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He was new. Decidedly delicious. His muscles rippled underneath the overalls and white shirt that clung to every muscle. Every move he made awakened feelings in me I hadn't ever known before.

"Clay's my name Miss." He had tipped that wide floppy hat at me as I put his name down on the sheet of names I had with me. My eyes drifted between his thick arms, wide shoulders and those smooth kissable lips before I could find myself answering.

"Please, call me Jenny. You can start on the fifteenth?"

"Course" He flashed that perfect white smile at me.

I had been forced to seek additional help at the farm ever since Pa passed. Who could deny a girl a little eye candy to boot? Oh and he was more than a little eye candy...

"Jenny? You alright?" Clay's voice penetrated my thoughts, deep voice reverberating inside my skull.

"Yeah, I'm fine." I blushed, trying to push the fantasies out of my thoughts. I snapped back to reality. Clay had already re-arranged all the furniture. He had watered the garden, fed the chickens, pulled out all the weeds.

"I guess we're done for the day then. Run along and do whatever it is you do Clay."

"Yes Ma'am." Emanating masculinity, Clay stood up in slow motion that way he did, smoothly exiting the house. I sighed, looking around at all the doo-dads and knickity knacks I had bought since Pa died. Something the fill the void. He could fill the void.

"Jenny!" I raised my voice at my ownself, feeling silly for ever thinking such a thing. But boy was he pretty. Absentmindedly my fingers reached down into my shorts, between the soft cotton underwear and bare skin. What? My panties were dripping wet.

"Goddamn it." I muttered, rushing through the house to find the dresser where all my clothes had been stored. In a frenzy I stripped out of the clothes, put on a fresh pair and began to settle down for the night, but I couldn't stop thinking of Clay.

Those long eyelashes. Stop it! Muscles for days. Come on Jenny!

No matter what I did my thoughts came back to that mountain of a man. He'd been acting different lately. Odd. He'd disappear, sometimes for hours at a time. He seemed shier lately. Less sure of himself. Of course, Clay would always come back. He wasn't one to leave a job unfinished, not matter what it took, he would return. Man didn't know when to quit on some things.

Hell, I remember a time not that long ago he took to getting that stump out of the front yard. He fought and fought with the thing for days before that son of a bitch tore loose. In fact I bet him he couldn't do it. Cheap bastard just wanted the free soda. I giggled.

In fact, most of the additional help I hire quit long before Clay. Most lasted a couple weeks. Longest before Clay was three months. Some say I'm difficult to be around. Other's say my tongue is barbed and lashes like a cat'o'nine tails. I do not believe it to be true, but it is said about me. Clay was different. Patient. Steady. I could yell at the man for hours until I was blue in the face, but it wouldn't do no good.

"Yes Ma'am," he'd say. "We'll fix it." He assured. Nothing bothered him or flustered him. It was inhuman. Bah, go to bed and stop thinking this nonsense. You too old to be dreaming about a young buck noway nohow." I pulled the covers over me and fitfully drifted into sleep.


I awoke with a burst of energy. I flung the covers off my naked body and stood, throwing on a cotton shirt and pulling snug a new pair of shorts. What had excited me most were two things. One, it was my birthday, which meant Clay was cooking me breakfast. Hell I could already smell the bacon in the air, the popping and crackling accenting the smell and causing my stomach to mimic a tiny earthquake in response. Two, it was my birthday, which meant Clay had gotten me a gift. Oh his gifts were always precious perfect meaningful things. Last year he had gotten me a little teddy bear that was similar to one I had lost as a kid. I had won the thing at the fair and lost it the very next day. I told Clay about it, how I'd wished I had the poor stuffed little animal to set next my knickity knacks. I even remember the way he went about it too.

"I know this ain't the real thing, but I think he's pretty close." He pulled the stuffed animal out from behind his back, presenting the thing to me with glee written on his face.

Clay was so happy too. I think that's what made it so perfect. He genuinely thought it would be a good gift and wanted me to be happy. It was the best gift I'd ever gotten.

