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Chapter One

Sally picked up the water bucket and headed for the river.  She needed to fetch water nearly every day since the well had dried up.  It was 1931 and the dust bowl was spreading across the mid-west.  Sally had moved to the farm a couple of years ago with her husband, a circuit preacher.  As the drought had increased, so had the need for his services.  From funerals to extra prayer services, the demand for him had kept him away for extended periods of time.  She was often lonely and alone on the farm, which made life that much harder for her.

As Sally walked the narrow path down to the river, she wiped the sweat from her brow.  She was wearing a feed sack sundress which was clinging to her body like a wet wash cloth.  She gave up wearing a bra or panties most of the time just to try and keep cool and didn’t even bother to button up the top of her dress.  She could feel the sweat dripping down between her bare breasts as they swayed back and forth in rhythm with her stride.

Sally was an attractive twenty nine year old woman, standing five feet seven inches tall with dirty blonde hair, round full breasts and a narrow waist.  She normally wore her hair up, but lately she had let it hang down in a sort of disheveled manner.  She wasn’t all that concerned with her appearance as much as she was eating and getting water.

As she came around the last curve in the trail before getting to the river, she heard a splashing noise which frightened her.  She stopped in her tracks and strained her ear listening for the sound to reappear so she could assess what was producing it.  She didn’t have long to wait as she heard the splashing once again.  It didn’t sound like a wild animal, but more like a person.  She tip toed up to a tree near the river bank and slowly peeked out from behind it.  There in the water was a man bathing himself.  She quickly pulled her head back after seeing his naked back side.  She stood there for a moment weighing her options.  She was so startled at first that she wanted to quietly head back to the house.  But then curiosity got the best of her and she again peeked out from behind the tree.

She could see the man’s tanned upper body with his broad shoulders glistening from the cool water than ran down to his behind.  He had white buttocks that were just slightly above the water.  Sally became aware that her breathing had quickened as she became aroused by the site of him.  She again pulled back behind the tree to admonish herself for sinning and looking at a naked man.  She decided to wait him out.

She stood there sweating and trying not to make a sound, but the splashing of the naked man was too much for her to resist.  She looked out again and sucked in her breath as she looked straight on to the front side of the man.  She saw his chest with a slight patch of hair on it and a line of hair that ran down between his legs revealing his penis.  She had only seen one, that of her husband.  As she pulled back behind the tree, her foot slipped and caused a small rock to fall into the river with a splash.

“Who’s there?” she heard a deep voice bellow.

It was eerily quiet as she stood there frozen in place worried he would discover her watching him.  After a few moments, she heard the sound of him walking in the water and up the sandy bank of the river.  She looked out one last time as his naked body was swallowed up by the underbrush.

Sally waited until it had been quiet for a few minutes before she gently made her way down to the river and filled her bucket.  She kept glancing at the underbrush afraid the man would walk out at any moment and discover her.  Once the bucket was full, she quickly headed back to the house.

As she walked the trail she began to chastise herself for being sinful and lustful by watching a naked man who was not her husband.  She knew she would have to pray extra hard that night begging for forgiveness at her transgressions.

Sally set the bucket on the back porch and removed the top of her dress.  She needed to cool off and clean herself of the sweat that had encased her body from the trip to the river.  She dipped her washcloth into the bucket and squeezed it over her head, the water running down her back and front causing her nipples to harden from the shock of the cool water.  She wiped herself down, getting as much of the sweat and dirt off her as she could.  She wrung out the washcloth one more time over her head before depositing it on the table.

As Sally stood up to pull her dress back up to cover her breasts, a man stepped around from the side of the house.  Sally screamed as the man turned around quickly.

“I am so sorry ma’am,” he said.  “I was about to knock on the front door when I heard a noise out back so I came around to see who was here”.

Sally pulled her dress up to cover herself as he spoke.

“What can I do for you?” she asked.

“Pardon the intrusion, but I was wondering if there was anything I could do to earn a meal.  I haven’t eaten in two days,” he replied.

Being a Christian woman, she knew she had to help the man.

“Turn around so I can see you face,” she told him.

