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"Will you tell me what it's like?" I asked as
I straddled him over the white linen sheets.

He ran a hand up my stomach and cupped my
breast in his hand. "What what's like?"

"What we've been talking about. What it's
like in that rodeo, on that horse the way you ride it. When it's
bucking like it does." I pushed myself forward into his hand and
felt the muscles of his stomach ripple as he propped himself up on
an elbow beneath me. "Am I the only one having this
conversation?"

"Can you blame me for getting distracted?" He
asked, kissing at my stomach above the belly button. "You get these
subjects in your head and sitting there naked on top of me it's all
I can do to keep my head straight."

I bit my lip in acknowledgement of the
compliment and put a hand behind me, feeling at his crotch. "I
don't mean to confuse your poor head, Jack. I just get
single-minded sometimes. Won't you tell me about it?"

"The horses?"

"What it's like to feel all that power
between your legs, hanging on for dear life." I squeezed my thighs
around him in enthusiasm. "It must be incredible."

I found his cock, already fully stiff and
waiting for me under the only piece of clothing I had yet to remove
from him.

"Honestly, I never really have time to think
much," he breathed, his voice becoming strained and finally
breaking off into a low moan as he felt me rubbing at him.

"I imagine it's sort of like angry sex," I
mused, twirling the cotton of his underwear with my index finger
and sneaking a pink into the fly. "That's what it felt like as I
was dreaming about it last night, at any rate. I was dreaming it
was like being on a man who for the life of him didn't want to give
it up, but gave it up anyways."

"That's an odd - an odd - way to describe
it," Jack said between sharp inhalations. He reached out again and
ran his hands up my naked torso, letting his worn nails drag into
the soft skin of my hips.

"How would you, then?" I asked, moaning in
turn as his fingers returned to my breasts and began to caress my
nipples into pleasurable stiffness.

He considered the question a moment, or
perhaps was simply contemplating my breasts. "Like whitewater," he
said thoughtfully. "It's like getting caught up in a real bad
current that tosses you this way and that and all you can do is try
to make it out alive."

"So it's unpleasant?" I asked, taking the
elastic strap of his underwear in my fingers and sliding back onto
his thighs, freeing his cock at last and rubbing myself down its
shaft. I closed my eyes in pleasure as I felt it part the lips of
my pussy.

"It ain't a picnic," he said, squeezing my
ass cheeks in two hands and guiding me over him again.

"I thought I might want to try it."

He took himself in his hand and moved to
guide himself into me, but I leaned forward, raising my ass in the
air away from him and kissing him on the mouth tantalizingly. This
moment, watching Jack squirm in lust and need beneath me, was half
the reason I would pick up the phone to call him in the first
place. He was so incredibly hot when he was this horny. His
nostrils would flair, just like they were doing now, and his strong
hands would squeeze at me with a slightly stinging intensity.

"You absolute tease," he accused me with a
smile on his face. "You take my cock when I put it to you."

I arched my back in a mocking pose of
indecision. "Do you think I could, if I wanted to?"

"Could what?" He rubbed two fingers over my
pussy and circled my clit.

I wriggled in inarticulate pleasure for a
moment and then with difficulty pushed his hand away so as to
repeat the question. "Ride rough stock. In the ring."

"You want to?"

"I was thinking on it."

"Might be more than you could handle," he
said, grinning. Whenever he smiled I always found myself wondering
what a ranch hand needed with such white teeth.

"That's what you think?"

He made an innocent expression and wormed a
finger around my hand to resume toying at my clit. "I wouldn't dare
to say."

"Well I - " I began, panting slightly, "- I
think I'm up to it. I think I'd like to try."

He dipped a finger into my pussy with a
thoughtful expression on his face. "Then I suppose Ricky would be
the fellow to see about that."

I moaned slightly and put a hand to his
shoulder, pushing him back flat onto the bed. "Alright," I said.
And then I reached behind me and found his cock again, swollen and
stiff and raised slightly off his body. I went up onto my knees and
lowered myself around it, closing my eyes and exhaling in pleasure
as it entered and filled me. Beneath me I felt his breathing
quicken as well.

He returned his hands to my ass and I began
to move on him, circling and moving up and down. The penetration
was deep and filling and it wasn't long before I could feel the hot
ecstasy rising in my groin. I thrust myself onto him with
increasing frenzy and a long moan escaped from my lips.

