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Udderly Changed

MR. LANG’S WILL see you now,” his assistant whispered, as if summoning a storm cloud.

Clara smoothed her hair and smiled. Carter Lang wasn’t just a client; he was the client — the kind of billionaire who bought yachts like other people bought gum.

Clara had been in plenty of strange offices, but Carter Lang’s took the cake… and probably imported it from a Parisian art show. His desk was a slab of petrified wood balanced on two antique elephant tusks (ethically sourced, he’d assured her, as though that was the sticking point). Behind him, a floor-to-ceiling aquarium burbled softly, stocked with neon jellyfish that pulsed like tiny rave lights. 

He was on the phone when she walked in, cradling a parrot on his shoulder. The bird wore a miniature gold chain and was chewing on a Montblanc pen.

“Yes, Gregory,” Carter said into the phone, “I understand the risk, but if we don’t secure an exclusive on the Himalayan goat yoga franchise, someone else will.”

The parrot squawked, “Buy it!” in perfect mimicry.

Clara set her briefcase down and arched an eyebrow. “New associate?”

Carter ended the call, plucked the pen from the bird’s beak, and said with complete sincerity, “This is Franklin. He’s my emotional support parrot. He also does light clerical work.”

She didn’t bother to ask what “light clerical work” meant. She suspected she didn’t want to know.

“Clara,” he said, jumping up from his chair like it just caught on fire. “I want that farm.”

“Okay…” She clicked her pen. “Which farm?”

“The Miller place. Out in…” He waved his hand as though geography was beneath him. “Somewhere rural. Lots of grass. Cows.”

“You’re going to have to be more specific,” she said.

“You’ll know it when you see it,” he replied, which was not remotely comforting. “Perfect spot for my new resort concept, rustic luxury. Guests will feel like farmers but with better skincare products.”

Clara raised an eyebrow. “You want me to convince a farmer to sell you his land… so rich people can cosplay as farmers?”

“That’s the idea,” Carter said cheerfully. “And I don’t care what it costs.”

“They always say that before they see the bill,” she muttered.

“I’m serious, Clara. Get me that farm. At all costs.”

“I’ll make it happen,” she said.

“You better because I’ve already started lining things up.  I need somewhere to put 50 pygmy goats I just bought.  They have to be moved by the end of the month.”  Carter sat back down slumped in his chair as if spending money was exhausting.  “Get the details from the girl out front.”

“Of course, Carter, you can count on me.  I always get you what you need.”  

“Mostly, you told me to keep my hands to myself so I’m still waiting on one thing I’d like to get from you…” 

“Now you know if we crossed that line, you’d toss me aside like you do all your other conquests.”  Clara knew it was time to head towards the door.

“One day, Ms Weston.  I’ll see you when you’re not so tightly put together.”  Carter gestured towards her chest.

Clara Weston was twenty-eight, all quick strides and sharper edges, with a figure honed by early morning spin classes and the ability to survive on iced coffee and ambition. Her dark hair was always pulled back into a sleek ponytail, and her tailored shirts fit so well they practically dared her buxom breasts to pop a single one of those stretched to the max buttons. 




“I should get started on this, Carter.  You wouldn’t want to let this slip out of your hands.”  Clara winked and opened the door to the grand entrance of his office waiting area.  




“That’s right, don’t disappoint me Clara.  I know you won’t.”  Carter winked as she closed the door behind her.




Carter Lang, in his infinite overconfidence, had made several subtle (and some not-so-subtle) passes over the years — invitations to “private meetings” on his yacht, last-minute tickets to art galas in Milan. Clara had batted each one away with surgical precision, all without denting his ego. She didn’t mix business with pleasure, especially when the business in question was a billionaire with the attention span of a toddler in a candy store. 




“I hear you have an address for me.”  Clara noticed his assistant was a new addition to the herd.  He had a stable of honeys that he sourced from New York’s top model agencies.  They were always pretty to look at but never lasted longer than a few weeks.




As Clara looked down at the portfolio that Amber, Nicole, Tiffany, or whoever handed her, she realized where she had to go for this farm.