I slid into a chair at the table, stomach roaring with hunger as Clay cooked up a storm in the kitchen. His massive forearms flashed, sending eggs and pancakes flipping, carefully monitoring the heat of every different pan, and checking on the cornbread in the oven as well. A symphony of smells wafted out from the kitchen. My tongue was salivating, taste buds firing, ready to eat.

Clay spun out of the kitchen, carrying what seemed to be an impossible amount of plates that he slid onto the table.

"Breakfast is served."

I inhaled the breakfast, an insatiable desire for food awakening in me. The eggs were fluffy, the pancakes delicious and the bacon at just the right crispiness.

"You are an artist Clay." I complimented, noticing his blushing in response.

"Oh, uh, thanks! Good as last year?"

"Better even."

Clay glowed at the compliment, making me feel even better. Today's going to be a great day! Or so I had hoped.

While I was scarfing down the food, Clay washed up all the dishes and prepared to start the day as normal. After scouring all the pans and cleaning up the remains of his cooking, we reconvened in the living room of the house and began to set a game plan as usual.

"Business as usual?"

"Not today Clay. I'd like to get that fence up finally if we can. Give the cows much more grazing area. Be good for 'em. Still gotta get the rest of the chores done though. I'll take the chickens, you water the garden."

With one solid nod, Clay grabbed his coat and left, ready to start the day. Moments later I followed, unabashedly surveying his tight ass. Good lord he looked good in those jeans.


Fixing the fence was hard, sweaty, back breaking work. The sun relentlessly beat down on our backs as we drove the posts into the ground and wrapped the wire around the posts. Hours passed as we unrolled the wire along the posts, extending the fence around another section of my property. The cows stared at us passively from across the field, as uninterested as an animal can possibly be. Clay finished the final section of fence and stood up to survey his handiwork.

"Looks good!" He ran the back of his hand across his forehead, wiping as much sweat off his brow as possible. He glanced down at his handiwork and rocked back on his heels, obviously pleased.

"Yeah yeah, as if I did nothing."

"You held the posts." I glared at Clay's placid face, a hint of a smile playing out on his lips.

"Ow!" He rubbed his arm where I'd socked him one.

"There's more where that came from too!" I kept myself from wincing, the man truly was like a damn brick wall. I think I hurt myself more with that punch than him. A slow rumbling laugh shook free from the man's chest as he looked up and down.

"I know that ain't a fib." He surveyed the day's work, his back growing visibly straighter, his head held high. Clay always did that after a good job. Meant he was satisfied with his work and the end result. He was happy. And if he was happy, hell that meant that fence would be standing long after I pass from this earth.

"We'd better be getting back soon." Glancing up at the sky revealed a very scary, ominous thing. Dark billowing black clouds were rolling in, and would soon dominate they sky over my little plot of land. "Don't you think Cla-" I felt something snag at my foot and I pitched forward dangerously, sending my whole stride out of balance. Before I could even think to shout, Clay was there, muscular arms wrapped around me to keep me from falling. Where his skin touched mine emanated pulses of electricity, my heart beating in my throat. My face flushed red, cheeks emitting waves of heat. Stop! Pangs of desire washed over me, growing in strength with each second as I breathed in his scent, something that reminded me of a warm inviting cabin on a hill, built to withstand any storm.

"T-Thanks." I stammered, pushing myself off of his rippling muscles and back to standing position. Absentmindedly I rubbed my palms on my jeans, trying to keep myself from showing how turned on I was.

"Yeah, I think that'd be a good idea. You alright?"

As we walked back across the field, the dark clouds started to roll in, a massive sea of roiling clouds steadily eating up the distance between the horizon and my house. Flashes of light blinked on and off through the clouds, followed by claps of thunder. Right before we reached to our door, the bottom fell out of the clouds, and a torrential downpour fell from the heavens.

I shrieked, my legs flailing as I sped to the door, every second resulting in me becoming more and more soaked. Clay fared no better. By the time we made into the house, our clothes stuck to our skin, and there was no hope of drying out anytime soon.

"Damn." Clay looked down at his clothes, a slight grin on his face.

