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Jackson

“Nearly home boy.” I leaned forward in the saddle to pat  Whiskey’s sleek neck. He snorted. Tossing his head, and causing the bit to rattle against his teeth.

His coat was damp with sweat, but it had been a long day. We’d covered sixty kilometres of countryside. Some quite rocky and steep. Still, with the Australian Endurance trials coming up, I had to make sure he was in peak condition. He’d be competing with horses around the country after all. 

Sundance Whiskey III was my pride and joy. I’d bought him as a yearling and had spent the next few years training him to be my best endurance horse. 

We’d won numerous ribbons and I had a shelf dedicated to the trophies and plates we’d won together. His success hadn’t gone unnoticed, and he was also my most sort after stallion. People bringing their mares from around the country to be serviced by him. 

Standing at 15.2 hands high, he was a stunning buckskin pinto. The patches that adorned his body a rich caramel colour. Four white stockings and a thick flowing black mane and tail always drew the eyes of people at competitions. 

He was eight years old. An American Quarter-horse. A perfect example of the breed,  from his broad chest, strong legs, and huge rump. He really was a powerhouse of an animal, and in peak condition. 

He needed to be too, for what was coming for us. We were entered in the Queensland Endurance Race next month. The Brisbane Valley Endurance ride was 240 kilometres one way, and the ride involved doing the length of the trail and back. With a total of 480 kilometres, we would be doing it over six days, so 80 kilometres a day, with one day’s rest at the end of the third leg, before we started back for home. 

It worked on a point system with the points distributed based on time. The faster a horse and rider completed a day’s ride, the more points they received. The horse and rider with the highest points at the end of the six days won the endurance race. Given that meant that the first horse over the line on the final day didn’t mean it was the overall winner, meant it was crucial to make excellent time each day, so we had a chance of scoring the highest, and therefore winning on the last leg of the race.

When I rode into the stable block, the sun had settled low in the sky. Just the last rays of light spearing out across the ground, like fingers clinging desperately to the earth, as if reluctant to let it go. Reluctant to trade places with the moon. 

Muscles ached when I swung my leg over and slid off Whiskey’s back. Stopping to stretch out a few kinks before I tied him up outside his stable door. Lifting the leather flap, I unbuckled the girth and martingale, before sliding the bulky western saddle off him.  

The caramel patches over his back were darker with sweat. Steam rising from his body in the cool autumn air. I removed his bridle and slipped a halter on him before beginning the process of grooming him. 

I could have gotten one of the stable hands to do this, but I enjoyed this quiet time with Whiskey. We spent a lot of time together. Especially while training was so intense. He might be in peak condition but that didn’t mean I could slack off with him at all. 

Once he’d been groomed, the sweat brushed from his coat, and he’d cooled down, I threw his cotton rug on and led him into the large stall where his hay basket already hung full of hay and his feed bin waited with his dinner. 

Endurance horses not only had to train hard, but they had to be fed to compensate for it. A horse wouldn’t be able to cover 80 kilometres a day unless there was plenty of fuel going in. As a result, Whiskey received a comprehensive diet of oats, pellets, bran, and chaff. As well as added vitamins, minerals, and Omega 3. 

Once I’d closed his stall and left him munching happily on his dinner, I carried his tack through to the tack room, before finally heading up to the house. 

Halfway to the house, Whiskey called out as he always did, which led to a serenade from the other horses in the stable block, making me smile. A quick glance at my watch told me I had a little over an hour before Kristie arrived. 

She wasn’t my girlfriend. She was a girl who was my friend, and she came over a couple of days a week and fed me. She was also my friend with benefits, and after eight hours in the saddle, I was ready to let off some steam. Once I’d showered and eaten of course. Kristie and I had known each other for years. Hell, we’d been in school together and had formed an unlikely friendship. 

It was rare for me to have women as friends. I preferred to fuck them rather than befriend them. I didn’t normally cross that boundary from friendship to fuckbuddy either, but Kristie was like a comfortable, familiar blanket that I sought out when I needed to relax and unwind. Not that I’d ever tell her that’s how I saw her. She was a source of comfort more than passion. A way to get my rocks off, but not be a threat to my heart. I liked her. I cared about her, but I would never love her. Not as anything beyond a friendship at least. 

