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Silas

I stretch my arms high into the sky, staring at the sun that shines above, blinding my eyes and limiting my view. I see only a bright yellow, crystal shiny ball as beads of sweat pour from my forehead.

I stop.

I traveled over two days, from “Dead Oak” County Jail to my hometown of Godsmith.  

Now, I’m watching the dirt and mud on the dry, cracked ground, and drawing a line with my pointy boot. I'm finally here.

A line separates me from a large, cramped house with a white facade, a large farm with stables visible in the background. Although tidy and beautiful, it seems that there is something dark and ominous around the house itself. The sun shines mercilessly on the slanted roof, and the heat seems to radiate from the very boards; the house itself seems to dwell in malice and mischief.

I squint, trying to see something through the windows darkened by white, semi-transparent curtains.

The house I'm looking at is the house of Preacher Simons and his wife, Mrs. Marilyn.

Preacher Simmons, as soon as he came to this town to replace our old pastor, established his own close-knit community that looked more like a military order than a Christian group.

Members of his Christian circle, which quickly became influential in the city itself, those who were part of it enjoyed special privileges, lavish dinners, and special positions in the city administration, while the others, who were reserved on religious grounds, were treated like outcasts, with suspicion and undisguised condemnation.

Besides being known for driving the shallow-minded citizens of Godsmith completely crazy, Preacher Simmons was also known among the circle of young cowboys to which I myself belonged, young men of the lower class who often worked as day laborers and served the farms of gentlemen and bourgeois like Simmons, for having a daughter, Clara, whom he strictly guarded, practically locked up in a house, who was a girl of extraordinary beauty.

I have often heard stories about Clara, the "holy" daughter of our fanatic priest.

Stories about how her skin is whiter than milk and morning dew, and her hair the color of ears of wheat, is waist-length and tied in two innocent braids.

The stories also said that Clara was not only incredibly beautiful, but also a very good and smart girl who vigorously opposed her father's beliefs, and that was the reason why, under the watchful eye of her fanatical and “morally perfect” mother, the old, deranged Simmons kept ocked up continuously.

Those who had the opportunity to be on the farm as servants several times would see her through the windows of the house, dressed in white and pink dresses with collars, calm and enraptured, reading by the window.

Or at least so it seemed.

As a boy, I grew up on my grandfather's farm who was an avid horse lover. He didn't have his own stable, farm, or anything like that; he was an ordinary man of average strength, a little more drunk than sober, with a cigarette always somewhere in his hand, but he knew a secret, that rare secret - he was an excellent tamer of wild horses.

Whenever it was necessary to restrain an unbridled savage and put a rein on him, they called my grandfather.

The old man did not live long, and considering that my parents died when I was young, when he died too, I was left without anyone of my own.

Nevertheless, he lived long enough to pass on a part of his extraordinary knowledge and gift to me, so I, after his death, became known as "the bronce peeler’s grandson".

I had a good reputation on the rise, and even though I was on the sidelines myself, surviving from one day to the next, I thought my luck might have turned when Pastor Simmons invited me to work with one of his horses.

It was a crow-black of noble blood, Spanish, hard-working but unruly, whom the old man paid dearly, but could not get him to serve him.

He called me to try to tame him, since I was, after my grandad died, one of the best in town.

That day, I met Storm, the wildest and strongest horse I've ever met, and Clara, the wildest and sweetest, daughter of a crazy priest, a girl who marked my life forever.

If the stars had something in mind for me that day, that something turned into ash and dust that was crushed under the horse's hooves and burned under the heat of love and desire that I felt the moment I saw her.

While others only saw her through the window, I was the first to see Clara live.

She was more beautiful than all the stories that circulated about her and better than any cowboy's dream.

Although hidden behind a long, clumsy gown, Clara's young body writhed under the silken cloth, perfect curves finding their way, and lustily outlined as she stood dutifully, guarded, between her parents.

Her father miraculously allowed her to be present while I tamed the Storm.

I immediately realized two things that Clara and I had in common: both she and I were huge horse lovers, and both she and I wanted to get out of this miserable town.

The look in Clara's eyes was a look unbecoming of a preacher's daughter.

As the wind whipped up the dust beneath our feet, the eyes of a young, wayward horse met the black eyes of an equally wild girl, and all I saw that day was a vast, stormy, black abyss drawing me in, stronger and closer, threatening to destroy everything I knew.

Clara's eyes were full of desire, undisguised, lustful, and fertile desire, which, at least I thought at the time, was strong enough to resist and defy her stern father.

The love between Clara and me flared up stronger than gunpowder in the desert.

Her body was ready and fertile, her eyes as hungry for sweet juice as the arid land of our cursed Godsmith.

We spent days and hours exchanging letters, glances, and the longing hope of being together, all while hiding from the ever-watchful eyes of her mother and father.

The house was a prison, and their convictions as shackles around her feet stifled the life and love that were yet to blossom.