When he turned around she saw it was the man she had seen naked down by the river.  She tried not to appear shocked as she cleared her throat.

“There are a few things I could use help with,” she told him.  “What’s your name”?

“Silas, ma’am,” he replied.

“Don’t call me ma’am,” she told him.  “I’m not that old.  You may call me Miss Sally”.

“Yes, Miss Sally,” he replied.  “Just show me what you need done and I’ll get right to it”.

“You should eat a little something first so’s you don’t get sick,” she replied.  “Sit down at the table and I’ll fetch you something”.

Silas walked up onto the porch and pulled out a chair and sat down as he took his hat off.  Sally went into the house and got some ham and biscuits and brought them to him on a plate.

“It’s not much, but you do a good job and I’ll have a hot meal ready for supper,” she said.

Silas thanked her and set about devouring what she had brought out to him.  She felt sorry for him as she watched him eat in earnest, trying not to act like he was starving as he ate. 

“So where you from?” she asked him as his finished the last of the biscuit.

“Oklahoma,” he replied.  “We’ve been hit pretty hard and I lost my job as a farm hand after the cattle all died off.  I decided to follow the trains hoping I could find some work.  Been pretty tough out there.  Lots of folks in worse situations than me”.

“This drought is getting everyone I expect,” she said.  “alright then, let me show what needs tending to”.

She showed him the chicken coop where the gate was coming off at the top.  She had tried to fix it but it just kept coming back off.  She needed to keep her chickens from the foxes.  Next she showed him the barn where large pieces of wood had come off during the last wind storm.  She took him to the tool shed and showed him where the tools and nails were.

“If you can’t find what you need let me know,” she said.  “I believe most everything should be in here though”.

“Yes, Miss Sally,” he replied.

And with that Sally returned to the house as Silas set about making the repairs she needed.  She swept out as much of the dust as she could and washed the few dishes that were in the sink.  She would occasionally look outside to check on Silas.  She made sure not to let her gaze linger lest she have to pray even harder that night.

As the sun began to drop lower in the sky creating a purple haze across everything it touched, Sally set about getting things fixed for supper.  She knew Silas would be finished soon and she wanted to make sure she had the food ready for him as she had promised.  It felt good to cook for someone besides herself.  And truth be told, she was looking forward to having someone to talk to.  Her husband had been gone for over a week and she was beginning to miss talking to other people.

Their farm was miles from town as well as the nearest neighbor.  She had never thought twice about being this isolated until the drought got bad.  Her husband had taken their only horse so she was stuck on the farm until he returned, or someone stopped by.  Having Silas for dinner was a blessing in disguise.


Chapter Two

Silas came up to the house as soon as he had finished the barn.

“All done, Miss Sally,” he told her.  “Would you mind if I freshened up a bit with the water”?

“Please, help yourself.  Supper will be ready directly,” she replied.

Silas took his shirt off and dunked his head into the water, a move not unnoticed by Sally.  She watched as the water ran down his back and trickled down his muscular arms.  She felt a stirring she had not felt in a long time.  She also felt herself blushing as she watched him rinse off the sweat and dirt.

Smelling the biscuits brought her back to reality as she opened the oven to take them out before they burned.  She had fixed fried chicken, green beans and biscuits.  There had been enough green beans ready to pick from the small garden by the back porch for her to serve the both of them.

Silas sat at the table politely sitting with his hands resting on his thighs.  As Sally brought the food out, she couldn’t help but look at his crotch.  She knew what was down there from seeing him at the river.  She refocused on the meal at hand and set the food on the table.

“Mind if I sit here with you?” she asked.

“Not at all, Miss Sally,” he replied.  “I would be honored.  It’s been a while since I’ve had the company of a beautiful woman to talk to”. 

He could see her blush even in the low light of the evening.

“Sorry for speaking out of turn,” he said.  “I didn’t mean anything by it”.

“No offense taken,” she replied.

As they ate dinner Sally learned a lot about Silas.  He had lost his family in a fire when he was just fifteen.  A local farmer had taken him in and gave him a job on his farm.  When the drought hit, he felt like he was taking food from his children’s mouths.  He decided to leave to give them a better chance of making it.

