipped on and cranked to 10. By the time he came, she was nothing but a limp rag, a doll with no frame, her mind gone and her energy spent.

When he pulled out and collapsed beside her, she barely was able to roll over against him. “Oh my god, Jesus. That was incredible.”

“Jou always say that, Nicole.”

“Cash will be wondering where his breakfast is.” She toyed on his stomach with her long fingernails. “I always bring something from the bakery home after church.”

“You should look after your husband,” he rubbed his hand on her raised hip.

“Because family is important, right?” she nibbled and kissed his nipple.

“He provides for you.”

She laughed and pushed up lazily. She pulled her panties on and stepped into her skirt. “You want me out of here because you have another visitor coming, don’t you.”

“I wish,” he said.

“See?” she shrieked. Fully dressed in her Sunday clothes again, she crawled on her hands and knees over his still naked and languid body. “I knew you fucked other lades,” she kissed his mouth and his eyes. “Just don’t fall in love with any of them — they’re all heartbreakers around here.”

“Is that what jou are?” he laughed deeply.

She stood up at the foot of his bed. “Do I look good?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Did you like the panties and bra I bought for you?” she asked.

“Jou know I did,” he nodded with a crooked grin.

“They’re going to notice I haven’t been to church for two weeks, you know.”

“Tell them you were with Jesus,” he chuckled.

She came in the double doors and hung her head to make straight for the stairs. But he had been waiting for the return of the roar of her Jag.

“Something you’re forgetting?” he said leaning on the door jamb going to his studio.

She stopped and stared and shivered her head to indicate she was drawing a blank.

“You’re got nothing?” he nodded with cynical eyebrows and half-lidded, drinking eyes. It was, after all, past noon.

She snapped her fingers, spun around, and went back the doors. She came back in a moment later with a paper bag. She opened it for him and he reached inside, retracting a flaking cannoncini. “Ahh,” he groaned, looking at it closely along its length. “Eating one of these, it makes me realize what you must put up with, my cock coming in your mouth,” he chuckled, and pushed half of it between his lips.

“Or somebody’s cock,” she said, stepping up the steps.

“I don’t care if it’s Jesus himself you go off to fuck on Sundays, if you bring one of these home for me,” he turned away and back into his studio.

“Okay then,” she smirked to herself.

It wasn’t that Cash deserved to be cheated on or to be lied to. And he did provide for her above and beyond what anyone from her backward holler in rural Kentucky ever expected of life. But, she reflected, stripping down for the second time in the last couple of hours and stepping into the massive, many-nozzle shower room, maybe that was just it: having been deprived of so much in early life, one taste of the new and exotic courtesy of crazy-living Cash, and she developed a dependency. Jesus wasn’t her first fantasy of the novel kind, just her first making of a fantasy a real experience. She had rehearsed her explanation for Cash if she were ever called out on her Sunday after-church escapades: “I was already, in my mind, devouring something new and different, just for it being new and different — that was the fantasy. And that’s all Jesus is — something new, just like for you, Cash, back in your days when you first got a taste of the wide world outside Clovelly. It really is just a small step, really, from the full-blown fantasy to the motel room of reality.”

Yes, she thought, letting the steam envelope her and wash the scent of sweet Jesus from her hair and her pussy, that would probably pass with him. The small step part, the reference to his own past of drinking from the cup of all that is new when he discovered London, he’d need a day or two, but he’d accept it.

And how new it was! For no reason other than it gave her and the other girls an excuse to drink, she joined the CGD — the Committee for Good Deeds. One of them, who remembers who, read about the wretch found nearly dead in the ditch beside an LA freeway, it was all over the news. “If we sponsor him,” Nicole ruminated at their “meeting” over white wine on the patio of Rufus’s, “we’d be done with our budget in one act and we’d get very good media coverage — Tom owes me one.”

“What’s the poor fuck’s name?” one of the other girls bothered to ask.

Nicole turned the computer around. “Looks like . . . Jesus!”

“Here’s to Jesus, then,” another of them snorted and they put it to the minutes that they’d get onto the paperwork next week, same table, same Rufus’s.

The plan was, the sponsorship would entail both housing and a job, but as no one could be persuaded to give him a job, the CGD decided the church and related properties could use a gardener, maintenance, and fix-it man at least until he had something on a resume to take around town. Nobody wanted him in their homes, of course, so they found space in the budget to rent a room at the Juniper for a couple of months until he made enough regular income to find some basement to rent.

Nicole, as chair of the committee, was stuck with the meet-and-greet. By the time Jesus arrived on a bus, he’d been restored by food, water and shelter — it’d been three weeks. When he stepped down onto the pavement and looked left and right, she hesitated before pushing open the door to her Jag. “That wouldn’t be . . . Jesus . . . “ she murmured, “ . . . would it?” She curled the side of her lip between her teeth and tried to stymie a grin.

Cash was previously going to come with her and keep her safe but at the last minute found a song coming on and thought she’d be safe enough going alone. “I mean, what could happen?”