The orgasm was a good one and I was wrapped
in it for several visionless seconds before it began to ebb. From
within myself I became aware of him stiffening and then he came
inside me, his breath a series of harsh gasps.

I watched him relax back onto the sheets and
I lowered forward and laid my head onto his chest as its heaving
slowed into that gentle, contented breathing that was so gratifying
to feel beneath me. I loved the scent of him in moments like these,
the smell of masculine exertion and sex mingling in my
nostrils.

"That was almost together," I murmured
contentedly, not opening my eyes.

I felt his hand stroking my hair. "That it
was," he agreed.

"Jack?" I asked, my voice still quiet.

"Yes, Josie?"

"I was thinking maybe you'd like to have
dinner with me and my folks this Sunday."

He continued to stroke my hair without
answering.

"Wouldn't that be nice?" I insisted.

"Don't go pressing it like that," he said.
"Let's just enjoy being together just now."

"I don't mean to push."

I felt him let out a long exhalation, his
chest descending and lowering my resting head as it went. "Josie,
you're a wonderful girl. But you know it ain't like that between
us. You know it ain't."

"So how come? But not that I mean to be
pushing."

I felt him kiss the top of my head and then
his hands were on my shoulders, gently guiding me off of him and
onto the linen of the bed. "We've talked on it," he said, sitting
up and swinging his legs over the edge of the bed.

"I just figured it was liable to change
someday. I mean, not that it has to, but just that it might. Not
that I'm waiting on it, I mean."

"Well, I'm happy with things as they are, is
all."

"You think you can do better than me? Is that
it?"

"Hush now. I said no such thing, and I
believe no such thing."

He stood up and I watched him hunting about
on the floor for his underwear.

"What do the boys at Willard's say about me?"
I asked.

"They don't say nothing. Ain't no one
bad-mouthing you. I wouldn't stand for it. A lot of them wouldn't
stand for it."

"I don't mean it like that. I just mean, what
do they say?"

"What makes you think they say at all?"

I smoothed out the sheet in front of me.
"Just suppose they did, I mean. Just suppose if I came up some
night. Am I the kind of girl you'd be proud to say you were going
with?"

"You know I ain't one to kiss and tell."

I frowned at him. "But suppose you were."

He flashed me those white teeth in his most
innocent smile. "I'm liable to get a headache if you keep me
supposing much longer."

I sat up. "Don't give me your country boy
routine. It's a simple question, is all."

"Well what's the nature of it, then? If it's
a simple question, then give it to me simple."

"I just get the sense sometimes, is all. Like
maybe people don't take me seriously. Like maybe all this 'not how
it is with us' is all I get from people around here. Or maybe I'm
just self-conscious, on the other hand."

"I still don't know what you're getting
at."

I gave up trying to get to the main issue and
reached back over my shoulder to dig out his underwear from under
the dresser. "Well, alright." I said, handing them to him. "What
about Casey? He ever talk about me?"

"Now you keep this up I'm liable to catch a
jealous thought in my head."

"I'm just asking is all, after you saying how
we wasn't like that. You can forget I said it if you want to."

He pulled his jeans on and then eyed me,
shaking his head. "You're more than I can figure out sometimes,
Josie. But I got to go any which way."

"You're leaving?"

"Got to. Saturday's a working day."

"You already done spent half the morning
here. What can the other half hurt?"

"Don't you mind." He pulled on his shirt. "It
was nice, though."

"Yeah," I said, watching him out the door.
Jack was a good man and didn't mean any harm, and I've never found
a way to get angry with a man with such a beautiful head of dirty
blond hair - that exact shade of dirty blond hair being my one
girlish weakness, I suppose.











It was a week later that Jack put me in touch
with Ricky, the man who organized the annual rodeo up in Marion. I
had kept on him about it until he gave it up. Sometimes I'm more
persistent than people care for, but when I get a thought in my
head it won't quit out of it until it's been seen through. We had a
few words on the phone, Ricky and me, but he said to come on down
and see him at his leather store. It's exactly the sort of store
you'd expect a man who runs a rodeo to own.

"You're Jack's girl, is that it?" he asked
when I walked in and said I wasn't buying.

He was as big a man as his voice on the phone
made him sound to be, all broad shoulders and barrel-chested, with
hair on his knuckles that you could scrub a dish with.

