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  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  THE JOY OF LOVE





  “...it is a bittersweet story with heart-warming characters and is not to be missed. The tenderness between Savannah and Cody was deep and humbling. The plot was very original, keeping my attention and making me want to know more, while the ending of the story startled this reader. I give this story 3 enchantments.




  “The characters in the second story were fuller, with rich, complex personalities. My emotions were engaged from the very start, jumping from delighted to exasperation to sorrowful and back many times in this brief romance. This reader felt like she was experiencing the story along with the characters instead of just being told a narrative of what happened. The sex between the characters was lush and imaginative. The secondary characters had interesting roles, and added to the emotional element of the story. This story gets 4 enchantments from me, for a combined rating of 3.5 enchantments for THE JOY OF LOVE.”




  3.5 enchantments




  ~ Dawn




  Enchanting Reviews




  To my father—a love lost to me when he died




  and my son and daughter—both labors of love.




  Labor of Love




  by




  Christy Poff




  Summer, 1927




  She opened the door to a tall, young man standing before her. She pulled her shawl around her, hiding the small but deadly derringer she held ready to fire if need be.




  “Yes?” she asked.




  “Miss Michaels, I’m Cody Brooks.”




  “And?”




  “They told me in town you could use some help around here.”




  “I could, but why would I hire you?”




  “I’m a hard worker.”




  “I’ve heard that before.”




  “I need a job. I’m trying to get to New York so I can go to school.”




  Savannah Michaels studied him. In his early twenties, he had a beautiful body, even though his clothes hid it. His dark wavy hair fell to just above his collar. His green eyes sparkled and she immediately saw naïve honesty in them. His deep voice caressed her. If only I was twenty years younger...




  “How long are you...”




  “As long as you need me. I’ve been making this trip for a few years.”




  “How old are you?” she asked, slightly confused.




  “Twenty-two, ma’am.”




  “Savannah, please,” she said, stepping aside to let him enter her home.




  “Thank you,” he said, hesitating when he heard the hammer on the gun gently release. “I see you’re prepared.”




  “Always. I’ve lived alone for several years and take no chances.”




  “Smart.”




  “Practical,” she told him, pointing to a chair while she sat on the couch.




  He dropped his bag by the door then sat down, looking around the room. After sitting in the winged armchair, he talked with her into early evening getting to know her—Savannah learning more about the stranger in front of her. A little after seven, Savannah made dinner, serving them baked chicken and biscuits.




  “This is really good but you shouldn’t have...”




  “It’s been a while since I’ve had guests to cook for. It’s my pleasure.”




  She watched him eat, a warmth filling her. His hands showed he hadn’t lied when he said he worked hard. She noticed his arms, the muscles firm under his tight sleeves. Maybe he’ll stay a while... She felt her body ache for him, begging for his entry. She tried to ignore the long suppressed feelings, needing to remain in control.




  After dinner, she showed him to one of the guestrooms. He dropped his bag on the bed looking around.




  “It’s all right, I hope,” she said.




  “Definitely. I was expecting to sleep in the barn.”




  “I wouldn’t consider such a thing,” she gasped. “There’s plenty of room in the house.”




  “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. I’m used to rustic living, plus people might talk.”




  “They’ve talked about me for years.”




  “I’d hate to add to it.”




  They gazed at each other, Savannah wanting him. This is wrong, he’s just a boy...




  “Breakfast is at seven. I’ll see you then.”




  “Thank you, Savannah.”




  She said good night and went to her room, quietly locking the door. Pulling her shawl around her, she made her way to the chair near the window and sat down, trembling from the sensations going through her. The last time a man had done this to her had been ten years before, right before he left her to go to war. Her fiancé swore he’d come back to her but died in Europe.




  The day he left, they swore they would marry when he returned home, only she watched them bury him in the local cemetery instead. She vowed she’d never get close to another man or go through the hurt again. Now this young man showed up at her door and turned her world inside-out. She tried to push her feelings back but couldn’t—ten long years of living alone catching up with her.




  “Stop it!” she berated herself.




  * * * *




  In the morning, she started breakfast hoping to give her new hand a good start for the day. She went to wake him, finding his room empty and his bed already made. Great, he’s gone. I’ve already scared him off...




  She returned to the kitchen, her stomach in knots.




  “Good morning.”




  “Cody, I...”




  “I went out and fed the animals already and mucked the stalls.”




  “When?”




  “I got up at dawn. You’ve got a real nice piece of land here.”




  She sat down staring at him. She’d had all these horrid thoughts and had been wrong about him, her insecurity ruling her. She watched him polish off two helpings of ham and eggs while she slowly ate her meal.




  “How many acres?”




  “Fifty,” she answered.




  “How’s the fencing?”




  “I don’t know. I haven’t been able to check it.”




  “I’ll take care of it after breakfast.”




  He finished eating, put the dishes in the sink and went outside. A few minutes later, she heard him gallop off toward the outlying property lines. Savannah Michaels got up and watched him disappear. The same feelings returned but she desperately tried to ignore them. No, it won’t work.




