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I still couldn’t believe it, no matter how many times I checked my phone or got a text or a call.

I had seven girlfriends, seven, not one or two, but seven!

Most guys would only dream of juggling two girls at once, but I had seven. Each woman knew about the others, knew exactly what the deal was. No one argued over who mattered more or who spent more time with me. Everything just worked.

My time was well spent. Sometimes I would go on dates with one, then as a large group. One would spend the night, or I would spend the night with another. There was no friction.

Rachel was good at keeping everyone, including me, grounded. There were times when I actually thought she was reading my mind. Other times, she would talk about things that bothered her, that she didn’t tell anyone else.

I had no favorites, I thought I would, but they had all equally proved that they were very important, and I found myself missing all of them, none more than any other.

Rachel challenged me every day, intellectually and mentally. I found myself calling or texting her when things in my life got rough and I needed some advice.

Teresa always made me laugh and smile. I loved our long talks, which ranged from twenty minutes to four to five hours. She made me laugh so hard that it sometimes hurt to breathe.

Winona and I were always playing video games together or sending endless reels back and forth. I was still scrolling through my socials, finding more reels she sent me daily.

Gemma was the best cook I had ever encountered. I would never tell my mom that Gemma’s cooking was ten times better than hers, but it was the truth. Anytime Gemma cooked for me, there were always leftovers that I greedily would store in the freezer. On top of her cooking, she was the sweetest person in the world.

Sabrina was like a female version of my best friend in high school. We were very competitive in everything we did, whether it was just running down the stairs of her apartment building or playing basketball. One of us had to win, and it was a blast having someone in my life who knew what it felt like always to want to be on top.

Michaela was the bookworm, the hot librarian. I had to admit to myself that she scared the crap out of me sometimes. Underneath that nerdy exterior was a woman with a sex drive that rivaled anyone. Our first sexual escapade had me breathing so heavy I thought I was going to die right there in her bed. She might look all innocent and prudish on the outside. But she was downright terrifying when the clothes came off.

Then there was Linda, the complete opposite of Michaela. On the outside, she acted and looked like a complete bed devil that would rip off your cock and shove it down your mouth just for kicks. But the truth was that out of all of them, she had a heart of gold and was terrified of her past. She had something to prove to everyone. She wasn’t just a blonde with big tits and a nice ass. That chip on her shoulder drove her forward every day.

“You’re not just saying you will go, just to make me happy?” Sabrina asked.

“When have I ever said anything just to make anyone happy?” I responded.

Sabrina had heard about a country bar and nightclub out in the sticks that was hosting a mechanical bull-riding contest. She wanted to go, but no one wanted to go to a country music nightclub.

When she asked me, I told her I would go with her.

“Just saying they might not take kindly to you being there,” Sabrina stared at me as I stood my car.

“Will you get in!” I opened the passenger door for her.

I looked forward to leaving the city for a while, and a night at a country club sounded nice. The thought crossed my mind: if people there didn’t like me because of my skin color, I could just wait for Sabrina outside until she finished.

Still, I wasn’t worried. Reviews online said it was a welcoming place for everyone.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The three-hour drive out into the boondocks went quickly as Sabrina and I filled it with conversation. We debated who the goats were in sports and movies, among other topics.

Talking sports with Sabrina was always fun, since she knew more facts and statistics than I did.

As we pulled up to the large country nightclub in the middle of nowhere, we saw many pickup trucks with huge flags and other political stickers.

“We can turn around if you want,” Sabrina remarked as we pulled into the parking lot.

“You can stop anytime,” I smiled back at her.

It was nothing I hadn’t seen before, and I was sure that if any of the people inside made any comments, it wouldn’t be the first or last time I heard anything they were going to say. The worst thing that would happen was I would get asked to leave, and I would.

I parked my car next to a large, raised truck with huge wheels.

We walked towards the entrance, and I almost laughed as we approached the doors. Standing outside talking in a group were three tall white men and two black guys. They nodded their heads at me as we walked through the door.

“Shut up!” Sabrina hissed at me as I giggled.

“Didn’t say a word,” I laughed as the person inside smiled at us as we paid the cover charge.

We walked towards an open table. I kept smiling as other people smiled at us.

“Would you stop!” Sabrina snickered.

I couldn’t help it. Even some of the wait staff were members of other ethnic groups.

“Let me guess,” the tall, leggy blonde smiled as she came to take our order. “She thought we would be some racist country club because of all the pickup trucks and other crap outside?”

“You nailed it,” I laughed.

“Sweetie, as long as they keep that shit outside and don’t bring it in here, we are good, if not the door can kiss their ass on the way out!”

“I like her!” I nodded as we high-fived each other.

“Good to know,” Sabrina sighed.

“She came for the bull riding competition,” I stated.

“Well, the signups are over there,” the blonde pointed. “Have to say it’s a nice turn out this month, last month we only had five people show up.”

“Who won last time?” I asked.

“Do you really have to ask?” the blonde grinned as she showed off the large button on her tied-off shirt. “Three times in a row!”

Immediately, the competitive sparked in Sabrina’s eyes lit up.

“Ah,” the blonde grinned. “I know that look, you want to take down the champ, go on and sign up and we will see what you got.”

