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At his father’s request, he went to town to buy supplies for the farm. It was a day that marked a new episode in his life. For that was the day he saw her. She wore a long blue dress, high heels shoes, and long blonde hair that curled across her back. And she wore a large hat like those Audrey Hepburn wore in Charade. Clay Ackerman’s heart stopped. He knew physically that was not possible, or he’d certainly be dead. But he felt something he had never felt before. And he knew it was love. He loved her the moment he laid eyes on her. One day, he would marry her. That was his promise. He did not know who she was. But she was familiar. He had seen her before, but where? Then it hit him like a sledgehammer. He remembered; he was a fool. How could he forget? It was her, Olivia. Then his heart sank into an abyss. It did not matter. Nothing was impossible. He had heard of lesser men than he winning the love of women as beautiful as she was. He smiled. He could not help himself. He stood and stared at her as she entered the store. He had forgotten his father sent him to buy supplies. He was in a hurry and rushed into the store she entered. He was not following her, but it was the best turn of events he could have expected. 

Unfortunately, in his eagerness to enter, he trampled over her as she stopped to speak with another young lady at the store. He did not react quickly enough. And he felt over her and lay on top of her. She was shocked and yelled for help. She could not believe she was being accosted in front of everyone in the store. Clay jumped and immediately grabbed her hand, waist, and lifted her up. She slapped him.

“How dare you? You buffoon. You crass animal.”

“I am sorry. I didn’t mean to run over you. I didn’t see you.”

“And a liar as well. I have a blue dress and a large hat on my head. And you say you never saw me and Rebecca talking? You meant to do it. You fondled me with your filthy hands. Guards, security! I demand you do something. Security!”

“Please, Olivia. I am sorry. I didn’t mean to touch you.”

She had black handprints on her sides. It marked exactly where he held on to her.

Her eyes widened as her friend Rebecca pointed at her butt. Clay smiled. He closed his eyes. And she slapped the air as he dodged her, and she swirled, and he grabbed her again to prevent her from falling. This time, he held on to her breast and the front of her body. Rebecca held her hands to her mouth, and three security men rushed to Olivia’s aid. Olivia hung in midair, and Clay kept holding her breast. 

“Let me go.”

And she fell on the floor. Her hat rolled across the floor, and her hair was rumpled as he accidentally grabbed a handful of her hair when she fell. She hollered and jumped to punch and tear him to pieces. But the security guards beat her to him. They dragged him out of the store and threw him out, not before trying to give him a good shakedown. But as Clay was a rugged-strong, tall, and skilled farmer, the security guards did not fear as well as they expected. Three against one, and they had busted faces, and he had a few bruises. Seeing he did not get the beating he deserved, Olivia ran out of the store and stood before him. He had placed his cowboy hat on his head, and she slapped it off. The guards returned and ran to him again. She motioned for them to leave her to deal with him. 

“Mam, are you sure? This animal may hurt you.”

“He already has. He practically abused me in front of everyone. He groped me, and I have the stains all over my dress. I will have my father deal with him. But first, I must defend my honor.”

Clay walked away. She yanked his arm, and he barely moved. She dug his arm with her long nails, and he stopped walking. He held his arm as it bled. 

“Turn around. Are you a coward? You touched me with your filthy hands. You touched my butt and breasts. Are you satisfied? Is that what you always do? You see a gorgeous woman, and like an animal, you throw yourself on top of her and fondle her like you did to me? You humiliated me. I am disgusted. I will have to shower for hours to wash away the smell and horrible feeling. You near-well abused me in front of everyone.”

“Now, come on. It was an honest mistake. I was in a hurry and stumbled over you.”

She slapped him. “That’s what you get for touching me. And this one is for lying.” She slapped him so hard she bruised her wrist. And he bled from the side of his mouth. “At least you have the decency not to hit me back.”

“I am not a pervert. And I have apologized. I am sorry, Olivia.”

“Ms. Olivia. Don’t you disrespect me? I am not your equal, you animal. And who or what are you? A cowboy, a farmer? And how do you know my name?”

“I am a farmer, mam. I work with my father. We have a few heads of cattle and have a small vegetable and chicken farm. Actually, we have a bunch of things to supplement our income at the farm.”

