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  11.


  Life was so unfair. Like how her jeans refused to drop from her hips untouched once they stepped into their room. Or how his breeches, so tight, made it so she could feel his longing for her pressed against her leg and the curve of her rump, but it was impossible to touch him or stroke him. The bed was too far. Their clothes couldn't come off fast enough and the heat of his mouth was absolutely cruel as it slid across her throat and chest, circling down and around to where his hand had just been cupping her breast.


  She couldn't reach anything but his head, hair threading like silk through her fingers as he took her nipple into his mouth and rolled his tongue along it. Then he moved to the left and her right nipple tightened in the cold. Archer's hot hands pushed bellow her waistline. His fingers popped open the button on her jeans.


  Sammie let herself fall back. She landed on the bed with a bounce, then Archer's hands were there again, caressing along her hips and legs as he pulled the denim away. The panties went with them, abandoned in a pool on the floor. Archer looked at her for a moment, just long enough for a flush to rise up along her skin. Almost long enough for her to feel self conscious.


  Then his attention went down, peeling his breeches and boxer briefs down with the same smooth motions as he took hers. Archer let himself onto the bed, with gusto, but not quite a fall. His legs moved against her, his hardness pressing into her inner thigh when his mouth smashed hungrily into hers again. They kissed until there was nothing but heat and moisture between them. Archer reared back, breathing harder than she'd seen so far.


  Good to know she could give him a good work out at least.


  "I didn't actually plan for this," Archer admitted. His hair fell in soft curls down the hollow of his throat. It made Sammie want to give them a good tug so she could bury her mouth in the hollow of his throat.


  She snorted. "Funny enough I did."


  He found a foil-wrapped square in her purse and tore it open. Then he paused. "Are you sure?"


  "Do you know how expensive those things can be?" She answered.


  Archer smiled his sideways smile. "Then I'll try to make it worth your while."


  He kissed Sammie again, then he slid into her, coaxing something between a hiss and a squeak from her mouth. Sammie squeezed herself around him. She grabbed bunches of the pillows in her hands as Archer began slowly sliding himself in and out, working into rhythm. She gripped him with her legs, thrusting her hips up eagerly to meet him and that one wonderful part that stoked the heat inside her.


  Archer groan, but Sammie refused to relent. His hands found the curve of her ass, his fingers digging into her flesh, as if unsure if he wanted to encourage her or beg her to slow down. Sammie's back arched with a sudden shudder. Her body knew what it wanted, even if her mind was a little slow on the uptake.


  Archer's hand found her face. Sammie turned, nuzzled into it, licked teasingly at the finger closest to her lips. Her body bucked up at him, as if he might change his mind and pull away from her too soon. But Archer responded in kind, increasing his pace until their clinging hands and pulsing bodies took on a desperate, frenzied element.


  As gentle, but urgent as his hands, Archer's cock coaxed waves of hot pleasure from Sammie, as if he was infusing her with it. Archer found her breasts and toyed with her nipples again, creating triple pinpoints of pleasure in her. Archer groaned and let out a little shudder himself. Sammie choked back a snarl and tightened her legs around him when he tried to pull back.


  Archer's groan ended in a hard sigh as he came. A moment later, Sammie was right there with him, the waves of heat and pleasure exploding over her body, pulling her muscles tight and making the edges of her vision go sparkly. Sammie could barely breathe, but Archer's lips pressed against hers. He pulled away, but only so he could take her in his arms more properly and squeeze her hot naked body against his.

  


  They stayed another day, making full use of the hotel pool, hot tub, room service, both beds and the shower. The drive back was almost as quiet as the drive to the show, but it was a comfortable, easy silence where nothing needed to be said.


  "I have an idea," Sammie said at last. "Can you drop me off at Deepdale instead of going back to your barn first?"


  Archer opened his mouth, as if to say something snarky, but then just nodded. Only fifteen minutes later they pulled into the Deepdale parking lot. Early Monday evening both the indoor and outdoor rings were a mix of activity. As exciting as the show had been�and after the show�coming home filled Sammie with a warm, comfortable feeling. The spark of her idea pushed her out of the truck before it was in park. She covered the distance to the office in what felt like steps and, serendipitously, found Dee inside.


  "You have a contact number for Jessie, right?"


  "Yeah, but it's about one a.m. there right now," Dee answered.


  "Then I'll leave a message."


  Dee didn't question her further, nodding to a string of numbers on the office white board along side numbers for the vet, farrier and feed supply place. Sammie felt a little tinge of anxiety, not at what she was about to do, but at the charges for an international call. She was pleasantly surprised when the call connected and Jessie's voice came over the line.


  "Hello?"