––––––––
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AN HOUR LATER, I WAS showered and changed. Dressed in well-worn jeans, the denim soft from years of wash and wear, and a short-sleeved shirt I left unbuttoned, I made my way back through to the open plan living room and kitchen area, where Kristie was already busy adding the final touches to our meal.

She was an attractive woman. The same age as me at 29. Half Filipino, half Australian, she had an exotic look about her, that drew men to her in droves, but she seemed more interested in our casual arrangement. Friends with benefits. 

As I approached her silently which was easy being barefoot, I watched the way that sleek black curtain of hair that hung down her back, gleamed under the low lights over the kitchen island.  She was humming to herself, and it was then that I noticed the earbuds in her ears as she listened to music. 

This was going to be easier than I thought. If she didn’t turn around and catch me, I’d be able to sneak up on her and scare the crap out of her. 

My relationship with Kristie was perhaps an odd one to some. Like I said, we’d known each other since school. She was my best friend, but my lover too. I liked her. I cared deeply for her, but I knew I’d never want anything more than this arrangement we had now. 

I wasn’t naïve enough to think it would last forever. She’d eventually meet someone and go off to have a proper relationship, and I’d lose my fuck buddy, perhaps indefinitely. It had happened before. She’d meet someone, but when it inevitably went wrong, which it always did, she’d come back, and we’d return to the friends with benefits cycle again. 

As I approached her, the smells coming from the kitchen made my mouth water. Damn the woman could cook. If I had to choose between sex with her and the food, I’d go food every time. That Filipino blood meant she’d inherited her mother’s talent for cooking. 

I stepped up behind her and when I could see she wasn’t holding anything that could end up on both of us, I reached around her, one hand closing over the slender column of her neck and pulling her back against me. 

She sighed, lips parting and dark brown eyes rising to mine. She’d known I was there because I’d clearly not frightened her. Looking beyond her to the stove top, where she’d been stirring a huge wok full of her famous Pork and Shrimp Pancit, I turned the gas off, spinning her around to face me. 

Excitement flared in her eyes and those plump lips parted. She was as hot for me as I was for her. That realisation instantly making me hard. Kristie was the perfect woman. She could cook. She was always ready for sex. She was gorgeous. She would make the perfect wife, but I didn’t love her. Not the way she deserved to be loved.  

Dropping my head, I kissed her. Snagging those full lips with mine and forcing my tongue into her mouth. Dominating her. Controlling her. Letting her know that I would be doing the same thing to her sweet pussy soon. 

She whimpered. Fingers clawing at me, as I twisted a hand in her silky hair to hold her still, while my other hand dropped between us, undoing my jeans so I could release my rock-hard dick.

“Today was a good ride?” Kristie murmured against my lips. 

I pulled back slightly to meet the turbulent look in her dark eyes. “How do you know?”

She smiled. “Because you’re always horny as hell after a productive day in the saddle.”

“You got that right.” My voice was husky, before my lips sought out hers again, and I kissed her senseless. 

When our need became too great, I spun her around, lifting her onto the island, and digging out a condom from my back pocket. She took over and rolled it down my throbbing length while I dipped my fingers between her legs and found her soaking wet already, for me. 

Dragging her ass to the edge of the smooth granite, I notched the head of my dick against that wet entrance of hers, and with both hands holding her, I pulled her down onto me. Groaning as her hot little pussy took me deep. A snug, delicious fit around me. So fucking good, that my eyes rolled back in my head. 

When her arms closed around my neck, I shifted my hands to her hips to hold her steady, and I did exactly what my body screamed at me to do. I fucked the hell out of my friend. Pounding into her so hard, I had to hang on, so I didn’t shoot her across the island. 

It was rough. Primitive. I was an animal with her, but I knew for a fact she liked it like that, and I was more than happy to accommodate her sexual desires. 

When finally, she cried out, her pussy clamping down hard on me, I let go. Head back. Bellowing out my pleasure as I emptied myself deep inside her, filling the condom. 
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Chapter Two
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Quinley

The sound of the waves lapping against the shore, made me smile. The smell of the salt air teased my nostrils, just begging for me to breathe it in. There was nothing like it. Some liked the smell of cut grass or hay bales. For me, it was that salt air.  Nothing could beat it as far as I was concerned. Even if the price for that, was the fine mist of the salt spray, which inevitably found its way into everything. 