Every day, locked up here, I watched Clara become sadder, paler, and more hopeless that we are going to be together.

I made a promise to myself - I would get Clara out of there. And I made a promise to her also, that I am going to protect her as long as my heart beats.

One night, when my anger had reached a bursting point, and my veins were so hot and my teeth so sharp that I would have snapped Simmons' neck just to save Clara, I broke into their house and took her with me.

I was young, naive, longing, and hungry for her eager and fertile body.

If I had thought higher and better, I would have mounted her on the Storm, and run away with her as far as possible, away from the damned Godsmith and Simmons.

But then, before my eyes, I saw only her lush breasts, sweet, milky skin, and a beautiful face that surrendered to me without reserve. Then, in my heart, I felt only a burning desire and need to have her, to make her mine.

I took her to my grandfather's old house, the house where I grew up, hoping that the narrow, cramped space and the short time we had would be enough to create a world without shackles and grain, a world where our love was the only law and the only God.

I kissed the sweet body of the fertile, innocent Clara and entered her with my swollen, throbbing flesh, leaving an eternal mark that she was mine - only mine - inside her sweet, wet womb.

As she moaned and held me tighter, I kissed her bare breasts and firm nipples illuminated by the weak moonlight coming in through the windows, and her body, bending under my fingers, leaked and burned, begging for more.

I smelled her sun-colored hair and gripped it tightly in my fingers as I went deeper and harder - listening to her muffled pleas and sighs, each stolen moment a mark we wrote in the eternity of our hearts and bodies.

-I want you.

I held her trembling knees as the sweet juice oozed from her hot, throbbing pussy. She came while I was deep inside her, squeezing my neck tightly and burying her head into my shoulder.

I kissed the still shaking thighs and tongued the drops of sweet juice oozing from the lusty preacher's daughter, when a heavy crash shattered the wooden door.

I instinctively jumped over Clara to protect her. Several bullets flew past my forehead. I shuddered at the closeness and taste of death on my tongue.

Her father, Simmons, along with his most loyal men, straight out of a hunting rifle, fired at us.

-Damn filthy sinners! Satan's servants!.

I could feel Clara's body, which had gone from hot to cold, crouched in the very corner of the bed, convulsing helplessly behind me.

I looked Simmons straight in the eyes in undeniable defiance.

I was ready to die then, that night, happy because I had Clara, her breasts, her womb, her sweet body, and most of all, her pure, wild-innocent heart.

I was ready to die, but the stars had other plans for me.

The light of the moon and the star-strewn summer sky poured in through the broken door where a large, burly, and enraged parish priest stood with a rifle pointed at my chest.

I was petrified and weak, but then, there was a crash, and a painful wail.

Shane, my grandfather's old German shepherd, jumped at Simmons, knocking the rifle out of his hands and almost knocking him to the floor.

I got up and threw myself at him, taking the old man’s knife that was on the wooden table.

Clara ran for the rifle when two chubby and robust men grabbed her tightly.

-Damn you!

At the top of her voice, she cursed them, her crazy father, as she called him, and his false God, while I watched the tears roll down her rosy, warm cheeks, wetting her thick eyelashes and beautiful face.

-Damn whore!

Simmons hissed as I drove the knife harder against his throat.

I stuck the tip of the knife into the warm vein of his neck, watching as thick blood began to pour from the small wound, when one of his guys grabbed me.

I elbowed him in the stomach, broke free, and plunged the knife into Simmons' chest.

At that moment, the Godsmith’s sheriff and the preacher’s best friend galloped up on his horse and handcuffed me.

Simmons was gurgling as he fought the pains that were ripping through his chest and was gasping for air, the blood now pooling in a small puddle on the muddy floor.

While they were taking me to prison, I was sure that the son of a bitch was dead, and that my Clara was finally free.

Oh, how terribly I was wrong.

Clara

My heart is pounding in my chest, and I feel like I'm going to pass out.

Perhaps this is also contributed to by the corset that tightens me so much that I have the impression that my breasts, squeezed and compressed under the weight of the incoming milk, will burst, and that the rough, excessively tight fabric will leave me without air and eventually suffocate.

I'm holding on to the window so I don't trip and fall.

I hear shouting and commotion at the door, and I wonder if this is real?

Although I'm scared to death, and I'm trembling all over, I feel a wave of joy and hope that brings me back to life despite the five long years that I spent in complete isolation, repenting "my sin and fornication".

Is it possible that it's him?

The door to my room slams open, and my mother walks in with a disgusted and enraged look on her face.

-Get out!

Silas?

I swallow a dumpling, and my legs get weak. I close my eyes for a moment and want to grab any sharp object or something like a weapon, wound my parents, making them leave me alone and get out of here forever.

I feel, for a moment, even capable of doing so, for the sole reason that he is waiting for me in front.

The mother's face turns completely red with anger. The small, golden cross on her chest shakes as she tugs at my hand.

-Didn't you hear me? Get out!

I bawl, reluctantly pacing the room.

All I saw of
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