“I don’t care about you or your stupid farm. This will not stay this way. I will send someone to give you a beating. You grabbed my breast.”

“And butt,” said Rebecca.

“I said I am sorry.”

“I bet your mom is proud of you.”

“My mom is a Christian and does not encourage disrespectful behavior.”

“Well, wait till she finds out what you did to me. Where is your farm?”

“At the...never mind...you will send someone to hurt me.”

“Of course, I will. What is your name, farmer?”

“Clay Ackerman.”

“Good, now I know who to send the guys to give a beating.”

“You may need to send more than three.”

“Don’t worry. They will carry guns and assault rifles. After what you did to me, you better leave Wyoming.”

“Now, that is uncalled for. You slapped me several times. I have never been slapped by any woman before.”

“That’s because I am a lady and will not allow any man to disrespect me. I don’t know about the farm girls, but I will not tolerate that behavior from any man.”

“I can assure you, Ms. Olivia, no woman in the great state of Wyoming will allow any man to disrespect her. Women here are decent, strong, and hardworking.”

“And you thought I was not from here and would try your luck. I am originally from Laramie, Wyoming.”

“I told you I tripped and held you so you did not fall and get hurt.”

“I will not continue arguing with you. Stay away from me. If I ever see you, I will holler for help and have someone shoot you.”

“Trust me. I regret running into you.” He held his jaw.

He returned to the farm.

“Clay, I sent you to the store to buy supplies, and you returned with a swollen face and scrape marks on your arm. What on earth happened? And where are the supplies I sent you to get?” said Mr. Peter Ackerman, his dad.

“I accidentally ran onto a lady, and she slapped and scratched me.”

“You mean you accidentally ran into a lady?” said his mom, Mrs. Amelia.

“No, Mom, I ran onto her. I trampled her to the floor.”

“Now, what is wrong with you, son? Why did you do that?” said his father.

“I tripped and fell over her.”

“Did you apologize?”

“Yeah, I did.”

“Then why did she slap you?” said his mom.

“I held her breast and butt.”

“What!” His mom rushed to him. “Do I need to slap you as well? Why did you do that?”

“It was an accident. I lifted her, but she kept fighting me.”

“She must have thought you wanted to do her terrible things. You must apologize to her.”

“I did, mom. But she was hysterical, and kept slapping me.”

“Did anyone intervene or help her?”

“The security guards tried to give me a beat-down, but I got the upper hand.”

“Clay, I don’t like what I am hearing. That is not what I taught you, son,” said his father. “You run around fondling young girls and fighting with the security guards at the hardware store. What has gotten into you?”

“Mom, Dad, it was not intentional. I fell and grabbed her to prevent her from getting hurt.”

“You said that already,” said his mom.

“She was upset I stained her dress.”

“You what?” said his mom.

“I forgot to wipe my hands. I had fixed the truck and my hands were filled with grease. I left my hand prints all over her body: her butt, her firm breast, and her side. And...”

“Huh umm. It sounds to me you meant to fondle that girl,” said his mom. “I hope that girl’s family does not teach you a lesson. If anyone did that to Marybeth, I am sure you and your dad would be singing another song.”

“Hey, I don’t agree with what he did.”

“I don’t hear you chastising him like the father you are. If Marybeth had come and said some guy grabbed her all over, you would charge to beat the hell out of the guy. You are smiling. You think this is funny? Both of you need to get out of my house. Peter, you will sleep on the sofa on the verandah, Clay, the barn. There is where the animals sleep. Not in my house.”

“But Mom. I didn’t mean to do it.”

“It doesn’t change a thing. You offended that girl. As a mother, I cannot tolerate your behavior.”

“I should have kept my mouth shut.”

“And you think we wouldn’t find out? In Buffalo, Wyoming, it doesn’t take much to find out what happens. A leaf drops off a tree, and everyone knows about it. And who is this girl you assaulted?”

“Olivia.”

“Peter. Talk to your son. He thinks I am smiling at him the way you do when he does bad things.”

“Clay, what’s her full name?”

“Olivia Wyss.”