Sally felt sorry for Silas.  He seemed like an honest and decent man who was just trying to survive.  They talked for what seemed like hours, each one telling about their lives and what had led them to the place they were in their lives.  Sally finally got up to clear the table of the dishes from the evenings supper.

“Please, let me get those,” Silas told her.  “It’s the least I can do for such a delicious dinner”.

Sally thanked him and sat back down at the table as Silas gathered up the dishes and took them to the wash tub.  He continued talking to Sally as he washed the dishes and then dried them, putting them into a neat stack.  Her husband had never done anything like that.  He called it women’s work, and not for a man. 

Something about Silas excited her and it was starting to eat at her.  She was married and a God-fearing Christian woman.  The devil was testing her by putting Silas there as a temptation.  Well, she was stronger than he was and she could handle controlling herself.

Silas had notice how beautiful Sally was the first time he saw her.  After seeing her naked breasts, he had a hard time not looking at them as they sat there and talked.  He had noticed her wedding band and wondered where her husband was, but didn’t want to pry into her private life.  It had been a long time since he had enjoyed the company of a woman, and he missed the intimacy he had enjoyed in Oklahoma.  He tried not to think about is as he sat there looking at her.

He noticed everything about her as she talked.  The way her lips moved, the way her eye brows moved with her expressions.  He noticed her figure as she winds blew her dress tight against her body, sending a warm feeling into his groin.  Her breasts poked through the fabric of her dress as her cleavage showed through the unbuttoned top of her dress.  He longed to hold a woman once again, but knew he could not have her.

“Well, Miss Sally,” he said, “I’m afraid I need to get going.  It wouldn’t be proper for me to be here at night with your husband being gone and all”.

With that he stood up, tipped his hat and walked down the steps to the side of the house.  Sally said goodbye and watched through the front screen door as Silas walked down the drive towards the road.  As his silhouetted figure faded from sight, Sally closed the front door and sat on the couch.  She turned the radio on to listen to the news before she went to bed.

She had only been listening to news a short while when she heard the familiar howl of the winds as they began to pick up speed.  She knew another sand storm was on the way.  As she closed the windows she thought of Silas walking out there with nowhere to go and no shelter.  Once all the windows were closed, she went back to the front door hoping she would see Silas coming back to the house.  He needed shelter and she was the closest house for him to take refuge in.

Sally had given up hope of him returning to safety as she closed the front door.  The wind was beginning to blow sand into the house.  She turned off the radio and picked up the kerosene lamp and headed for bed.  She had no sooner put the lamp on her dresser when she heard a banging at the front door.  She ran back to the living room and opened it to find Silas standing there, his eyes running from the sand beating at them.  She helped him onto the couch and got a wet cloth to help clean the sand away.

“I thought for sure you were going to get stuck out there,” she told him.  “It’s a good thing you came back or you might have died out there”.

“I’m sorry for coming back,” he said.  “I know it isn’t proper, but I couldn’t think of anywhere else to go”.

“It’s alright,” she told him.  “It’s better to be safe than to worry about gossiping busy bodies”.

Sally got his eyes cleaned and fetched a pillow for him.

“You can sleep on the couch,” she said.

Silas thanked her for her kindness as she went into her bedroom and closed the door.


Chapter Three

As Sally lie there on her bed, she could barely hear Silas breathing as the winds pounded the house.  She could hear him as he turned over on the couch trying to get comfortable.  She could not get the thought of his naked body out of her mind.  Her groin was aching at the tingling that had set in, and nothing seemed to stop it.  She reached down and touched herself, letting out a slight moan as her hand touched her pussy lips.  It had been so long since she had felt a man’s touch.  She took her other hand and began to rub her nipples as she worked her fingers up to her clit. 

She knew this was wrong, and she pulled her hands back under her pillow and curled up in frustration.  Why had her husband abandoned her?  Why was this man here when she was so vulnerable?  Oh how she wanted him, his touch, his strength but most of all his cock. 

