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Sometimes, a gorgeous blonde with blue eyes
just shouldn't be allowed in a bar. Especially if some of the men
have been drinking and one of them dares the other. She can be the
tipping point where the idiot accepts the dare. Some dares hurt a
lot more than others.
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The noise brought me out of a deep sleep.
What was it that woke me? I was afraid to open my eyes. My head
ached. As a matter of fact, everything I moved hurt. Would my
eyelids hurt if I tried to open them? I tried one and it was
alright so I tried the other one. Success! I had both eyes open. I
tried to move the rest of my body as gently as possible. I was fine
until I stretched my legs. My right calf knotted up in a Charlie
horse and I sat straight up in bed. I massaged my calf trying to
work the Charlie horse out. It finally went away and I looked
around. This didn't look familiar. I was lying on a sleeping bag on
the floor. How did I get here and where was here? Where did the
noise come from that had awakened me? I slowly and carefully turned
my head to the left to look around. I saw Tim Miller, my cousin,
passed out on another sleeping bag. He was snoring loudly and I
wondered if that was what had pulled me out of the deep sleep. He
had a beautiful black eye but it didn't seem to be bothering his
sleep. We were in a strange living room. The middle of the floor
had been cleared for the sleeping bags we were lying on. Both of us
still had our clothes on and I looked down at mine. They were all
dirty and that green stuff looked and smelled like cow manure. My
shirt had a big rip in it and the back felt like it was ripped as
well. Slowly I turned to the right, saw Becky leaning against the
chair sound asleep and I started remembering what had happened
yesterday or was it the day before? I had no way of knowing until I
could talk to someone.

I had flown to Great Falls, Montana to spend
the summer with my cousin Tim. We hadn't been around each other
much since we were in junior high when we had spent three summers
together at our grandparents. We had three wonderful summers there
and became fast friends. When Tim got a little older, his parents
needed him on the ranch, so he spent his summers there working on
their ranch just east of Great Falls doing all the cowboy stuff. I
stayed at home and worked on a nearby dairy farm until I graduated
from high school and started to go to college. A catchy poster
caught my eye one day and I joined the Air Force. Now after a four
year stint, I was free again. I had kept in touch with Tim all the
years in between and when he invited me out to spend the summer on
his parents' ranch, I jumped at the chance. Things had gone pretty
smoothly after I arrived until "THE DARE" on Monday evening. Now I
hadn't been sucked into a dare since those summers we were together
at our grandparents. I should have said no but that cute little
blonde, Becky was there with Susan, Tim's girlfriend, and her blue
eyes just had me mesmerized. I couldn't appear unmanly or chicken
in front of her now, could I? That's when the problem started. I
knew it was crazy but…

We were in a bar waiting on Tim's girlfriend.
I'm 24 but I don't drink, so I had come along just to keep Tim
company. I usually wound up as the designated driver but it didn't
bother me. I figured I'd get lost once Susan showed up because like
they say, twos company and three's a crowd. Tim had a couple of
beers and maybe that's what clouded his judgment. When Susan
finally arrived, she had Becky in tow. I'm usually not much of a
hand around beautiful young women because I just don't know what to
say. Give me a grandma aged woman and I get along just fine but
that night, Becky had me talking and she was actually laughing at
my jokes. I have to use that as my excuse for my lapse in judgment.
I was intoxicated on her attention. Becky and I danced a couple of
dances and then Tim saw the poster. It was advertising the big
rodeo at Geraldine. It was the fine print on it that caused the
trouble. There was a $500 first place prize for the fastest team in
the wild cow milking contest. Tim always was one to try for a fast
buck and normally I would go along. However, I had milked cows for
three years and I didn't trust the stupid critters. If the poster
said they were wild, what did that mean?

Becky explained, "I've seen this rodeo
several times. The wild cow milking is a hoot."

I asked, "What do they mean by wild
cows?"

She answered, "Oh, they round up some cows
that have calves off the range. Most of them are giving milk
because the calf will still be sucking. At Geraldine, they put the
cows in one end of the arena and the milking teams on the other.
The teams consist of a roper, a mugger and a milker. At the
whistle, the teams run to the other end of the arena trying to rope
a cow. Once they have a rope on it, the mugger will grab the cow's
head and try to hold her still while the milker tries to get some
milk in a pop bottle. You have to have enough milk to pour out of
the bottle. The roper will sometimes grab the cow's tail to help
the milker. It's a lot of fun watching the milkers because so many
of the cowboys around here have never milked a cow."