“What! You sexually assaulted Mr. Robert Wyss’s only daughter. Do you know the trouble you got yourself into? Do you know who she is? Mr. Wyss is one of the wealthiest men in Wyoming. They might as well change the name of the state to Wyss’s Ranch. He owns just about everything. He owns the largest cattle farm in the state. He leases land to the state. He owns banks, oil refineries, and hardware stores, and I better stop or I will spend the afternoon listing all the holdings of his vast empire. You picked the wrong girl to do crazy things to. Mr. Robert will send someone to kill you the moment he finds out what you did to his little girl.”

“Clay, leave Wyoming,” said his mom. 

“I am not leaving. I apologized already, and she defended her honor bravely. I am sure she won’t tell him.”

“You don’t get it do you? Did anyone else see what you did?” said his father.

“The entire store and her friend. I don’t know what her name is.”

“By now, Mr. Robert already knows what happened,” said his father.

“Oh Clay, what have you done?” said his mom. She cried. She feared for her son’s life.

“Mom, please don’t cry. I will fix everything. I will speak with Mr. Robert and explain to him.”

“Are you crazy? She must have slapped you hard. You can’t go to Mr. Robert. He will shoot you on the spot.”

“You are exaggerating. He wouldn’t do that.”

“If someone sexually assaulted Marybeth, how would you or I react?”

“I suppose not well. But I didn’t sexually assault her.”

“You admitted to leaving your hand prints all over her body. How do you think her father will react when he sees the marks on her breast and butt?”

Clay smiled.

“And he keeps smiling Peter.”

His father breathed deeply. “There is no hope for you. The best advice is to stay away, and avoid going to town. I will have to buy the supplies from now on. Perhaps I should go now. I will find out what people are saying.”
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Mr. Peter Ackerman went to town to buy his supplies. He hoped to find out what the folks were saying. He entered the store and everyone stared at him. He knew they were talking about Clay. Everyone in Buffalo, Wyoming, knew him and his boy, for that matter. He approached the counter and smiled at the young man. He handed him a list to avoid having to remember everything and make unnecessary trips back and forth. The young man glanced at the list and told him he had nothing on his list.

“What do you mean; you have nothing on the list? Many of the items are behind you.”

“We don’t have what you want. Orders from the boss.”

“Are you telling me you refuse to sell me the things I need?”

The young man lowered his head and murmured. “Mr. Ackerman, I don’t need to get fired today. But I must do my job. The boss ordered me not to sell anything to you and worst to your son.”

“So, that’s how it’s going to be?”

“Please, Mr. Ackerman, don’t make a scene. I have to pay for my college tuition.”

“What’s your name, young man?”

“Rick, sir.”

“Call the boss. Tell him to tell me in person he will not sell me anything. It’s illegal to discriminate against people.”

The manager approached with three security guards holding clubs in their hands.

“Like father like son.”

“I don’t take lightly an insult. Be careful there with your words.”

“You should tell that to your son. What he did this morning is a serious and outrageous offense. And you know what pissed everyone off; he dared to do it in front of everyone. Despite Olivia’s resistance, he kept grabbing at her and fondling her. He left the poor girl in tears. Do you need evidence? We will ask her to present the dress. Your son’s hand marks are all over her dress. And if you ask your wife, Amelia, or your daughter, Marybeth, having a guy grab a young lady’s breast and butt in front of an entire shop of onlookers, is not merely shameful but scandalous. Your boy is lucky we did not shoot him.”

“My son says it was an accident. He tripped and held on to her so she did not fall and get hurt.”

“How convenient. Of all the places he could have held, he held her... But he learned his nasty ways from you. The apple you know. He is a proud replica of his father.”

“How dare you disrespect me?”

“How dare I disrespect you? How dare you show your face here? But I am not as outraged as Olivia’s dad. I am the least of your concerns. You can always buy supplies elsewhere. You should tell your boy, he needs to watch his back.”

“Are you threatening my boy?”

“Me. Nah, I have no bone in this fight. I am telling you what everyone is saying. Look at all the men in this store. Do you think any of them would take lightly anyone humiliates their daughters?”