Silas lie on the couch thinking about Sally.  He played back seeing her bare breasts in his mind.  He envisioned her flowing hair and her slender frame as he felt the stirrings in his balls.  He couldn’t help but think of her figure as the winds had blown her dress tight against her.  He could see the perfect outline of her breasts as her nipples stiffened in the wind.  How he longed to see her figure without the hindrance of clothing.  He wanted her in the worst way, but knew he could not have her.  He drifted off to sleep dreaming about Sally.

Sally tossed and turned but could not get Silas out of her mind.  He was just a few short feet away from her and her chance at gratification.  It was wrong to think this way and she struggled with her inner demons’ as she fought to keep control. 

At last she could take it no more.  She got up from her bed and put a robe on.  She opened her bedroom door and walked into the living room.  She stood there watching Silas sleep pondering what to do.  Should she kiss him or should she just go back to her room?  She was about to turn around, too scared to wake him when she saw him open his eyes.

Silas said nothing, but reached out for her hand.  He pulled her to him as he sat up on the couch.  His hands reached around her waist as he slid them behind her, sliding them down to her ass.  Sally tilted her head back as she let out a small moan.  Was this really happening?  Could she go through with it? 

She had no more had those thoughts when Silas moved his hands back in front.  He tugged at her robe ties until they fell away, causing the front of her robe to open.  He put his hand on her waist again as he stood up facing her.  He put his hands on her shoulders and pushed the loose robe from her body, letting it drop to the floor.  He could see her round, firm tits as the slight glow of moonlight filtered in through the cloud of sand blowing outside. 

Silas put his hand behind her head and pulled her to him, kissing her firmly.  Sally accepted his kiss and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him close.  She could feel him growing larger as her belly pressed against his groin.  She pulled his shirt tails out of his pants and began to unbutton it as they continued their passionate kiss.  Once his shirt was off, she bent down and kissed his chest and licked his nipples as she undid his pants, causing them to fall to the floor.  She reached down and took hold of his cock and began to stroke it.  Oh how she missed the feel of a rock hard cock.

Sally knelt down in front of Silas and sucked his cock into her mouth.  She slowly worked it in and out of her mouth until it was completely hard.  She stood up and again kissed him never letting go of his cock.

Silas bent over and began to kiss her breasts.  He licked her nipples eliciting slight groans from Sally as he sucked them into his mouth.  He slid his hand down between her legs as she parted them to give him better access.  His hand slid down across her pussy lips as one finger slid between her folds.  She was hot and wet as he felt her moisture begin to run out of her pussy.

Silas turned Sally around and sat her on the couch, pushing her back.  He knelt on the floor and put his face between her legs.  Her husband had never licked her pussy.  He said it was wrong to use your mouth for sex.  As Silas’ tongue came into contact with her pussy lips, she shuttered as the tingles shot down to her toes.  She could feel her nipples hardening as his tongue slid down between her folds.  He lifted her legs over his shoulders as he licked her hole, and sucked on her pussy lips.

Silas lifted his head and moved forward, his stiff cock standing straight out.  He put the head of his cock into her pussy and slowly began to fuck Sally as she grabbed onto him, wrapping her legs around his waist.

“Oh God!” she screamed.

Silas began to pump harder as she tried to match his pumps with her hips moving.  He was going as deep as he could with her ankles up near her head, spreading her pussy wide.  She could feel every inch of his cock and she was loving it.  She wanted him to fuck her all night!

At last Sally felt something begin to build within her.  She felt her muscles begin to contract.  What was this?  She had never felt anything like this before.  Suddenly her body froze as she experienced her first orgasm.  She began to feel the waves of her orgasm as her pussy squeezed his cock with each wave that passed over her.  She was thrashing her head from side to side overcome with ecstasy from the orgasm.

As her spasms subsided, Silas pulled out of her and turned her around.  With her head buried into the back of the couch, she felt his cock being to press against her asshole.  She didn’t know what to think of this, but as his cock entered her slowly, he reached between her legs and began to rub her clit.  The sensation of both actions taking place at once was driving her crazy.  She had never even dreamed sex could be this good.

