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Riding Lessons


On the big shaded porch of a Montana ranch house I stand very still in a futile attempt to blend in with the background.  When the background was rolling high plains and hazy mountains in the distance under endless azure skies that was not an easy task for someone stepping straight out from the ivory tower.


 


To my left towers a gruff, barrel-chested man with skin like leather, a bristled chin that looked carved from granite and hands like catcher’s mitts.  To my right looms an even bigger man all in denim and flannel with a chest as wide as two of me side by side, a beard thicker than steel wool and a ratty old stetson worn off kilter that looks like it had seen more days in the sun than I had days on Earth.  And there I stood in the middle in my stiff new boots and crisp new jeans and my fresh off the rack vest that I had thought would actually let me blend in out here.   My face is smooth, my features delicate, my wavy brown hair fell down around my shoulders, my lithe physique twig-like between these two man mountains, and my delicate artist’s hands gave away the fact I’d never done an honest day’s labor in my life. Compared to these burly men’s work worn clothes and weather worn features I might as well have been a ballerina wearing a clown outfit.


 


When I put out resumes for a summer job I had cast my net WIDE.  My father encouraged me to apply for literally every job I saw.  He assured me that fudging my credentials was expected and that employers liked to train employees their own way anyway and that I would ‘learn on the fly’ anything I really needed to know.  I just had to fake until I make it.  To be fair to Dad he was getting tired of supporting me and my dream of becoming the next great American artist.  Understandably he was even more desperate than I was to actually get some funds flowing into my meager account.  Somewhere in that flurry of scatter shot applications I had evidently applied to be a…ranch hand!?  When I got the email telling me that I was one of three successful applicants I at first thought it was practical joke by my roomie.  But it was real.  And it paid.  And here I was.  Over 500 miles from home and not a god damned clue as to what I was doing.


 


“You new, kid?”  Grumbles the ogre to my left.


 


“Um, yeah.”  I reply, my voice sounding like sparrow song against his grizzly growl.


 


“Relax.”  He says.  “As long as you can ride the rest is just hard work.”


 


“Oh.  Yeah.  For sure.”  I say.  “Ride.  As in…horses?”


 


The two giants both look down at me as if I’d just spoken in tongues.  “Ohhhh boy.”


 


I shrink under their Ride?  Ride!?  As in…horses?  Did people still do that for real?  For work?  I saw the horses on the way in but I just assumed those were for sport and pleasure.  What in the hell had I put on that application form?  What in the hell was I doing here!?  If I called right now I wondered if that cab I’d grabbed to bring me all the way out here from the bus station might be able to swing back around to get me the hell out of here.


 


Just then the front screen door slaps open and out steps a woman in painted on blue jeans, a snug blue collared work shirt with the sleeves rolled up, a shiny gold belt buckle, and scuffed old felt white stetson.  Out from that hat cascaded curly blond hair that spilled past her shoulders.  She was tall for a woman, maybe an inch taller than me, and by her slender but sturdy frame and the muscles in her tanned forearms I could see at a glance this was a lady who was just as adept at throwing bales as she was at curling her hair.  She was older than me, but not by much, though the sun and the wind had carved charming little laugh lines at the corner of her mouth and eyes.  And by God!  I don’t know if there was something in the mountain air but damn the girls grew pretty out here.  The hard soles of her boots clomp against the wood floor of the porch as she walks from the door toward the stairs with barely a glance our direction.


 


“Nice have y’all back, fellas.”  She says.  “Gus, Woodie.  Pa wants you two with him down at the…”  At the top of the stairs she suddenly stops and slowwwwly turns her head in our direction.  Her sky blue gaze passes right by the others to lock on me.  “Well!  Hello, darlin!”  Her painted pink lips curl into a smile as bright as the early June sky.  “You ain’t Jake.”  She turns to face me.  Hooking her thumbs into her belt she takes a long look up and down my body while slowly nodding.  “No, sir!  You ain’t Jake at all.”


 


I clear my throat to introduce myself when I notice…something that stood out even more than me between Gus and Woodie.  At the crotch of her tight, faded denim jeans stretched a bulge as big as Gus’s fist.  She was a futa!


 


“See somethin ya like?”  The woman says.  In a panic my eyes snap upward, though I hadn’t he courage to make it all the way to her eyes after ogling her member…which unfortunately meant…  She gives her B-cup tits, which I was staring right at, a playful squeeze.  “Keep goin.  Almost there.”  With no more detours I look up into her eyes to find them wide and twinkling like clear mountain ponds.  “There ya go.”  Her eyes flare as they glide back down my body and up again.  Unlike my clumsy gawking she makes no secret and no excuses for where she was looking.  By the time her eyes meet mine again she was blushing almost as hard as I was.  “Why you are the prettiest man I ever did see.”


 


“He’s new.”


 


“New?”  She laughs, a deep honest belly laugh like you don’t hear that much in the city where everyone was trying to be ‘cool’ and keep up appearances.  “Why he’s as green as spring grass.”  She approaches me.  Reaching out she grabs me by the arms, not roughly but firmly, and slowly runs her hands down my slender arms.  Eventually her rough hands reach my buttery smooth palms.  “Oh.  Oh my.  Oh my, oh my, oh my.”  She softly rubs her thumbs back and forth across my delicate fingers and soft palms.  She looks up and mutters something then back down into my eyes again.  She licks her lips and swallows hard.  “What’s yer name, darlin?”
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