She forgot to mention a couple of other
details which I'll tell you about just a little later in my story.
We talked about what it would take to put together a good team.

Becky said, "You need a good roper. If they
can't catch a cow pretty quickly, you don't have much of a
chance."

Susan chimed in, "Tim, you're really good at
roping. Maybe you should be a roper."

Tim commented, "Well, I've never roped in a
contest. I've only roped during branding or when we needed to treat
one of the cows."

Becky said, "Oh, it would be no different. If
you can catch a cow in one or two tries, you'd have it made."

Tim looked at me and said, "You've had three
years experience milking cows. You would be the ace in the hole. If
these cowboys around here haven't milked before, you could beat
them hands down."

Right there, I started getting that sick,
nervous feeling down in the pit of my stomach. I said, "That might
be but that's only two of us. I don't think either of these girls
would make a good mugger. They aren't big enough. Besides, these
are wild cows. How do you get close enough to catch them?"

Tim replied, "No, sweat. I ride up to our
cows all the time. They're range cows, too. It's not that bad and
they don't mind the horse at all."

I looked at Becky and asked, "Does the roper
use a horse?"

"No, everyone is on foot to make it
even."

That sick feeling grew but the saving grace
was that we didn't have a third fool to get involved with this
hair-brained scheme. I was just starting to relax when Jase and
Gwen walked in. Jase and Gwen were husband and wife and Jase was
Tim's best friend. Tim told me how it happened. They both were in
the same bar we were in that night. Words were said and Jase
invited Tim outside to settle it. Now you have to know what these
two looked like. Tim was slender and about six-foot two-inches
tall. He was pretty wiry but he looked like a good gust of wind
would blow him away. Jase on the other hand stood six-foot
four-inches tall. He was at least two ax handles broad across the
shoulders and tapered to a narrow waist. He looked like the type
that didn't walk around cars when he was walking in some where, he
just pushed them to the side and kept walking. Anyway, according to
Tim's side of the story, he was whaling on Jase and about had him
ready to surrender when one of the onlookers tripped him. Tim said
they were betting on the outcome of the fight and this jerk had bet
against him. The jerk took a swing at Tim and Jase didn't think
that was right. He wanted to finish his own fight. He stepped
across Tim and landed a hay maker right on the jerks chin. The jerk
went flying and knocked down six people standing behind him. Those
six were some of the jerk's crowd and they came at Jase. Tim jumped
up and the two of them were taking on the whole bunch. The two of
them put the hurt on those six and then had to go back into the bar
to celebrate. By the time they were through drinking, they had
become best friends.

Jase and Gwen walked over to our table and
sat down. Tim did the introductions all around and then it
happened. Susan and Becky looked at each other and Becky said, "The
third member of the perfect team."

Jase said, "What are you talking about?"

Becky had to tell him about the wild cow
milking contest. Jase showed a little common sense and wasn't too
interested until he had three or four beers. By that time, Tim had
latched onto the idea like a snapping turtle and he wasn't going to
let go. Oh, my stomach was really in knots by this time but those
blue eyes looked at me like I was some kind of hero and I just had
to go along. It was settled that the perfect team would enter the
wild cow milking contest. How could I not accept a dare like that?
It had to be the dare in Becky's eyes that did it for me. I don't
know about the other two, maybe they could claim being drunk. Plans
were made for all of us to go to the rodeo. Becky took care of the
entry because she knew some people who worked with the rodeo. Tim
and Jase were already counting their money but I just felt
sick.

Saturday dawned bright and clear. I'd hoped
for a blizzard or something to shut down the rodeo but I couldn't
back out on my own. We decked out in our finest cowboy clothes. We
had the hats, boots, jeans and shirts. I could still have backed
out of the dare from Tim and Jase but the dare in Becky's eyes was
more than I could take. I had to go through with it. Tim, Susan,
Becky and I drove in his pickup while Jase and Gwen followed in his
pickup. It did feel really nice sitting close to Becky like that
and I was starting to relax until we pulled into the rodeo grounds.
As a milking team, we had to go get our numbers. The girls went to
get seats in the bleachers. While we were waiting in line, Jase
started talking.

"Gwen told me something last night. She said
Becky is seriously looking for a husband. Are you going to be the
one?"

"I'm too young to be a husband. I still have
some country to see. Besides, we just met."

Tim piped up, "You're the same age I am. You
would make a fine husband."

Jase said, "I wouldn't talk too loudly, Tim.
Susan already has you marked off as roped and branded. She just
hasn't set the date yet."

Jase and I laughed at that but Tim didn't
think it was too funny. We got
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