Sally was like a wild woman.  She was screaming and shaking her head as Silas fucked her ass.  The sight of him pleasing her was pushing him to the brink of orgasm.  He gave a couple of really good thrusts of his cock and shoved it into her ass as far as he could as he began to cum.  Sally could feel his hot cum filling her ass as he continued to rub her clit.  She could feel the same wave beginning to sweep over her as she began to cum once again.  Her body shook with convulsions as she embraced the orgasm for a second time.

Silas pulled his cock out of Sally’s ass as she sank onto the couch, exhausted.  Silas sat beside her, put his arms around her and kissed her forehead.  She felt good in his arms as he sat there holding her.  He didn’t want to let go.  Sally allowed herself to be held firm by Silas as they both sat on the couch recovering.  She gently slid her hand across his chest before looking up at him.  Silas bent his head down and kissed her passionately.

Sally got up from the couch, retrieved her robe and went to her bedroom, closing the door behind herself.  Nothing needed to be said.  They had both been satisfied in their own way and they were both content to go to sleep.


Chapter Four

Sally awakened the next morning to the sound of horse hooves pounding the ground.

“Harold!” she said to herself.

She quickly got up and woke Silas up.

“My husband is home,” she said.  “Quick, go out the back door and find something to fix before he sees you”.

Silas ran out the back door as he buttoned up his shirt.  He grabbed the hammer and can of nails as he headed for the barn.  Sally quickly put on her dress and tried to finger comb her hair as she found the broom.  She walked to the door and opened it just as Harold got off the horse.

“Welcome home,” Sally greeted him.

“Got anything for me to eat?” he asked her as he walked past her into the house.

“There’s some ham and biscuits in the icebox,” she told him.  “By the way, a drifter came by and asked for some work in exchange for food.  I gave him some things to fix.  I figured it was the Christian thing to do”.

“I see,” Harold replied as he pulled the meat form the icebox.  “Well, see that he does a good job, then send him on his way”.

Sally went out to the barn to talk to Silas.  As she entered the barn door, Silas came over to her.

“Did he see me?” he asked.

“No,” Sally replied “he’s eating right now.  Bastard didn’t even give me a kiss or a hug”.

Silas ben forward and gave Sally a quick kiss.  She blushed and pushed him back. 

“Stop, he’ll see you,” she told him.

“So what?” Silas replied.  “Apparently, he doesn’t love you or he would have been glad to see you”.

“He does, in his own way,” she said.

As the day wore on, Harold began to watch Silas.  He didn’t like the way looked at Sally or talked to her.  That was HIS wife and no man was going to come in here and try to take her.  He decided to confront Silas at supper.

As they all sat down to eat, Harold said a prayer over supper.  Sally had started passing the food around when Harold spoke up.

“So, Sally tells me you’re from Oklahoma?” Harold asked.

“Yes, sir,” Silas replied.

“Hmmm.  Drought bring you up this way then?” Harold continued.

“Yes, sir,” Silas replied.  “Not much work around Oklahoma”.

“Well, after you finish your dinner you see that you move on,”  Harold told him.  “Been watching how you look at my wife”.

“Yes, sir,” Silas replied as he glanced at Sally.

“Harold!” Sally chastised him, “Now that’s not very Christian like.  Silas isn’t bothering anyone”.

“Quiet woman,” he replied.  “I’ve said my piece”.

The rest of dinner was somberly quiet as Silas tried to eat as quickly as he could without appearing rude.  Once dinner was over, he thanked them for their hospitality and started around the house to leave.  As he started down the driveway to the road, he could hear the commotion from the back of his house.  He thought he could hear Sally screaming.

Silas ran to the back of the house just as Harold slapped Sally, causing her to fall to the ground.  With one quick jump, Silas had cleared the steps and had launched straight into Harold, punching him in the jaw.  Harold dropped to the ground like a sack of potatoes unconscious. 

Silas helped Sally up and said “No man should raise his hand to a woman for no reason”.

