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Dear Tamara,

 


I’m sorry it’s taken me so long to write, but
things in my life have been… interesting. Interesting might be a
good word, though perhaps it’s an understatement. I’m writing in
part because I’m being faced with one of the toughest situations of
my life and I’m hoping that by putting this all down, by letting
you know everything , I’ll come to the decision that’s alluded me
since this all began.

As I’m sure you remember, I’ve spent this
past summer working on a cattle ranch on the outskirts of Amarillo.
My parents were hoping that I’d find a proper internship, but I’d
had enough of school and classes and the city and wanted to spend
my last summer before graduation working underneath the sun. I
adjusted to life on the ranch well. The days were long and the work
was tough, but it was a welcome reprieve after three years of
nothing but classes and studying.

My boss was megalomaniac, and a religious nut
job to boot, but the pay was good and I had a cabin on the prairie
all to myself; lodging for workers that had been put up back when
the ranch required a full staff, maybe 20 years ago. It was made of
pine logs that had to be imported from out of state, and much to my
delight, had both hot water and cable. But you don’t care about
that, so I’ll tell you about him. About Brad.

We met at work, about a week after I had
started. I was just about to call it quits for the evening when Mr.
Rice approached me and told me that we were missing a steer. After
being pointed in the right general direction, I hopped on a horse
and started riding the perimeter. Night was quickly approaching but
the sun still hung lazily over the horizon, setting the sky alight.
With nothing but my thoughts to keep me company, I rode and rode,
keeping my eyes open for the steer but still managing to enjoy the
cool evening breeze. After half an hour of searching, I spotted a
pair of pin sized headlights on the horizon. Dismounting my horse,
I waited.

A few minutes later and I was able to make
out the silhouette of my boss’ truck. As the vehicle pulled up next
to me, I looked in the window and instead of my boss, I saw
him.

“Beth?” he asked me.

I tried to take my eyes of him, but I
couldn’t. I’d never seen anyone like him, Tamara. Dark hair,
deep-set eyes, and a je ne sais quoi I won’t even try to
describe. I looked at him dumbly and I guess he figured out that I
was the one he was looking for.

“Mr. Rice sent me to come get you. One of the
neighbors found the steer, wandered on to his property,” he told
me.

“Oh, OK. Who are you, exactly?” I asked him,
snapping out of my fugue.

He introduced himself and explained how he
worked on the ranch full time, but that’d he’d been out of town for
a funeral. I told him that I was sorry and he thanked me and told
me that we’d better get going. A dust storm was coming in from the
north and we might get caught in it if we didn’t take off right
away. I told him goodbye and set off to my cabin.

I didn’t see Brad for the rest of the
evening, but he remained with me throughout the night. After
showering, I laid down on top of my comforter lost in thought. I
felt embarrassed at how quickly I had become infatuated but felt
completely powerless over my emotions.

I slid my hands into my panties and ran my
finger slowly over my dripping wet pussy. I fought back a moan as
my finger moved over my quivering clit, pink and swollen with
excitement. My nipples hardened as I thought of Brad running his
cock in and out of me. After a few minutes, I felt myself on the
edge of the precipice. Inserting two fingers deep in myself, I felt
my body begin to shake. My head cocked back as orgasm after
powerful orgasm rocked my body. I bit my bottom lip, scared that I
would cry out. I curled up into a ball, my body still twitching in
pleasure before removing my hand from between my legs and tasting
myself. Satisfied and relaxed, I climbed underneath the covers, too
tired to get up and put on clothes. The next thing I knew, I had
fallen asleep with thoughts of Brad still running through my
mind.

I was awakened the next morning by a knock on
my door.

“Beth? It’s Brad. Are you in there?”



Lost in my own fantasies, I had forgotten to
set my alarm. I hopped out of bed and scrambled to get dressed and
tossed on my work clothes, crumpled in a dusty ball on the floor of
my cabin. I burst through the door and shielded my eyes from the
early morning sun. I could see Brad’s silhouette but couldn’t make
out his features. In the split second before he spoke, I felt
myself thinking of what I had done the night before.

“Forget to set your alarm?” he asked.

I turned beet red and struggled for something
to say, but he just laughed and told me that he was only joking. We
climbed into his pickup and headed out towards the fields, sitting
silently as the old Dodge barreled down the dirt road. The smell of
fresh coffee masked the years of dirt and sweat embedded in the
seats.

“So, what’s your story?” he asked, turning to
me.

“My story?” I replied.

“You’re still waking up. Sorry,” he said,
turning his eyes back to the empty road.

“No, don’t apologize. I go to school in
Austin. I’m working out here for the summer. Needed a break, ya
know?” I told him.

“Right on. When do you graduate?”

“Next year.”

“And then?”

“Good question. What’s your story?” I asked,
turning the conversation back on him.

Brad turned off onto a dry dirt road. We were
almost there.

“Not much to it. I work the fields,” he
said.

“What, no wife?”

“Nope.”

“No girlfriend?”

“Not now,” he said.

“You queer?” I asked, smiling.

“Funny.”

Before I could ask another question, the
truck rolled to a stop in front of a broken length of fence. Brad
hopped out of the truck and walked over to examine the damage.
Kneeling by a splintered post, he pulled out a knife and began
picking at the wood.

“They’re rotted out, the whole lot. Guess
what we’ll be doing today?”

We worked the entire morning, not talking
much, but still enjoying one another’s company on what could
sometimes be a lonely job. When noon rolled around we drove back to
the farmhouse to take our lunch. We parked ourselves in the shade
on the back porch, stretching our tired muscles and enjoying a
brief respite from the day’s labor.
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