The Riding Lesson

                        by Allen Baker

I can(t believe I let my boss bully me into this. The lessons, I mean.  If I(d just said no, I wouldn(t be lying in this briar patch waiting for help.

(Robert, my boy,( he always addressed my like that when he wanted something, (it(s a cinch.  Just a couple of lessons, and then when you get to England, you(ll feel right at home with that Fox Hunt crowd.(
It(s really hard to say no to a boss who(s going to promote you to head of the British division of the company.  But look where it(s landed me!

The first lesson had gone well enough.  Michael had put me on a gentle creature you could have trusted with a four-year-old.  But today he moved me up a notch.  Just hearing that the horse(s name was Lightning should have clued me in.  I was no more into the saddle when the beast bolted and abducted me.  I held on as best I could as long as I could before being thrown into these brambles.  Now I just hope Michael soon catches up to rescue me.

(Robert!  Robert, are you all right?  Are you of?  I(m so sorry.  I(ve never seen Lightning do that before.  Can you get up?  Do you need help?(
His rambling stutter attested to his high level of concern.  Normally, Michael was a quiet-spoken, calm man with a very easy-going nature.  He was off his horse and reaching in to help, by the time he had finished speaking.

(I(m not sure.  I hurt all over.  But the worst is my leg.  I think it may actually be broken.  And I(m scratched all over by these thorns.  My clothes are caught on them in so many places that I can hardly move.(
(Oh, shit!  Yeah, those thorns are hell.  Here.(  He stopped talking and started unbuttoning my flannel shirt.  (It(ll probably be easier to leave the clothes where they are and slip out of them.  We can get them loose later.(
I pulled my arms from the sleeves.  They were streaked with bloody scratches.

(Undo the levis.  I think I can reach under your arms and slide you free.  Hope the leg is just sprained.(
I had opened my jeans and had begun to wiggle free when I remembered I never wear underwear with them.  Oh, hell, it(s just us guys anyway.  (Ok, haul away.(
My shouts of pain were not exaggerated.  Thorns gouged into my backside and calves.  My leg throbbed.  But soon Michael had me stretched out on his blanket roll.  My chest was heaving from the effort of the escape from the brush.  Suddenly, I was aware of Michael(s hands exploring my bare flesh.

(Does that hurt?(  Michael pressed here and there on my foot and ankle.

(It(s tender, but not excruciating.(
(How about here?(  He pushed on a couple of places on my lower leg.

He continued on with similar results until her started to turn my lower leg.  Then I cried out, (Oh, my knee!(
Gently he probed about.  Finally, (I don(t think anything(s broken.  I think you(ve probably torn some cartilage or something.  Best thing is to immobilize it and get you someplace for x-rays.(
Quickly he expertly stripped some saplings to use as splints.  Then he used both our belts to strap them tightly to my leg.  (Ok, that(s the best we can do with that for the present.  Now, anyplace else?(
(Yeah, but I(m embarrassed to say where.(
He gave me a quizzical look.

(That rough ride bounced me pretty hard and awkwardly slammed me into the saddle horn a number of times.  I think it nearly unmanned me.(
Realization dawned slowly on his face, and his eyes were drawn to my balls.  He winced in sympathy.  (I see want you mean.  Those babies are swelling and turning some marvelous shades of bruising.  We(ll get you an ice pack as soon as we get to the stables.(
* * * * *

It was a painful, slow return to the paddock.  Finally, Michael had eased me onto a cot in his back office.  He stripped off my T-shirt, leaving me bare except for my socks.  He came back from the kitchen with a bag of crushed ice which he handed to me.  (Here, put that on your crotch to keep the swelling down.(  Then he ran warm water into a bowl, grabbed a cloth, and began to wash the blood away from my numerous thorn wounds.

(I(ll clean you up and put some antibiotic ointment on these cuts while you rest.  Then we(ll get you into the emergency room for that leg.(
The warm cloth and his gentle hands soothed my aching muscles.  Nervous exhaustion set in, and I dozed.  I woke when he removed the melted ice bag.  (Wow!  This didn(t keep all the swelling down.(
I glanced to my crotch to find that in my sleep I(d produced a raging hard-on.

He chuckled.  (Nice to know that still works.(  Gingerly he turned my sack over in his fingers.  (No cuts.  It doesn(t look like there(s any major blood vessel broken.  Just some skin bruises and a lot of swelling.  Do they feel any better?(
My cock was thumping as he handled my balls.  I moaned with desire, which he took for pain.

(Oh shit, am I hurting you?(
(Far from it.  Sorry, I always get turned on when someone handles me.(
He didn(t respond for a moment.  Then he looked into my eyes and quietly spoke.  (And I always get turned on when I handle someone.(  He leaned over and kissed me as his hand moved higher and grasped my cock.  I groaned into our kiss and reached my hand between his jeans-covered thighs.

Soon he too was naked and kneeling beside the cot.  His throat firmly grasped my cock while my hands stroked his throbbing meat.

I couldn(t take much more.  I grabbed at his ass and swung up onto the cot on top of me.  We sixty-nined to a momentous climax that left us both breathless and slumped on top of me.

Soon he slid off to the floor, grinning.  (That(s one of the best riding lessons I(ve ever had.(
* * * * *

Recuperation from the broken leg meant someone else had to be sent to London in my place.  But old Mr. Carper felt so bad about having insisted on the riding business that he gave me a promotion here to a nice cushy position.

And besides, now that I(ve found Michael, I(ve no desire to leave the area anyway.  I just want to stay right here and receive his private riding lessons in our shared bed.