"Strip out of those clothes, I'll throw them in the dryer. In the meantime go into the bathroom and get you a towel."

"Yes Ma'am." Clay stepped into the bathroom. Moments later the man's clothes were unceremoniously thrust outside of the bathroom door. I walked on over to the dryer, threw in a dryer sheet and threw his clothes straight in.

"You find a towel-" I walked into the living room and stopped dead in my tracks, eyes wide as the moon. If I had the decency to think about it, you would have seen my mouth wide open, but Clay was standin' in the middle of the room, in full view. No clothing to mar his perfect physique. His muscles looked even more swollen then before, among... other things.

"Jenny- I can't hold it back anymore. We both know how we feel."

God yes. I couldn't stop my eyes wondering down, first upon his heaving shoulders, down his chiseled chest. Abs. Then his package. It was larger than any other I had ever seen.

Not thinking, not saying anything, I found my fingers fumbling across my blouse, unbuttoning, tearing, pulling. Every thought, every part of my mind screamed the pure need that flared through every nerve ending. All I knew was I needed to be naked. Right now. Seconds later Clay was upon me. He ripped the blouse from my body, flinging it to one side without a care. Arms wrapped strongly around my back, touching, teasing as he craned his head into mine. Moments later our lips met in a beautiful symphony. The fire inside me swelled as our tongues met. Fuck. Me.

Clays hands ventured down my body, teasing playfully as they grabbed at my ass and his lips trailed down my neck.

"Oh!" I gasped. Shockwaves of pleasure ran across my neck as he nipped and teased at the skin, traveling ever farther down. One practiced motion and my bra was undone, revealing my silky breasts to his mouth.

"Fuck me!" I moaned. He paid no heed, taking his time to do the job right. His mouth traveled down to my perky nipples and gently bit and sucked. Every muscle tensed in sheer pleasure. He slipped two fingers down into my still wet jeans, in between my panties and began to caress my velvety slit. Then, his fingers were inside of me. I bit his shoulder, a moan escaping from my lungs as I tried to hold on in the wave of pleasure that followed. In and out, in and out. Three fingers. FUCK ME!

I couldn't think straight. Each second seemed an eternity of pure ecstasy. Pure need took over and I dropped down to my heels, hands wrapping around his cock. I wanted to taste it so bad. I playfully circled the head, relishing every taste as I went deeper and deeper. He tasted so good. I swallowed him, lips touching the base of his rod, over and over again. So good. Clay grunted as I expertly flicked my tongue around his limb and sucked hard.

He wrapped his fingers around my hair as my tongue raced all over his rock hard extension*. His manhood swelling with anticipation as I bobbed up and down on him, taking him inside my mouth.

I licked my lips, stroking him playfully. Our eyes locked and all of a sudden I could sense the burning desire that raged within his soul. His massive muscular arms wrapped around my body and lifted me up off the ground. I was thrown onto the couch, his hands pulling at my still wet jeans, throwing them without a care to the floor. Next thing I knew he had pulled on a condom. My panties quickly joined the jeans on the floor, and he pulled me onto him, warm ecstasy filling my body. He poked my entrance, my body instinctively opening for him.

His powerful muscles worked in unison, each thrust sending him deeper and deeper inside of me. My chest heaved with each breath, trying to wade through the ocean of pleasure, my hips working in unison with his. His hands pushed my legs apart, baring me wide open as he filled me, plunging in and out of me as he built up to orgasm. I let out a whole of pleasure as I orgasmed, my whole body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over me. Clay let out a primal growl as he came, leaning down to pull me into one last kiss, wearily collapsing beside me. I wrapped my arms around him and let out a small moan of contentment.


I looked out at the cows in the field, lazily staring back at me, the sun high up in the sky and beating down on me. I had a hand raised up against it as i looked past the cows and out to the stalks upon stalks in the distance. The rich smell of coffee wafted up from my cup as I sipped slowly at it. I heard the door creak open behind me. Clay. He stopped beside me, a wide grin on his lips as he wrapped his arms around me and pulled me into his chest, staring out at the land before us.

"Business as usual?" He asked.

"You know it."
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