I loved this time of day. Too early in the morning for anyone else to be on the beach, but light enough that I could clearly see where I was going. Not that I couldn’t trust Quadira to negotiate a clear path for us of course.

She snorted, getting up on her toes in the wet sand and dancing sideways. It was always the same. My girl knew what was coming. Soon I would drop the reins and let her do what the Arabian blood in her veins demanded she do: run. 

“Come on Quin. Let her go. Rusty wants to have a gallop too. Stop holding her back.” The impatient tone of my little sister was like a bucket of icy cold water over this special time of day, and I glared at her. 

She grinned. Clearly not deterred by the look I shot her. I usually tried to do this morning run without her, but she’d beaten me to the stables this time and wouldn’t take no for an answer. 

Technically Noosa North Shore beach wasn’t much of a beach. The strip of sand that ran along the edge of the water was narrow. The other side all bush and rock. It was more like in inlet and depending on the tide, vast areas of sand would be exposed, allowing us to either walk out, or swim the horses to islands of sand. 

Our parents’ home was just on the other side of the band of trees and rock. With views over the water, it was a multimillion-dollar package of house and land. Not that they cared about that. They’d bought the land years ago and built on it. The family home growing over the years, and the newest edition being separate accommodation for me. 

I could have moved out, but mum had been reluctant to let go of her children after dad died in a freak accident on the track. As one of Australia’s top jockeys, his death had rocked the racing industry, and our lives too. Just one horse running too wide and hitting his, had been enough to bring his mount down. It had broken its leg and dad had ended up on the ground, while the remaining field of horses ran over him. Trampling him to death. 

It might have been enough to kill our passion for horses right there and then, but it hadn’t. Despite my slight frame that would have made me a perfect build for a jockey, I had no interest in following dad into the profession. 

I worked instead as a horse trainer. Breaking in horses for people, and in my spare time, I trained my own horses for Endurance riding. I’d started off nine years ago just doing it as a casual thing. An excuse to go on a big ass ride somewhere, but over time, and with my stable of horses becoming more refined for the world of Endurance riding, it had grown from a hobby, into something I took seriously. Something I’d become hugely competitive at. 

Quadira was my top endurance horse right now. I’d bred her myself. She was one of six Arabians I owned. Nearly any breed could be used for endurance riding. It wasn’t all about the breed so much as the ability of the horse. They had to have a big heart and a lot of stamina to handle a long endurance ride.  

In my mind, Arabians were the best for it. That’s why so many endurance horses were Arabs or Anglo Arabs. Commonly a mix of thoroughbred and Arab. The Arabian horse could endure all sorts of unforgiving terrain. These were horses that ran wild in harsh environments like deserts after all. They might look fragile compared to other breeds, but Arabians were tough. A horse capable of surviving some of the harshest conditions on earth. 

I loved them, and admired their mighty hearts. An Arab didn’t admit defeat. They didn’t give up. They would literally die trying before they gave up. My mother didn’t understand my dedication to the breed. Not surprising of course given my father had been one of the country’s top jockeys.  

I personally didn’t like horse racing. I saw it as a senseless sport, and too many horses died on the track. Often horses that were worked too hard, trained too hard and pushed harder and harder. They were the living, breathing investment of rich people after all. Or that’s how I saw them anyway. 

Dad and I had clashed on our feelings about the racing industry. He had been a highly successful jockey, and we wouldn’t be where we were today without the success of his career, but I had been determined not to follow in his footsteps. I had no interest in being a jockey, or in training thoroughbreds for the track. 

I preferred to break in horses I saved from the horse sales and sell them to forever homes. Or help horse lovers with untrained horses. Plenty of inexperienced people bred horses then had no idea how to train them and basically ended up with a four-legged brat. I wanted my contribution to be towards helping horses. Not continuing to promote an industry that exploited them.  

I stared at Quadira’s ears as they flicked back and forth. She was waiting for my command. She knew it was coming too, and typical of an Arabian, she arched her neck and got up higher on her toes. Dancing across the sand. The early morning sun lighting up the burnt orange strands of hair through her rich chocolate coloured coat. Her flaxen mane, a stark contrast against the beautiful taffy colour of her body. 