"That's me," I said, holding out a hand that
he proceeded to grasp at the knuckles rather than round the
palm.

"You're a little thing," he observed, running
a brazen eye over me. "I figured someone asking the kinds of
questions you were would look a bit more athletic."

I managed not to be offended. "I'm not trying
to win any competitions, Ricky," I explained. "I'm just deathly
curious what it would feel like to ride one of those. Just try it
once, you know, before I'm one of them fat old ladies with
arthritis out to her toenails."

He laughed and laid a heavy hand on his chin.
"Well, the thing of it is, is a question of liability. And not to
mention that this rodeo only runs the one night and I'm not in the
business of hosting an amateur talent show. It's a community event
that people look forward to. They want to see people who know what
they're doing."

I looked at him in confusion. "What do you
mean? I don't want to be in the rodeo."

He shot my confusion right back at me. "You
said on the phone you wanted to ride one of my broncs."

"Yeah, just ride it is all. Just once. See
what it felt like to have a rough animal underneath me. See if I
couldn't hang on. I just figured I could come by sometime one of
your horses was needing some exercise or something. You know, maybe
one of the tamer ones."

He rubbed a hand along the back of his neck.
"That's really not how something like this is done, I'm afraid.
You're liable to come off the moment that horse gets going, and
then you'll need good people all around to bring it under control
and get you out of there. If we just went out back and turned 'er
loose, you'd break that little body of yours clean in half."

His eyes lingered on me as he said it and I
blushed slightly.

"Even if it was just a tamer one? I mean, I
was never aiming to ride your wildest."

He shook his head. "That won't change
anything about it. You get one of them horses going and you've got
half a ton of demon-possessed animal turned loose on this
world."

I let out an exasperated sigh. "But isn't
there a time when there would be a couple fellas around who could
lend a hand?"

"I hire professionals to work that job. They
come in from the pro tour. You couldn't pull any knucklehead off
the street and trust your life to him."

I frowned in thought. "There's no way?"

"None. I run the horses at the rodeo, and not
a day before and not a day after."

I gave him my prettiest, most plaintive look,
and then gave up and started the long drive back home.











"It's not happening," I told Jack the
following night.

"Figured," was all he said.

"And what's that mean?" I flared, my
frustration at the wasted trip getting the better of me.

"Just didn't seem realistic," he explained.
"I figured once you got told what was involved you'd back out."

"That ain't how it happened at all," I
exclaimed.

"That so?" he asked mildly. He was running
the back of his finger over my shirt.

"Yeah, he said he only set off the horses for
the rodeo, and not any other time."

"I see. Well, probably for the best." He
dipped his fingers between the buttons of my shirt, and his head
was cocked sideways in that way he did sometimes.

"You know I could have done it."

"I don't doubt it," he said mildly.

"I would have ridden that horse. I'd have
stuck there like a bur, just see it get me off."

"Mmhmm," he said undoing the buttons one at a
time.

"Do you really think I couldn't?"

"I said no such thing." His hand entered my
shirt and began to follow the strap of my bra back towards its
clasp. "All I know is you look good enough to eat right now."

I pushed his hand away in annoyance. "That
ain't the only thing I can do, Jack Reilly."

He put his hands on his hips. "Well, shit, it
ain't most people can do it. I don't see why you're so worked
up."

"I'm worked up because you act this way about
every idea that comes into my head. You just figure if you nod long
enough I'll shut up and get to fucking."

"The fucking ain't bad," he protested.

"That's not my point. I'm going to show you
what's what."

"Well what's what, then?"

"I'm going to ride that horse and show you I
can do what I set my mind to, and that you ain't so special for
having won a competition more than six years back that you still
talk about whenever you get drunk."

He held up his hands in surrender, and I
relented and pulled his clothes off. I'm a girl to ride a man hard,
even spitefully I suppose, if I get worked up at him. I take it out
on him in the bedroom. It's a better strategy in the long run than
kicking a man out into the night. It was my mother taught me that,
though not in so many words.











Jack had barely left for the evening before I
set about to proving him wrong.

"You're going to let me into that rodeo, Mr.
Champaign," I said to Ricky over the phone.

"This is Jack's girl, is it?" he said a
little sleepily into the line. "I thought you got your head on
straight."