Mr. Peter glanced. There were piercing stares. He was not gonna make any headway. He’d do himself a favor to buy elsewhere. He left the hardware store and headed to the one in the corner. There, too, the reception was, let’s say, as cordial as in the first. The owner of that store had a daughter who was friends with Olivia, and she attended to Mr. Peter. Better yet, she refused to attend to him.

“Mary, you too?”

“Mr. Ackerman. What your son did to Olivia was the most sordid thing ever. I was there. I saw it with my eyes. He kept grabbing her. She yelled at him to stop, and he held her in the air and would not let go. And do you know where his hand was?”

He shook his head. “Where?”

“On her breast. And he kept it there for ten minutes.”

He rolled his eyes.

“I am not lying. You can ask anyone. He did so and kept smiling the entire time.”

“He was smiling?”

“Are you calling me a liar?”

“No, Mary. I know you are not a liar. I know you, your mom, and your dad. I respect you.”

“Your son did not take after you, Mr. Ackerman. You have a black sheep. I don’t want to offend you, but your son is a disgrace. And my dad instructed me not to sell anything to you and your family. You are not welcome here.”

“But Mary.”

“I am sorry, Mr. Ackerman. Oh, and my dad said he would rather you don’t visit us for some time. He does not need any trouble. He believes a great tragedy is on the horizon. It’s such a shame. Clay is such a handsome young man. To think I liked him.”

“Thanks, Mary. Have a good day.”

Mr. Peter Ackerman had no choice but to drive his old rundown truck to Sheridan about thirty minutes away. He figured he’d avoid hostile people. Well, to his surprise, they gave him a worse reception in Sheridan than in Buffalo.

“You better return to Buffalo. We don’t like your kind here. Tell your boy he better not show his face in our town. Here we protect our daughters and ladies from perverts. If he doesn’t heed our advice, you will find him riddled with bullets,” said the shop owner.

Mr. Peter was shocked. Mr. Robert Wyss had told everyone in Wyoming they were to shun the Ackerman family. He returned home frustrated, upset, and empty-handed.
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“Olivia, please tell your father what you told me,” said her mother, Elizabeth.

“Mom, please, I don’t want him to kill that farm boy. I took care of the matter myself.”

“Robert, Olivia is refusing to tell you something serious that happened this morning.”

“What is it, dear? I bet she did not get the dress she wanted.”

“No, Robert, it is something serious.”

“They rejected the credit card?”

“She was assaulted this morning. Sexually assaulted.”

“What! Who dared?”

“No, Dad that is not true.”

“Yes, it is Robert. I will bring the evidence. Besides, everyone saw it. But wait there.”

“Mom. Please don’t.”

Mrs. Elizabeth went to her room where she kept the dress Olivia tried to hide and brought it for Mr. Robert to see. She pointed at all the hand marks on the dress. Mr. Robert flung the plate from the table.

“Dad, it is not what it seems.”

“I know you are ashamed and hurt by what happened. But, as your father, I must protect you. I must teach that boy a lesson.”

“But Dad, he tripped and was helping me.”

“Robert, I spoke with Rebecca, her best friend, and Patricia, the wife of the shop owner. They both saw what happened. They said the boy meant to fondle her. Some say he boasted about it afterward.”

“He did. Good. I will deal with him.”

“Mom, you have killed an innocent man.”

“Relax, dear. Your dad will not kill him. He will teach him a lesson he will never forget. He will never dare touch another girl again.”

Olivia ran to her room. While she was furious at Clay, she did not want him to get hurt, much less killed.

Mr. Robert made a couple of calls. He gritted his teeth and clenched his fists.
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“Clay, this situation is worse than I expected,” said his father. “You destroyed our family name in ten minutes. Everyone I spoke to states you intentionally assaulted that girl. I fear if you return to town, they will hang you with your boots on. They almost ran me out of town. I went as far as Sheridan to buy the supplies, and they told me I was not welcome there. This is a serious matter. I am surprised the cops have not come to arrest you.”

“I will speak with Olivia. She has to tell them it was not intentional.”

“You will do no such thing,” said Mrs. Amelia. “You want them to kill you? You must stay far from that girl, you hear me?”

“I agree with your mother. You are not to go to town under any circumstance. We must let this die down.”

“No, Peter, I suggest he leaves town.”