“Montana?!  Is he kidding?  So not a quick trip to rural New York, huh?”  Clara was a bit miffed as she thought about all the meetings she would have to rearrange.




“Where’s Montana?” the latest piece of ass asked innocently.




“Oh, honey, don’t worry, you’ll never have to go.”  










THREE DAYS LATER, Clara’s SUV rolled into the Miller driveway, dust billowing behind her like she was in a car chase scene from a country music video.

Henry Miller was looking out at his vast farmland by the fence, leaning against it with the kind of relaxed confidence only possessed by people who’d never sat through a three-hour corporate compliance meeting.

“Mr. Miller?” she asked, stepping out in heels that had never met a dirt driveway.

“That’s me,” he said, tipping his hat. His eyes flicked down to her shoes. “Those aren’t going to last long around here.”

“They’ll be just fine.  They’re quality, $500 shoes so they better hold up,” she replied, carefully placing each step. 

He grinned. “You must be the lawyer.”

“And you must be the farmer who’s about to hear a very generous offer.”

“Not interested,” Henry said, before she could even open her briefcase.

“You haven’t heard the number.”

“You haven’t heard the word ‘no,’ apparently.”

Clara tilted her head. “Everyone has a price, Mr. Miller.”

Henry chuckled. “Not me. You can’t offer me anything better than I already have.  Just look at all this.”

“Well, it is beautiful out here, I’ll give you that.  But if I could have some of your time to go over the possibilities then you may change your mind.”  Clara was confident she could make the offer sweet enough that he would finally cave.

“How about this, dinner is almost ready.  Why don’t you come in for a spell and I will convince you why this is better than anything you have in that fancy suitcase.”

She hesitated. “Dinner… here? With… the cows?”

“They’re not invited,” he said, deadpan. “But they might watch while we sit out on the porch.”

Clara glanced over her shoulder. Sure enough, three cows stood in the pasture, staring at her with the unsettling intensity of people who already knew how the story ended. One of them swished its tail in what she swore was a sarcastic wave.

“Fine,” she said, smiling thinly. “But only because I skipped lunch.”

The Miller farmhouse looked like it had been plucked straight from a coffee table book titled Country Living, white siding in need of fresh paint, wraparound porch sagging in places, a creaky screen door that sounded like it had been auditioning for horror films since 1952.

Clara climbed the porch steps, heels clicking against the worn boards. Somewhere nearby, a wind chime tinkled lazily in the breeze. A cat lounged on the railing, regarding her with that universal feline look of mild disappointment.

Inside, the house smelled like fresh bread, something savory roasting, and oddly enough chocolate. The walls were lined with family photos, shelves of mismatched mugs, and at least three different calendars, all featuring farm animals in suspiciously dramatic poses.

In the kitchen, Henry pulled out rolls from the oven while two other men moved around the room with an easy, practiced rhythm. Both were tall, broad-shouldered, and wearing plaid shirts that had clearly been purchased for function but were performing double duty as unsolicited eye candy.

“Clara, this is Jake,” Henry said, nodding toward the one slicing vegetables. “And that’s Luke. These are some of the farm hands that help me out night and day.”

“Ma’am,” they said in unison, tipping their hats.

“Hi there!” Clara thought, now this is a plot twist I can enjoy.

She’d spent years surrounded by men in thousand-dollar suits and thousand-dollar insecurities. These two looked like they could lift a hay bale in one hand and her in the other, not that she was thinking about that. Much.

“You boys make yourselves useful and set the table,” Henry said.

As Jake passed by with a stack of plates, Clara caught a whiff of soap and something faintly woodsy. Luke followed with silverware, offering her a warm smile that could probably power the entire state of Montana.

Maybe this farm thing had some hidden potential.

“Take a seat outside on the back porch,” Henry said, directing her out the door. “We eat together here, no TV dinners, no rushing.  You’ll enjoy watching the sunset over good conversation”

The table was overloaded with roast chicken, mashed potatoes, green beans, and fresh rolls. Clara’s stomach, traitor that it was, growled loudly enough for Luke to glance over and grin.
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