"I want to ride one."

There was a long silence on the line. "You
ain't competing," he said. "But maybe I can squeeze you in. Let me
think on it."

"Couldn't you just let me out there for a
minute in between this and that?"

"Well, I could let you in as a showgirl, and
stick you out there billed for entertainment purposes. I wouldn't
normally be willing to turn my rodeo into an amateur night."

"But you'll do it?"

"I don't know why, exactly, but I suppose I
will. You're not hard on the eyes; maybe the crowd will like
you."

I wasn't sure how to react to the parting
comment, but still managed to sleep that night with a little smile
of victory right across my face.











The two weeks before the rodeo passed me by
just barely slow enough that I could begin to rethink the wisdom of
what I was about to do. If Jack hadn't been such an ass about it
... but now I was committed. And if I looked like a fool, I'd look
like a fool in front of hundreds of people from all over the
county.

The day before the rodeo, I drove up to
Marion to go over the exact details.

 

"Are you kidding me?" I exclaimed when I saw
the piece of cloth on Ricky Champaign's desk.

"I told you, you're out there for
entertainment purposes and technically billed as one of the
showgirls."

"I'm not wearing that."

He shrugged. "You could go without it if you
want to. They might throw you in jail for public indecency, but
it'd be a good show until then."

"That's not what I meant."

"Well you aren't going out there in
competition equipment. I already told you."

"Surely there is a middle ground," I said
plaintively.

He waved the fabric in front of me.
"Entertainment purposes. Take it or leave it."

I took the fabric in my hand and held it out
at arm's length. It was a sort of shimmery gray singlet, resembling
a very thin and flamboyant leotard with little tassels at the hips
and shoulders and a neckline that plunged deep enough to draw water
from. I rolled it tentatively between my fingers. "This is the only
way?"

"My business is putting on a show."

"You could have mentioned this two weeks
ago."

"I told you that you wouldn't be a
competitor."

"I didn't know this was what that meant."

He spread his hands again and motioned me
towards the door. I balled the outfit up in my fist and walked out,
suddenly only half-sure I was capable of going out there at
all.

When I got home I spread singlet out and
paced back and forth in front of it. If I - but I couldn't. I had
set out to do this and I was going to do it. I didn't need anyone
insinuating that I wasn't serious.

I took a deep breath and began to change into
the outfit. The first thing I noticed was that air seemed to flow
right through it. Except for the slight tightness where the elastic
held it in place, it felt like I was barely wearing anything at
all. I stepped in front of the mirror.

The woman looking back at me was
underdressed. There were no two ways about it. I pulled at the
crotch, trying to see if there wasn't some way to let it sit
without giving me a slight camel toe. Even in the empty room I was
blushing.

Worst of all, the straps of the singlet were
only a finger thick and crossed at the back. Any bra I tried to
wear with this would be at least half-showing. There were flimsy
molded cups in the front, which I supposed indicated that I wasn't
supposed to wear a bra inside of it anyways. I said a quick prayer
thanking the universe that I did not have particularly large
breasts.

Overall it felt more like a very thin
swimsuit than it did any sort of outfit to wear at a public
gathering. I turned around in front of the mirror, blushed again,
and then hurriedly changed back into street clothes.











I slept restlessly that night. Half my
worries were on the prospect of making a fool of myself in that
outfit, and the other half were of making a fool of myself on the
horse. It was still very early in the morning when I gave up on
sleep altogether and drew myself a hot bath in an attempt to relax.
There are two ways to drown the butterflies, my mother taught me,
and only one of them ain't a sin.

The day came about crisp and bright when it
finally did. The wind was running through the trees out my window
all day and making me jump, and by mid-afternoon I figured it was
time to head out. I changed into the outfit, threw on my longest,
bulkiest coat, and made the drive up to Marion I was starting to
get pretty familiar with.

When I pulled up at the back parking to the
big arena, the fuss and hubbub of preparation was well underway.
Reluctantly I set the coat in the passenger's seat of my car and
started making my way back to the personnel tent. Every stable hand
and roadie I passed gawked at me at least a little bit as I made my
way past them in the skimpy little singlet and my hair done up
tight in a ponytail to keep it out of the way.