She opened her door and stared at the bus a few more seconds, but nobody else was coming off. It peeled away in a swirl of dust eddies in any event, leaving the apparition of the tall, dark Latino in a sleeveless forest green T with the bag over his shoulder standing there like some sort of porn movie opening.

Nicole hurried over and even after calling him a few times, he turned and walked until she caught him by the wrist. The contact was electrical. He glanced down at her long porcelain fingers wrapped around his man’s wrist and only slowly did he draw his gaze up to her face — white, pure, clean and fresh.

She began to speak but instead double-clutched her inhalation and, embarrassed, she pressed her other hand into her chest.

“Are jou Nicolisa?” His voice immediately resonated inside her stomach.

“Nicole,” she smiled, pulling her hand away and holding it forth to shake.

Of course he brought it to his lips and kissed the back of it. But he also laughed, a joke, a poke at his own stereotype. He wrapped his hand around her shoulder and laughed with her. He pointed and urged her toward her own car, immediately gregarious, disarming, and at ease. Who was meeting and greeting whom? She looked over and down at his hand, big, strong, on her shoulder. She thought it was awfully assuming of him, but she also left it there. Being touched was sort of a thing for her. Usually she chose who got to do it.

He whistled at her car and didn’t even ask for the keys, he just held out his hand like it was a given. She hesitated, but then, it wasn’t even her car, really. She giggled at the nastiness of it and dropped the keys in his grasping, eager hand. He looked at her over the low roof. “I’ve had nothing to ride for too long,” and he either winked or his black eyes always shone and glistened like that. She didn’t know if he meant the double entendre, but she wasn’t going to check. She climbed in the passenger seat beside him. He rested his hand on her thigh as though that’s what you did in whatever place it was he came from. “We go for a drive first, yes?”

He smiled like such a little boy of course she wasn’t going to deny him. “I gave you the keys, didn’t I?” she smiled coyly at him, not meaning to attach more meaning to it than the words contained, but he chose to linger on her gaze and in the two moments of silence between them, she knew that he knew that she already decided what was going to happen at the room at the motel she was meant to take him to.

He drove fast and hard, but also expertly. She normally would have been terrified, except he seemed to be at such ease. He looked over at her. “I drove a few getaways,” and he shrugged. She didn’t mean to run her tongue across the edge of her top teeth nor did she mean to smile wickedly or to exhale a puff out her nose. What she did mean to do was take his hand off her leg, but silly her, she only rested her hand on his wrist again and when she caught herself she only scratched lightly with her nails the way a cat might when it wants a pet. She again glanced at him and did the thing again with her tongue, her teeth, her breath and her mouth, and she knew she was a goner.

“Where am I staying, Nicole,” he said.

“We went past it a few miles ago,” she shrugged.

“You’re married,” he said.

She looked at her hand and then worked the ring off. “Not at the moment,” she smiled crookedly, awkwardly. She dropped it into her purse and shrugged as though helpless.

She directed him back on the twisting highway to the motel and indicated the last unit — number 12. She knew what was happening when she brought him to the door and fitted the key. She was aware of the effect it would have on her, never mind him, if she went inside with him, which she didn’t have to do, but she thought she would be able to cover the act as just good old fashioned American manners. She also didn’t have to close the door behind her but she did, and that, she thought, would be a harder thing to explain.

“In for a penny, in for a pound,” she thought to herself, leaning against the closed motel room door looking up and down the length of the enticing specimen that fate dropped in front of her, and undoing the buttons down the entire front of her accidentally sexy blue sundress with the white flower pattern and the bare shoulders.

Jesus nodded and smiled, fully prepared to sit back on the bed and enjoy the show. His eyes brought out of her the performer. She laughed, she brought out her phone and put on some music, and she wondered what it was like to be one of those dancers at the peeler joints. Did they feel as aroused as she was being watched, or was that just Jesus’s eyes and smile, and body, and sexiness?

She hid her face in her hands and, feeling suddenly self-conscious, she dove not out of sight, but onto the bed with Jesus, and she pressed her body against him as though that was the best way to hide herself. She started undoing his shirt. “I just want you to know that this isn’t the normal thing that we do with our sponsors,” she kept on undoing his buttons, even when she ran out of shirt and continued down the front of his jeans.

“It’s a nice welcome you give me,” he said.

“You’ve been through a lot,” she nodded, pushing his shirt away so she could, at first, run her hand over the expanse of his muscular chest, and then her lips. She exhaled with embarrassment but she went back to it, lower down his body, into the ripples of his abdomen.

He merely touched her back and she flipped around to let him unclasp her pure white lace full cup bra. She looked back over her shoulder at him with sympathy and concern. “Do you like to be fully naked? Is that okay?” Before he could answer her, she rolled on her back and stuck her legs up to pull her panties off her hips and all way up off her toes. “You’re so right, it’s better isn’t it,” she said, again with concern, as she pulled his jeans and then, without hesitation, his boxers too. “Better?” she said, the way someone would who just settled a pillow under their head. “Is it okay?” she asked in what she found in herself a too-girly light voice. But she was nervous. She had taken his cock — a new cock, thick, veiny, heavy, strange and hot — in her hand.