She was a stunning animal and a brilliant endurance horse. I intended to ride her in endurance races for another couple of years or so. Eventually, of course, I would retire her long enough to breed at least one foal from her. But not yet. I had my sights set on the Brisbane Valley Rail Trail ride. A round trip of 480 kilometres over six days, with one day’s rest in between. 

Quadira was fit. She was ready, but that didn’t mean slacking off. If anything, it was even more important to make sure she stayed in peak condition. To make sure she was unbeatable in a little over two weeks’ time. 

After all, the Brisbane Valley Trail Ride endurance test was the cream of the crop. Only those who had won events throughout the year in their own states and regions would be able to compete. 

Quadira had won several events this year so far. She’d also come in second and third in a handful. There wasn’t an endurance ride I’d entered her in so far that hadn’t placed her in the top three. She was ready, but then her competition would be too. This would be the biggest race of her life. I had to pull it off because she would attract the owners of the top stallions in the country. She would have the best selection of studs available to service her. Everyone would want to put their stallion to my mare. 

It wasn’t just attracting potential mates for my mare though. Those who took out the top positions in the endurance race, had a chance of being selected for the Australian Equestrian team for Endurance racing at the next Olympic Games, and to be able to put that on Quadira’s list of achievements would make her foals sought after. I’d get top dollar for them. 

“Are you ever going to let Quadira have her run today?” Madison’s voice was tinged with impatience. A level of impatience I could see reflected in her eyes. 

“Can’t you ever just stop and smell that sea breeze?” I asked her and she rolled her eyes in response. 

“No. What I want to smell though, is bacon and eggs cooking when mum prepares breakfast for us after we get back.”

“You know I don’t eat that sort of heavy food for breakfast.” I reminded her. 

She grinned. “Good. More for me then.” She turned Rusty towards home. The copper colour of his red coat gleaming under the early morning sun. “See you back home.” She called, before dropping the reins and Rusty, recognising the signal, lunged forward, breaking into a gallop. 

Quadira began tossing her head, snatching at the reins, but I held her until I’d turned her towards home. With the narrow expanse of shoreline before me, I leaned forward in the saddle, and dropped the reins enough to let her do what she was literally dancing on her toes to do: run. 

Like a thoroughbred out of the starting gates, she leapt forward. Neck stretched out, ears flat back, my gorgeous girl raced along the beach. Whipping up sand under her hooves. My eyes watering from the wind in my face at her speed, as she carried us rapidly towards home. 

––––––––
[image: image]


THREE WEEKS LATER

There were horse floats, trucks, people, and horses everywhere when Uncle Pete pulled up in the fairground where leg one of the Endurance race would begin. 

“Big field.” Pete was a man of few words. So different to my father who had been loud and loved to dominate a conversation, despite his slight build. 

Uncle Pete was my leg man whenever I competed. Someone had to drive the horse transporter between each stage of the race which also carried our supplies. He’d offered to help me out for my first endurance race and had been doing it ever since. It took a special license to drive a truck the size of this one. 

Madison was working on her C class license so she could drive the horse transporter, but even with that, I knew she’d get bored during those times I’d be out on the trails competing and she’d be stuck waiting. 

Uncle Pete was a far better option. He was relaxed. He didn’t care how long he had to wait for me at the end of each leg, and he was like a soothing balm after a hard day, whereas Madison for the most part, only had one speed. Flat out. 

Finding some room at the far end of the line-up of floats and transporters, we got out and I rushed to check on Quadira. She was fine. Ears pricked, nostrils flaring as she breathed in the smells in the air. Eyes alert and interested in what was going on outside. 

Uncle Pete lowered the short ramp and I climbed inside to lead Quadira out. Hitching her up in the shade alongside the truck, we started unpacking whatever I needed, all while subtly checking out the competition. 

The clatter of hooves on the gravel drive drew my focus, and I turned to watch a stunning buckskin pinto walk by. The stallion had a real ambling gait. The kind of gait that he likely could keep up all day. He looked vaguely familiar. Not that it was surprising given everyone here were at the top of their game. 

It frustrated me that I was drawing a blank trying to remember the stallion’s name. I tended to forget faces quickly. It was the horses that I remembered more than their riders. Still, I was having trouble putting a
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