There was already quite a crowd of riders
milling about and registering under the tent. They were all in the
jeans and leather chaps with variously tasseled jackets. Most of
them looked a bit the worse for wear, tough and mean. Even the
women had hard-faces and looked like they didn't take lip.

I lurked at a distance, trying to pick Jack
out among them and see if I couldn't get a little moral support.
Eventually I caught sight of that honest face of his and managed to
catch his eye. His mouth dropped open and it took him a few seconds
to remember to move his feet.

"Heya, Jack," I said, putting a plaintive
hand on his arm.

"Josie, what on earth are you wearing?" His
eyes were very big.

"What they put me in, is all."

"You're riding in that?"

"That was what Ricky said I had to do."

He ran his eyes over me and whistled. "Well
damned if you aren't a bit distracting. And here I was trying to
keep my head on straight for the competition."

"I'm just a bit nervous."

"Well ain't anybody who isn't. I told you
it's a hard thing."

"Is Ricky around?"

"Somewhere. I think I saw him that ways
earlier. I wouldn't bother him, though. He's got a lot of things
keeping him busy."

The afternoon was starting to cool and the
air on my skin was becoming noticeably chilly. I rubbed a hand over
my bare arm.

"You know who I did see," Ricky said, "is
your old friend Emma from high school."

My heart sank. "Her?"

"She's roping in the women's
competition."

I made a face and tried to shudder out the
displeasure of hearing her name.

"I thought you two were friends," Jack said,
scratching his neck.

"Shows how much you know. She's always hated
me for some reason. She was always trying to get me in trouble or
spreading some ugly rumor about me."

"Is that so?"

"Yes, it is. She thought I was making eyes at
her boyfriend when truth was he just didn't like her much. I didn't
care for him any which way. What's so funny about that?"

"Nothing's funny. I'm sorry to hear it."

"You should be."

He shrugged. "Well, I got to go get ready,
and you probably need to go talk to the man checking people in at
the table there."

"Oh, I suppose I should. Well, I'll see you
later, then. Good luck."

"Yeah, thanks," he said. "You, too."

I flashed him a smile and moved towards the
tent, noticing over my shoulder how his eyes stayed absolutely
locked on me as I walked away. Whatever else I was feeling, the way
I seemed to drive him crazy made me feel a bit better. It put the
tiniest spring in my step and the confidence to approach the
competitor's tent with an outwardly calm face.

I rode that confidence as far as I could, but
it was already about run out by the time I was drawing abreast of
the outer circles of milling riders, all in their leather chaps and
boots and stiff hats. There was a noticeable decline in the noise
level as people broke off their conversations to watch me pass. The
men watched me with a mixture of incredulity and open admiration,
and the women just with an incredulity that bordered on the
hostile. I probably would be doing the same thing myself, I had to
admit.

I did everything I could to pretend I
couldn't notice their reactions, but I could feel heat rising to my
cheeks in a slow blush that told everyone who looked at me just how
aware of myself and embarrassed I was.

A surprised voice came to me from my left.
"Josie?"

I turned, looking for the origin of the
voice. My heart stopped just as my eyes did, landing on the
painfully handsome face of Casey Rutgers, with that jaw line and
them eyes of his. Boy, did he look good in that brushed hide jacket
that fit just the right way over his athletic frame. His grey eyes
were taking me in with slight surprise and his eyebrows were
threatening to disappear into his rough, almost black hair.

"Oh, heya, Casey," I said, turning to him and
feeling my blush deepen to somewhere near crimson. "You're ah -
you're riding tonight?"

"I am," he said, staring at me openly.

With difficulty I managed to stand in a way
that resembled casual.

He gestured at my front. "I take it you're
part of the action, as well."

"Oh, this thing?" I lifted a leaden arm up
and plucked at the front of the outfit. The friction from my wrist
lead me to a horrifying realization. My nipples had stiffened in
the chill of the early evening. I glanced down in spite of myself
and saw them poking out within the thin fabric, almost painfully
obvious on my otherwise unadorned front.

I froze, staring in mute horror at myself and
then the ground and then at Casey's politely inquiring face. I was
paralyzed between the two equally powerful urges to acknowledge it
and cover myself or to try to ignore it and will this whole
situation away. My cheeks were on fire.

"Josie?"

"Uh - yeah."

"So you're performing or something?"