“I will not leave. If I do, it would convince them I am a coward. I did not do what they are accusing me of. I have apologized to Olivia and despite her anger; she knows I did not mean to do it.”

“Well, everyone in town says otherwise. And I don’t know what she told her father. It doesn’t look good. For people in Sheridan to turn me away, it certainly means her father sent the word out. And if that is the case, then you better leave town. He will not respond with roses. That much I am sure of.”

“Dad, you always told me to face up to the consequences of my actions. I am a man. I will speak with Mr. Robert and Olivia. I must clear my name.”

Mrs. Amelia glared at him. “Are you stupid? You will do no such thing. I forbid you from leaving this farm. You picked a fine time to be brave.”

“No, Clay, you must listen to your mother. This matter is serious. At first, I thought it was an insignificant offense. She slapped you, and it would not go beyond that. But Olivia is not an ordinary girl. She is the daughter of a wealthy family. And they have power and influence. They are inclined to use their influence to punish you. I hope it doesn’t go beyond that. But we can’t take any chances. You will not leave this farm unless it is to go far away, out of state.”

“You better pack the hay. You will sleep there. Maybe it will make you think about the foolishness you got yourself into,” said his mom.

Clay stared at the sky. There were a few stars amid the darkness. There was no moon. He held his fist to his chin. He had to clear his name. He would speak with Olivia. He had to. She must tell her father the truth. He did not mean to offend her. If she only knew how he felt about her, perhaps she would understand. But, no, that would only convince her otherwise. He was lost. He had to do something, but what? He knew where she lived. There was no other way. He would speak with her. 
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Olivia could not sleep. It was late, and she could not get the incident out of her mind. But he was tall, with shiny dark hair, strong, and had a great smile. But he was nobody, the farmer’s son. How could he dare? Yes, it was intentional. But she slapped him repeatedly, and he took it like a man. But it didn’t make it right. However, she could not let her father hurt him. She had humiliated him enough as is. What would she gain by having him beaten or killed? Her dad would go to prison, and she did not need that, all for a worthless farmer. She took off her dress and lifted her nightgown. She turned to the mirror and dropped the gown on the floor. Clay stood behind her. He ran and grabbed her mouth. She pushed and kicked and did everything she could to free herself. In the end, she fainted. Clay was shocked as well. His situation went from bad to worse. She was in her underwear in his arms. He heard footsteps approaching and placed her on the bed. He lurched to the door and locked it. 

“Olivia, what is going on?” said her mother. “Open the door, dear. You know the rules about locking doors.”

She walked away. 

“I will be back.”

He had to do something, but what?
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Mrs. Olivia could not find the keys and called Mr. Robert to assist her. He smiled. He knew exactly where they were. He had purchased a key rack enclosed in a wooden box with a glass panel. There he had all the keys marked and neatly arranged. Taking the key in his hand, he accompanied her to Olivia’s room. Mrs. Amelia had strictly forbidden Olivia from locking her doors. They feared she could do something crazy or foolish. When Olivia was in her teens, she hurt herself, as she did not get what she wanted. She liked a young boy and wanted to go to a movie with him. But her father did not give her permission. She angrily threw things out of her window and tied the curtain to the wall to get out. Unfortunately, when she tried to slip down, she plunged to the ground. They thought she had died. It led to the rule against locking her door. What complicated matters at the time were they did not find the keys to the door.

Mr. Robert hurried ahead, and Mrs. Olivia struggled behind him. He placed the key on the door and turned the doorknob. He pushed it open and froze. Mrs. Amelia arrived beside him and yelled.

What they saw shocked them both. They found Clay in his underwear beside her. She was also in her underwear. Her arms were across his chest. Her legs curled over his leg. Her face thronged against his chest. She was sleeping with a man in her room. Olivia was unconscious in a dream state. Her body told her she was beside a man. Her hand felt his strong chest. She smiled. She rubbed her hand across his formed abs. It was a dream. She rubbed her legs against his. A voice called. She breathed deeply, cuddled tightly, and pulled him against her body. Her breast pressed against his chest. Clay trembled. His body hollered. He could not contain himself. Her mom kept calling her. Olivia felt someone pull her leg and opened her eyes. 