Sabrina practically ran over to the desk near the bar. Many people were either line dancing on the large dance floor, shooting pool in the corner, or drinking at the bar or their tables.

Most of the wait staff were dressed in jean shorts or jeans, with cut-off or tied shirts. It was a nice vibe. Just relaxed and quiet. The music wasn’t too loud, and there were no strobe lights or neon lights to make me squint my eyes, like other nightclubs.

“You like it?” the blonde returned with our drinks.

“Yeah, I do,” I admitted.

Sabrina also liked it; she was aching to get the competition started and take the blonde named Ashley down a peg or two.

I had a feeling that wasn’t going to be easy. Ashley had long, thick legs, which I knew she used to hold onto the large black-and-white bull in the center of the dance floor.

There were large hay bales all around it. The ground looked like it was made of large cushions. The bull itself had large red eyes, no doubt to intimidate anyone who decided to ride it.

Sabrina only drank one beer to calm her nerves; she wanted to stay sober enough to give it her best effort.

‘Break a leg!’ Teresa sent a message to our group.

‘Not literally!’ Michaela added.

‘She knows what I mean!’ Teresa sent.

The others put in their two cents, and we laughed.

‘Damien is getting hit on by a leggy blonde!’ Sabrina added to the chat.

I stared at Sabrina as she smiled at me.

‘The fuck!’ Linda put in the chat with an angry-faced emoji. ‘Do we have to come out there to cut a bitch?’

‘She is part of the wait staff and trying to get a good tip, calm your horses!’ I replied. ‘She’s also the winner of the competition three times in a row!’

‘Put her down, that’s an order!’ Rachel finally got into the chat.

‘Yes ma’am!’ Sabrina replied.

‘Mama bear has spoken!’ Winona said.

The music died down, and a man came into the center of the dance floor. Everyone who was dancing went to their tables.

He announced that the competition would begin. He gave the rule that anyone who was going to participate had three chances. They would ride the bull three times; the longest time without falling off was the one they used, and the person who stayed on the longest was the winner.

It was simple enough. He called the competitors down to the dance floor.

Sabrina got up and winked at me as she went down the small number of steps from the seating area down to the dance floor.

They were all seated as the man showed all of them how to sit on the bull and strap themselves in. Four men were on the outer edges to catch and help anyone who would fall off.

The first contestant was a large man with bulging muscles. His friends cheered him on as he went into the bull area. The host made sure he was on the bull correctly and then backed off.

The bull went into a frenzy, and within ten seconds, the man was thrown off. “That didn’t last long,” a woman behind me muttered.

“Probably the same amount of time he lasts in bed,” one of her friends added.

I tried to hide my giggle.

“Oops,” she smiled at me.

“It’s all good,” I turned and looked at them.

He got back on and, this time, stayed on for almost four seconds before being thrown off again. He didn’t want to go back on for his third try.

The bull was the winner of four others, as no one had stayed on for long.

The person with the longest time was a goth-looking woman with pale skin and long black hair; she had a time of thirty-two seconds.

Ashley approached the bull, and the place went wild as people hollered, cheered, and whistled.

Ashley bowed and then blew a kiss at Sabrina.

“Shouldn’t have done that,” I shook my head.

“Let me guess the angry looking girls is your girlfriend?” one of the ladies behind me asked.

“Yeah, she is,” I answered.

“She ever rode a bull before?” another asked.

“Nope, her first time,” I smiled.

“Ashley is my sister, we were born and raised on a ranch, she can ride anything,” the first lady who spoke said. “She would be in the rodeo, but the boys don’t like being beaten by a girl.”

“That’s everywhere,” I agreed with her. “No matter the sport.”

“Very true,” all four women said at the same time.

Ashley mounted the bull and, instead of holding on with both hands, put one hand on her hip.

“Show off!” one of the girls said.

I could tell Sabrina’s face was turning bright red.

When the bull started, Ashley held on with one hand. A minute passed, and she began using both hands. The timer was ticking down; three minutes was the limit. After two minutes, Ashley was still smiling. Finally, the three-minute mark hit, and the bull stopped.

The host announced that three minutes would be the marker; if Sabrina or the remaining competitor, a tall man, reached three minutes, they would have a tiebreaker.

The man stood up and walked away, leaving Sabrina.

Sabrina got up and headed for the bull. She took off her hat and smiled at me.

“Fuck!” I snorted.

“What?” one of the girls asked.

“She’s smiling,” I shook my head.

“What does that mean?” another asked.

“You’ll see,” I sat back in my chair.

‘She just smiled,’ I put into the group text.

‘Oh fuck!’ Rachel responded.

‘Well three times in a row isn’t bad, she can try again next time, hopefully Sabrina won’t show up,’ Winona added.

I couldn’t bare to watch as Sabrina mounted the bull.

Just like Ashley, she put her hand on her hip.

“You sure she has never rode a bull before?” the sister asked.

“She’s a city girl,” I shook my head and took a deep breath.

When the bull started, Sabrina locked eyes with Ashley.

“I can’t watch,” I turned around and stared at the four


























[image: ]




















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
. Whilen @y Alexander Main





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