  "Jessie, great--" Sammie started.


  "Sammie? Is everything okay?"


  "Oh, yeah," Sammie giggled nervously. "I'm only half thinking. I'm sorry if I woke you up."


  "No, not at all. I just got in from a late dinner actually."


  "I hope you're having a fantastic time. But listen, I have a proposition for you."


  Archer came in the office. Sammie gestured for him to keep quiet, but put Jessie on speaker phone for his benefit. Once he nodded, Sammie continued. "I know you've been training Ace for showing and I also know no one has enough time to devote to it. Conveniently I'm out of school for the summer and Archer McKinley, who was hoping to go FEI three star this year had owners sell his horse out from under him. So he needs a mount, I need a way to get more riding time in this summer and have plenty of spare time and you have a horse that needs training. It seems to me that we can work something out."


  Jessie was quiet for a long time. "Give me a more solid proposal."


  Sammie took a breath. "I enjoy working with Ace, and I believe you planned to turn him into an experienced show horse for the sake of your students. I recognize that it's hard to find the time on top of your other priorities. However I have access," Sammie couldn't hide the smile from her voice, "to a talented trainer and eventer who tragically doesn't have a stable mount. And I am willing to donate my time caring for Ace and acting as a groom at shows in exchange for the riding time it would provide me without an increase in the price of my lessons."


  Jessie was quiet again. "What about travel?"


  "Ma'am," Archer said, speaking up at last, "I can guarantee I'll be seeing more traveling time with other horses in my uncle's stable. No doubt between those trips and Sandra's show schedule we can work out any travel issues."


  "You agree with this, then, donating your valuable time?"


  Archer nodded, even though Jessie couldn't see him. Sammie could and it relieved a little worry building in her stomach. "Yes, ma'am."


  What Jessie also couldn't see was the look on Archer's face. Not thirty hours ago he'd had his goals snatched away from him. Now his plans were back on the table. Ace wasn't a Scarlet. Yet. Archer was holding back, but Sammie had learned what his restraining-wild-excitement face looked like.


  "What about registration fees? Boarding and feed at shows? Equipment?"


  Sammie's mouth opened but nothing came out.


  "I can help fund it," Archer said.


  "You're willing to pay for the use of my horse? Then I have a slightly different proposition."


  "Ma'am?" Archer asked.


  "Yes?" Sammie said at the same time.


  "Lease him from me."


  This time Sammie skipped a beat. "What?"


  "I'll extend you a two year lease. I'll come up with the specifics later, but for the lease fee you can ride in any lesson the teacher, and your trainer Mr. Archer, approve of. I'd like to put a provision in the contract that keeps him at my barn, not that I don't trust you, but it makes it easier for me to make sure he's being treated well. I'll concede board and basic feed to you in exchange for any training fees I might have incurred from Mr. McKinley."


  "Not a problem," Sammie said. The words came without a stammer, surprising Sammie.


  "Furthermore," Jessie continued over the sounds of something or someone moving on her end, "should you need it I'll agree to keep the lease monies due in arrears with no interest and allow you to pay in semi-regular lump sums that coincide with any award money you might win."


  The implications were clear. She'd turn Ace over to their care in exchange for part of any money they earned with him in shows. And more, Sammie thought with a barely suppressed squee, Jessie thought they stood a good chance of actually winning.


  Archer grinned at her. Then he motioned wildly at the phone. Sammie'd forgotten to answer.


  "That sounds workable."


  "Excellent. I'll fax a copy of the contract to the barn," she paused and Sammie could hear the smile in her voice this time, "somewhat earlier in the day tomorrow. I look forward to seeing what you can do with him, Sammie."


  Sammie and Jessie disconnected. When she turned to Archer she was shaking. He wrapped his arms around her in a loose, but firm hug. "You have a horse."


  "I have a horse," Sammie answered. She almost didn't believe it. Three weeks ago she never would have believed she'd be spending the summer getting Ace ready for a real, solid show career. Or spending that summer with Archer. "We. We have a horse."


  Archer smiled. "This is a big commitment. A living animal. A huge show career to train for and manage. And being stuck with me for the next two years. Are you sure you're ready for this?"


  Sammie gave him a playful growl. "Oh, shut up." She kissed him before any other silliness escaped his lips.


  "Mmm," Archer answered. "The summer's definitely looking up."


  She kissed him again, harder, with a tinge of desperation. At last Archer pulled away, though he let her rest against his chest in his arms while Sammie fought back against and anxiety that was trying to well up inside her. She took a few deep breaths.


  Archer kissed the top of her head. "Come on, rival. You'll have enough time to tussle with me later. Let's go check on your horse."


  The End
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