She looked away and around the room as though she were doing nothing more than washing his hair or folding his clothes, even though she was stroking his lengthening and stiffening cock and glancing at it, knowing she was going to consume it. “Would you like?” she whispered. He didn’t have to say anything. She lowered herself in his lap and kissed once before engorging his cock into her mouth. She was surprised at both how big it was and also how it went in her mouth so easily. She was also surprised at how it made her feel to have the strange man’s cock pump through her lips. He merely touched her hips and she understood: she swiveled around and carefully lowered her hips over his mouth. That was okay too. She had shaved and perfumed herself — just in case, not that anything was planned.

Was it cheating, really? She felt his mouth, surprisingly expert, work on her pussy. Her thoughts broke apart and her breath drew sharp and jagged. His cock was dark and mean. She tried to squeeze it but he pushed his hips up so she relented and took it into her mouth again. It was bigger yet and strained her jaw. She tried to hold him in there, to caress his cock with her tongue, to tame him, but the way he maddened her with his lips and tongue between her legs made it too hard to breathe and she pulled off. She wanted to say something — they hardly talked — but instead she only moaned loudly.

She had a stroke of conscience and pulled her hips off his face. She turned over top of him to tell him that maybe it was a mistake, that maybe that was good, that was enough, it was only just a little playing around, but she ended up on her hands and knees spread around his hips and though she tried to talk, he pressed her ass down. She tried to resist but he was strong. The tip of his cock touched her lips and she looked down — she was amazed at how wet she was, wet enough to drip onto him. She chuckled at that and looked up at him to share her amazement, but before she could, he pushed and her hips collapsed and before she knew it, he had entered her pussy. She tried to push back up but her effort only served to curl her hips and engulf him deeper into her pussy. She lowered herself to his face to tell him that they shouldn’t, but that only arched her back and made her grind her hips down all the way onto his.

She sat up on him and pressed her hands into his fabulous chest and wanted to lift off, in fact did lift herself up from him, but her strength by then was sapped and all she did was rise till his head widened her lips before she plunged back down onto him. She continued to pull up and crash down on him. She tried to stop but only bit her lip. He took her breasts in his hands and she cried out loud.

She shook and collapsed again and she realized that even before she felt it in her mind, she felt it in her groin — an orgasm from deep in her body, overriding her resistance and overruling her mind. She didn’t want him to know he was able to do that to her, but it was too late. She gushed and collapsed and kissed him everywhere she could.

The rest was a blur. He turned her over and spread her legs and shoved himself into her greedily, possessively. He rammed her and filled her. He jolted her so hard, she worried her spinal column would be sore. She wrapped her hands around his ass to try to calm him but only ended up pulling him faster and deeper into her. She bounced off the bed from his thrusts and came back up to crash into his hips and fly back down into the bed. She needn’t have done anything: she was being fucked rapid, automatic-bumper style and couldn’t have slowed him or stopped him if she tried. His ejaculation was so deep and powerful, she had to hide from him the tears it gave her.

It was still sunny outside when she reemerged from the motel room. She told herself that that was a one-time thing, a momentary thrill, something to recall with pleasure, but something to put behind her. But by the following Sunday, after he had been introduced at the mass, she offered to drive him back to his motel. “It’s no trouble, really,” she said to the others gathered on the church steps. In the car, she said to him, her eyes on the rear view mirror, “I’ll let you drive if you let me suck you off,” and she giggled. “Soon as we get a few blocks away.”

When she came home, Cash came from his studio and came straight up to her and wrapped his hand around the back of her neck and kissed her with his tongue forcefully and without warning. It was a long lingering kiss and all that she could think was, 20 minutes earlier, Jesus’s cock filled her mouth to spilling with his hot cum. When Cash broke off the kiss she looked down and noticed drips of cum staining her purple satin top.

“A thinking man would start getting jealous at how much longer you’re taking to come home after church,” he said. “Good thing I’ve never been a thinking man, though,” he added with a laugh.

“Committee work,” she said. “That refugee — the paperwork!”

“Oh I see,” Cash said, heading to the kitchen. “You get him all settled in? He getting fed? He getting clothed?” He shouted from several rooms away.

“Uh huh,” Nicole called. “I think he’s very comfortable.”

Cash came back out and stood staring at her, his hands in his pockets, his head lazily nodding at nothing. “You take him to his room?”

“Uh huh,” she sat and eased off her shoes, avoiding eye contact with him.

“After church, after the introduction and the reception?”

“Uh huh,” she repeated, making for the stairs.

“Just you?” he asked. “Just you and him, driving over to his place?”

“That’s right, Cash.” She took a few more steps. “Oh, I almost forgot. There’s a treat from the bakery for you on the table.” She pointed and went up to the shower.



Nothing more was made of her delays getting home Sundays, and he’d never confronted her about it since.

 
But it’s also when she began bringing home for him a treat from the bakery every time she did go with Jesus.





cover.jpeg
he| inher !; LL

JL Sanders