"Right," I said, not really hearing him. It
was utterly humiliating that I was standing here for all intents
and purposes with everything showing. And yet, it was also
extremely arousing in a way I could never have expected. It was as
though I could actually feel Casey's eyes roving over my body. With
pleasurable horror I felt myself becoming wet. That transitioned
quickly into genuine horror as it occurred to me that this was just
the sort of fabric that would display any wetness that came into
it.

"I didn't know you did," Casey was saying.
"What do you do, exactly?"

I stared at him, trying to piece back
together the past few seconds of our conversation. "Oh," I
exclaimed, "no, I'm not performing. I'm going to try to ride one of
them broncs."

Though it seemed impossible, Casey's eyebrows
rose even higher. "You're competing?" His eyes flicked over me
again.

"No," I spluttered. "I'm just trying it out,
is all. I just wanted to try it, you know. And Ricky said he
wouldn't let me unless it was at the rodeo."

Casey nodded slowly, wrapping his head around
the concept. "I see. I suppose Ricky might feel that way," he said
dubiously.

Just as it clicked into place in Casey's mind
that I had been tricked into making a fool of myself for Ricky's
profit, it occurred to me as well. My insides gave a wriggle of
genuine shame and I ran a hand through my hair.

"Hey, Casey," a woman's voice said from his
other side. "You done registered?"

I peered around him and saw the single worst
face I could have seen in that instant.

"Well there, Emma," I said, profoundly
uncomfortable.

She stepped out to the side and her eyebrows
immediately shot up to a similar altitude as Casey's had reached.
"My goodness," she said.

She was wearing the same heavy leather
rider's gear as the rest of them, and her red hair was back in a
thick braid beneath her Stetson.

"Josie, I didn't see you there," Emma said,
finding her voice again. "Hard to believe."

I shifted uncomfortably, unsure what to
say.

"What a simply lovely outfit," she went
on.

I shrugged in my best impression of
nonchalance. "It keeps the rain off."

One of her eyebrows was beginning to climb
higher than the other, giving her expression a sort of vindictive
incredulity. "If the rain falls in the right places, I suppose."
She gave me a final once-over and then turned back to Casey. "I've
got a saddle buckle that's pulling loose. I was wondering if you
wouldn't look at it for me."

"Of course," he agreed. "Good luck out there,
Josie."

"Yeah. You, too," I said.

I turned, becoming aware again of the people
milling around and casting frequent glances my way. They parted for
me as I moved as though even the ones without eyes on me were
constantly aware of me, and I headed up to the registration
desk.

"Hi, I'm Josie Patterson for check-in," I
said as I stepped in front of the plastic folding table. "I'm not
in the actual competition, but Mr. Champaign said I could take a
turn out there."

The man bent over the desk ran his finger
down the list on his clipboard and then made a note in the margin
before turning up to look at me. His eyes went wide and he coughed
in embarrassment, turning back to his clipboard. "Mmhmm. Ahem.
Alright. Josie Patterson. Ricky said we had a gentle one for you,
and I'm going to slot you in right between the bareback and the
roping. That should be about - " he looked at his watch " -
seven-thirty by the clock."

"Alright, thanks," I said.

Mercifully finished with the first task of
the day, I drew off behind the grandstand a ways to avoid prying
eyes. Finally away from the constant attention, I had the freedom
to examine myself. I smoothed at the fabric over my chest in an
attempt to flatten my nipples, but in my aroused state the friction
only made matters worse.

I bent over and saw to my utter mortification
that I had been right in my fears. A small but spreading patch of
moisture was discernible on the thin fabric over my crotch. I tried
to rub it dry, but that was an even bigger mistake than trying to
flatten my nipples.

I felt like someone who's gotten into real
trouble while drunk. You know what's happening is serious and that
you need to be clearheaded to deal with it, but the chemicals at
work in your brain just make everything seem sort of dreamlike and
surreal. That's how it was with me then, humiliated and
apprehensive but so aroused by those same emotions that I almost -
almost - didn't mind.

I listened with those mixed emotions flowing
around as a growing noise began to rise from the grandstand. The
crowd was arriving. I took a few deep breaths, steadied myself as
best I could, and then made my way back around towards where a gate
was open for competitors to take seats above the staging area.

By hunching over and keeping my arms
strategically in front of me, I was able to slide into a seat near
some of the riders without attracting much attention. And yet I
knew it was just the calm before the storm, to be sitting there
without anybody paying me any heed. My stomach was very tight as I
looked up at the swelling crowd.