  Cody didn’t return until sundown. He fed the horse he’d taken out early in the day then entered the house and washed up before sitting down for a hot dinner.




  “What did you find?”




  “You had several pieces of fencing broken down. I repaired them the best I could.”




  “I’m sure you did a good job.”




  “I saw some other repairs you need to have done. I’ll get what I need and do it over the next few days.”




  “Thank you,” she said. She’d had workers help her out then leave but none had been as hard working as Cody Brooks. What is it about him?




  * * * *




  Cody said good night and left his new boss alone in the living room. He heard her come upstairs after turning off the lights and enter her room. Once the door closed, he laid back and thought.




  He’d been lucky when he walked into the diner in Murfreesboro, Tennessee. Over lunch, he learned of a spinster who owned a small farm on the outskirts of town and needed general help.




  “She doesn’t have much but she’s fair.”




  “Thank you, sir. Tell me how to get there and I’ll go see her.”




  He walked out of town and found the farm without too much problem. He went up to the door and knocked expecting to meet an older woman who would more than likely be someone’s grandmother. Instead, a beautiful woman stood before him, suspicious of his unannounced intrusion into her life. His first impression came when he smelled the scent of honeysuckle, a smell he’d grown to love in his travels.




  His cock hard, it begged to be buried inside this gorgeous woman’s body. He willed his body to calm while he tried to talk to her. He wanted this job if it meant just breathing the same air she did. He took a deep breath looking at how her dress draped over her subtle yet gorgeous curves. He’d never felt this kind of desire before and knew he would have to test her forbidden fruits.




  By dinner, they had warmed to each other, quickly becoming comfortable together. She showed him his room and said good night before he went inside. Stretching out in bed, his muscles cried out for the comfort of the mattress and begged him for sleep but emotionally, he remained wide awake.




  Hearing her go into her room, he fidgeted. He wanted her but couldn’t expect this woman to want him at his young age or this soon. Considering his naïveté when it came to matters in the bedroom, he fought his desires and tried to sleep. She wouldn’t want me anyway...




  The next evening, he turned in early, tired from the long day. Unable to take it any longer, he left his room and crossed the hallway to her door. He put his hand on the doorknob but froze when he heard her sobbing. Everything in him wanted to go to her but he barely knew her well enough to presume she’d take his comfort as anything more than intended.




  He quietly went back to his room and willed his body to relax. He fell asleep dreaming of the woman in the other room and how he would love to fuck her. He wanted to bury his cock inside her and please her, only thanks to his lack of experience, he didn’t know how he would satisfy her.




  Damn it, why me?




  * * * *




  Over the next few weeks, Cody worked hard. He fixed things in need of repair. He tore down overgrown weeds and bushes before painting the house and the barn. He even fixed loose shingles on the roof. She watched him, overjoyed by how much had been done. It scared her though—with everything he did, his time at her small farm seemed to be quickly coming to an end.




  She cherished their chats in the evening when he would sit with her while she listened to the radio. Saturday nights, they enjoyed the WSM Barn Dance from Nashville. She would read or crochet while he read the newspaper or relaxed.




  “Have you found anyone in town to visit with? I’m sure there must be someone your age...”




  “Not really interested. I’d rather be here with you.”




  “Cody, I’m old enough to be your mother.”




  “I don’t care. You’re a beautiful vibrant woman who quietly tells me what to do without giving me orders. You are everything I want in a woman and I truly cherish our time together.”




  Savannah blushed. She’d had the same thoughts about him but fought them. One thing she refused to do was make a fool of herself with him. She cared too much for him and feared driving him away. She felt comfortable with him in her home and in her life and she needed him to stay as long as he could.




  “You’re beautiful when you blush, Savannah. There’s no need to be embarrassed.”




  “What makes you think I’m embarrassed?”




  “I hear you crying at night. I’ve wanted to comfort you but I didn’t know how you’d react to a man my age...”




  “Cody, I...”




  “It’s all right. If anyone should be blushing it’s me.”




  “Why?”




  “I’ve never been with a woman before. I wouldn’t know what to do.”




  “What are you saying?”




  “I’ve had girlfriends and I’ve kissed them but never went any further. They had values they lived by or I didn’t hang around long enough to find out.”




  Savannah felt flushed. Here I am having thoughts about being in love with a babe in the woods. How could I...




  “Excuse me. I’m suddenly very tired. I’ll...I’ll see you in the morning.”




  She left the room and went upstairs to her room, locking the door behind her. Oh, my God, what do I do?




  * * * *




  Savannah lay in bed, tossing and turning. She wanted him knowing how wrong it would be but it did not stop her body from aching for him. Weeks passed and the urges refused to leave her. In fact, they intensified. She wanted to feel his strong arms around her. She wanted to lie beside him and feel a man’s body next to hers. Ten years had passed and she no longer felt loyalty to a memory. With Cody Brooks, she could feel life again.
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