“Mom, why did you wake me up? I was sleeping. I had this dream, a peculiar dream. Well, it started strangely enough. A man entered my room. He grabbed me and threw me on the bed. But he was handsome and strong, and he made love to me.” She breathed deeply.

Her mom and dad were flaring madly. 

“Olivia, how could you?”

“I am sorry, mom. I did it because it was my dream.”

“You lied. You brought that man into your bed. You have disgraced our family name,” said Mr. Robert.

“What are you talking about? I was sleeping. Please let me rest.” She turned to throw herself to sleep and jumped off the bed.

“What in the world?”

Clay pretended she woke him up. “What happened, babe?”

“Babe. What are you doing in my bed? Wait, I am naked. You are naked. What did you do to me?”

“Olivia,” said her mother. “You won’t fool us. You have been having an affair with this man. Now you want us to believe nothing has happened? What happened in the hardware store were you and him playing nasty games in public.”

Mr. Robert grabbed Clay and punched him. Clay did not defend himself. Mr. Robert left him bruised. Mrs. Amelia pulled Mr. Robert away.

“No, Robert. It’s Olivia’s fault. She brought him into our house and disrespected us.”

“Mom, I didn’t bring anyone into our house. He let himself in and abused me. He abused me.”

“No, I did not.”

“Why am I naked? Why are you naked?”

“Olivia, stop it. We saw it with our own eyes. You kept rubbing your hands across his chest and groaning with pleasure. Now you accuse him of abusing you. Face the consequences of your actions. It is clear you stopped being a little girl. But this is the last humiliation you will put us through. And this time, your father will not protect you because if he goes against my wishes, he too will find himself out the door.”

“No, mom. He is not my lover.”

“Yes, I am.”

“No, you abused me. I will kill you. You abused me. You had your way with me. You drugged me.”

“No, I didn’t. Now you deny we had passionate sex. We have indeed been having sex for a month. Not only in this room but in the living room and kitchen when you two are not here.”

“Olivia!” said her mother.

Mr. Robert punched Clay a few more times. Olivia slapped him repeatedly, as well.

“Get dressed and get out of my house,” said Olivia.

“You get dressed,” said her mom.

Olivia sobbed and was enraged. Her parents left them in her room. They waited for them downstairs. Clay sat silently on her bed. He stared at her. She hollered but he had zoned out. She kept hitting and slapping him with all her rage. He did not move or defend himself. He knew what he did to her was cowardly. His mom would be upset. That was an understatement. His father would disown him. Olivia did not deserve the humiliation he caused her. She believed he had abused her. She slumped on the floor beside him, sobbing uncontrollably. She swore she would get even. He would pay and suffer for what he did to her. He cried. He was ashamed of himself. She kept rubbing her body in disgust at what she believed he had done to her. He shook his head. He had to tell her he did nothing to her. He kept reassuring her he did not. But she did not believe him and kept holding her stomach and puked on the side. She sobbed and sobbed. Her eyes were red and sore. Finally, after what was an eternity to him, she went silent. He was horrified at the silence. She dragged herself up. She willed herself to be strong despite everything she believed he did to her. 

“Did you use protection?”

“What, no.”

“It means I might get pregnant.”

“I did not use protection because I did nothing, nor would I ever.”

“Liar.” She slapped him again. Her hand was aching as she bruised her wrist from hitting him repeatedly.

He stood and grabbed both her hands. She spit in his face.

“Listen, I know what I did was wrong. I came into your room and held you against your will. But, listen to me. I never touched you.”

“We were naked on the bed. I was on top of you.”

“I did nothing to you.”

“Why were you naked? You think I am stupid?”

“Check with your doctor. They will tell you I did nothing.”

“And you expect me to believe that? I was naked. You groped me at the hardware store. I can’t imagine the horrifying things you did to me when I was unconscious.”

“Please believe me. I didn’t do any such thing.”

“I will have you locked up in prison for the rest of your life. Forget prison. I will make your life a living hell.”

“Fine, call the cops. I will have the doctors prove I did nothing.”

“You entered my room without my permission, took my clothes off, and knocked me out. And you got me into bed against my will. They will burn you at the stake.”

“I didn’t take your clothes off as you had already taken
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