There was a video screen at one end of the
arena. I hadn't remembered that being there. Maybe it was new, I
thought miserably. It was at least twenty feet across and
dishearteningly high resolution.

The first events passed me by in a distracted
blur. All I could think about was what was about to happen. From my
seat I could see the horses corralled back towards the rear of the
complex. I did not feel like much of a match for one of them, at
this particular time.

The saddle riding came first, and I cringed
to see the explosiveness of the horses at close range. I tried to
imagine how I was ever going to hold on. The riders flew through
the air on sickening trajectories, and I felt my hands trembling
where they clutched my knees.

The bareback followed. I saw Jack lining up.
He turned to find me back in the seats and gave me a wink and a
wave of his hat. I would have waved back, but my hands were crossed
firmly in front of me.

He rode well for his full eight, but the
judges weren't particularly friendly to him. Jack had a tendency to
flop around a bit more than he should. Casey rode a couple slots
later, and he was a real sight to see, the way everything seemed to
flow around him without him missing a beat. At the end of it all,
though, I think they gave it to a fellow out of Jackson with a real
lean face and a walk that made you think he was about to pitch over
sideways. I wasn't paying much attention, given how I was just
about up.

As the time came close, I moved down to the
gate, feeling the eyes around me returning to my figure. I pulled
the riding glove over my right and tried to focus on the task at
hand. I was here to ride a horse, after all. I couldn't half afford
to be as distracted as I was.

The horse was waiting for me at the gate with
two handlers. They exchanged grins as they helped me climb the wall
and move into position to mount.

"You hold on now, you hear?" one of them said
to me.

"Just you watch," I told him, trying
recapture some of the confidence that had gotten me into this mess
in the first place.

"I won't take much convincing," he joked to
his partner and the two laughed more than the joke really deserved,
I thought.

I was drawn away from their chortling as I
heard a sarcastic voice cut through the crowd to me. "Hey, Josie,
have fun out there."

I turned around to find who had spoken and
saw Emma already mounted and with a lasso over her arm, waiting on
deck for my little freak show to finish. She had a very unfriendly
look on her face.

But before I could respond I heard a huge
swell in the noise of the crowd. I looked around and saw faces and
lights on me. Cameras were flashing from somewhere up in the
bleachers. I turned to the video board and saw myself, sort of
small and ill-equipped, splashed across the huge screen. Everything
that I had been trying to keep hid for the past forty-five minutes
was etched in all its detail across the display for all to see.

"And here for the very first turn of her
life, let's hear it for the lovely local girl, Josie
Patterson!"

The crowd boomed out, and I couldn't help but
hear quite a few catcalls and a few jeers mixed in with the general
applause. I went to lift my free hand in acknowledgement and gave a
sort of limp, self-conscious wiggle.

"On your ready, rider," the man controlling
the gate said.

I took a very deep breath, made a silent
appeal to the charitable nature of the horse underneath me. You be
good to me, I said to the horse, to the rodeo, to the crowd, and
even to the ground under the horse's hoofs. This was it, then. And
I signaled him the release.

The explosion of energy beneath me was
enormous. I flopped back flat on my back, hanging onto the rope for
dear life, as the supposedly gentle mare kicked out violently into
the empty air. As soon as my back made contact with the horse, I
was pitching forward again, coming unseated for an instant and
landing on my wrist but somehow managing to hold on. My left hand
was flailing about me in the air in what I imagine was a pretty
absurd looking display.

But after several more bucks, I was still
mounted. It seemed like it had been an hour. The slimmest hope
began growing in my head that this was something I could do. I
could hold on and ride this and not make a fool of myself.
Incredulous elation was flooding through me with each little
victory over the horse's attempts to unseat me.

It was at this critical moment, just when it
occurred to me that I might be able to stay on long enough to be
proud of, that I felt the rip at the back of my neck. It happened
over the course of two bucks. I felt the first rip and my heart
froze in sheer terror at what I had just felt. Before I could react
or truly process it, the second rip came, and then the familiar
pressure of the strap on the back of my neck was gone.

I felt what little support the garment
offered disappear, and then cold air was playing over the skin of
my breasts as they flew free of their thin cover.