Silas was going to teach this man a lesson he would soon not forget.  He dragged Harold into the living room and sat him in the chair.  He had Sally get some rope from the barn and he tied his wrists and ankles to the chair.

“What are you going to do?” Sally asked.

“I’m going to show him how to treat a woman,” he replied.

Sally wasn’t sure what Silas meant by that, but she was glad he had been there.  Harold had a bad temper and had beaten her badly before.  She hated him for that and she wanted to teach him a lesson.

Silas threw water onto Harold’s face.  Harold woke up and shook his head.  He sat there for a moment apparently trying to get his bearings.  He soon realized he was tied up.

“What are you doing!” he demanded.  “You untie me right now”!

“No sir,” Silas said to him.  “You need to learn how to treat a lady”.

“You’re not gonna tell me what I can or cannot do to my wife.  She’s my property!” he yelled.

“You’re right.  I’m not gonna tell you.  I’m going to show you,” Silas said.

With that, Silas took a handkerchief and stuffed it in Harold’s mouth.  He didn’t want to hear him.  He reached over and pulled Sally to him.  Sally looked at Harold a she nervously went to Silas.

“Look at me,” Silas said.  “Forget he is there.  Remember last night”.

Sally stood there looking into Silas’ eyes.  As she thought about the night before, her nipples began to harden.  She could feel the tingles of her pussy lips starting to swell.  Silas bent forward and kissed Sally deep and passionately.  He could hear Harold going crazy as he rocked the chair trying to get away.  Silas pulled Sally’s dress over her head, revealing her naked body.  He caressed her tits and ran his hands down between her legs.  Sally moaned as his fingers touched her pussy, wanting to once again feel him inside.

“You see Harold,” Silas started, “A woman is a gentle creature who needs to feel loved.  She needs a strong man to take her and please her”.

Silas dropped to his knees and put on of Sally’s feet up on the couch.  He leaned in and began to lick her pussy.  He glanced over at Harold whose eyes were wide open as the vein in his forehead began to pop out.

Silas stood back up and dropped his pants, put his hand on Sally’s shoulders and had her kneel in front of him.  She took his cock into her mouth and sucked it in as far as she could.  She began to move her mouth up and down his shaft, sucking on it as is slid out of her mouth.

After a few minutes of this, Silas pulled Sally up to him and once again kissed her deeply.  He then turned her around and bent her forward so her head was on the couch cushions.  He spread her legs wide and shoved his cock into her pussy.

“You see, Harold,” Silas said as he fucked Sally, “You treat a woman right and she will treat you right.  Keep them satisfied and they will never stray.  Sally strayed because you didn’t treat her right or satisfy her”.

Silas looked at Harold who looked like a red beet about to explode as he continued to fuck Sally.  He quickened his pace as Sally screamed with delight as her body shook from the power of her orgasm.  Silas began to quicken his pace, slamming his cock into her pussy, eliciting screams and grunts from Sally as she began to move hips, pushing her pussy into Silas.  Silas finally exploded inside of her as his body stiffened with the release of his cum.

Silas pulled his cock from Sally’s pussy as she stood there shaking from the ecstasy.  Silas pulled Sally up and turned her around so he could kiss her as she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him close.  Silas got dressed and helped Sally get her clothes on.

“Now Harold,” Silas began, “Just so you know, Sally will be coming with me.  I am going to leave you a small knife so you can cut yourself free after we have left.  If you come after us, it will be the last thing you ever do”.

Silas instructed Sally to pack a bag.  He sat on the arm of the couch watching the hatred in Harold’s eyes as Sally packed. 

“Now I want you to think long and hard about what happened here today,” Silas said as he rose from the couch.  “You better treat women the way they are supposed to be treated from here on out.  You never know when I will be watching you.  Next time I’ll do more than tie you up.  Oh, and by the way, we are taking the horse.  You can be stranded here just like you stranded Sally”.

Silas stood up, handed Harold a small pocket knife and walked out of the house with Sally.  They mounted the horse and headed down the drive.  Sally hugged Silas for all she was worth.  She wanted to please him for as long as she could.  She felt safe and satisfied with him and just knew things were going to work out for them.
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