I heard a roar from the crowd as I hung on to
the rope for dear life. My free hand made a dive for the loose
strap but missed, and I clamped the arm instead over my suddenly
exposed chest. I don't know whether I was trying to cover myself or
just keep them from bouncing so ridiculously and not
unpainfully.

The dismay and utter humiliation of the
moment washed all concentration right out of my mind and I lost
sight of the rope. I almost lost my grip on it, too, but realized
in time and managed to prevent myself from flying off for a moment
longer. That moment proved just long enough for one of the now
flailing straps to become lodged under the loosening rope. I slid
sideways, losing my balance, and then I went free.

I heard another high-pitched ripping sound,
and in the small part of my brain not focused on my impending
collision with the ground I noticed that I was feeling considerably
more air on my skin than might normally be the case.

I hit the dirt painfully on my side. I
clutched at my ribs and looked up at the crowd, beside themselves
at the spectacle I was unintentionally providing them. I looked in
dismay at the bronco bucking away from me, and my dismay doubled as
I saw the entirety of my skimpy garment tattered and wrapped up in
the rope that still hung over the horses flank.

My mouth opened in utter horror and I turned
up to the video billboard. Sure enough, there I was. Every part of
me. The crowd seemed beside themselves. My head swam and I began
trying to stand. My legs were shaky, but they held me.

I looked around to see if I was in danger
from the horse, but it had trotted off to one side where two
handlers were well on their way to getting it out of the ring. I
clamped a hand over my groin and a hand over chest and tried to
orient myself towards the gate. There was one particularly piercing
voice of high-pitched laughter.

"Hey Josie, I'll get you out of there," I
heard the voice call. I looked and saw Emma standing on wall of the
arena, her lasso in her hand. I realized what she was about to do a
moment before she did it, and tried to back away from her, throwing
my hands out to ward off the rope.

Before I could react, however, the rope was
over my head, slipping down to my stomach and then jerking tight.
My arms were pinned tightly to my sides as she pulled it tighter
with a yank that brought it back up my torso until the thickness of
my bust stopped it. The sound of hooves sounded from over the wall
and saw Emma slapping the rump of her horse as it trotted past her
into the arena, the other end of Emma's lasso tight around its
pommel.

The rope went painfully tight and suddenly I
was running after the horse, my arms still pinned to my sides and
the rope pulling up at me, pushing my breasts up and into greater
prominence as it cinched still tighter around my lower ribcage.

Powerless, I could only chase the horse to
avoid being jerked off my feet. Tears were in my eyes and the noise
from the crowd was deafening.

"Help!" I was yelling to anyone who might
stop the horse and save me from the utter nightmare that I had been
plunged into. Several men tried unsuccessfully to grab the reins of
the horse as it passed them, soon followed by me, naked and
flopping and a beyond humiliated as I ran.

Then a hand reached down and took the rope
where it was tight against my back, and I was lifted into the air
and set down across the pommel of a saddle. I craned my neck around
and saw, to my final mortification, that it was Casey, trying not
to smile as he cut the rope with a swift stroke.

I sagged against his legs, my ass thrust out
towards him by the protrusion of the pommel beneath me such that he
his wrist brushed against it as he held the reigns and my tits
rubbed over his knee as he trotted me to the safety beyond the
gate.

Jack had come down out of his seat and when
Casey helped me off his saddle, Jack threw his coat over me.

"Won't be likely to forget this one, hey
Jack?" Casey said. And indeed they didn't, as they so often told me
in years to come.









This concludes Naked at the
Rodeo. If you have not already done so, be sure to check out
these other western stories from Jessica Whitethread:






My Country Boy

Six years after leaving her home in Southern
Nebraska for a city life, Georgia Peabody returns to see to her
deceased father's estate. She is greeted off the plane by the
closest friend of her childhood, Aaron, who has taken over her
father's ranch. As this reunion of kindred spirits unfolds, they
come to realize just how much Georgia's homecoming means to them
both.






Roadside Cowboy

When Annie finds herself stranded by a flat
tire on an empty and very hot stretch of Texas highway, she thinks
her day cannot get any worse. Even when a handsome stranger pulls
off the highway to help, the most she thinks she has lucked into is
a helping hand. But when the man offers to patch the tire at his
ranch down the road, the two find their inner animal unleashed.
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