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I woke early and started the coffee then after a quick shower, I filled a thermos and headed for the barn.  The horses whickered a greeting, all of them sticking their heads from their stalls in anticipation of treats.  

I slowly went down one side and came back up the other, stopping at each doorway to offer love and carrots.  All but one horse snuffed my hands and munched happily on their treat.  In the corner stall, the new stallion stomped nervously, still not comfortable with his surroundings. 

I cautiously approached Pharaoh’s door, both apple and carrot in hand.  I clicked my tongue in my cheek with every step, so I wouldn’t startle him.  As I peered in, I could see he was scared and crowding the back corner, so I just stood there, as he sniffed the air.  I watched his ears carefully as he laid them back then brought them forward  again, almost swiveling around atop his huge proud head.

“Beautiful, isn’t he,” the quiet voice of my foreman asked from behind me.  “Just got him here yesterday and he’s still settling in.”

“Beautiful isn’t even the half of it.  He’s magnificent!”  I declared, taking in his golden coat, matching socks and perfect star between his wide placed eyes.  “He’s going to father some splendid colts!”

“He sure will, and just in time too; Cleo’s going into season.  They will be a remarkable combination,” he indicated my favorite chestnut mare.  “Let’s put her in the stall next to his to get them acquainted and take out Caesar and Mark Antony instead,” he suggested.

I nodded, and leaving him to move the horses, made my way back down the stable to bring out the two riding horses that Trace had recommended.  He had been my foreman for years and although we had never married, we enjoyed a comfortable relationship and arrangement.  

After a messy divorce, I wasn’t in a hurry to become attached again, and staying wasn’t Trace’s style.  I figured in another year or two, he would pack up and leave in the middle of the night, and never be heard from again.  It bothered me, but I wasn’t about to let that stop me from enjoying his attention.  That man knew his way around horses and ladies both; and I was lucky to have him for now.

Once the geldings were saddled, I took them both by the reins and led them out into the yard, leaving them tied to the post.  I ran back to the house and packed a quick lunch and a thermos of lemonade for later.  Approaching the horses, I could see that Trace had tied a blanket behind the saddle on Caesar and was looking around for me.

I approached with a grin.  “Thought I’d grab us some lunch for later.”  I indicated the bag I held.  “I see you got the coffee and a seat.”

“Muffins too.”  He answered with a smile of his own.  “Let’s get going.  The sun will be coming up before long.

He took the bag, looped it over the horn, then gave me a leg up in the saddle and handed me the reins.  Antony gave a couple hops and side stepped but I quickly got him under control before turning his head and urging him towards the pasture gate.

Trace mounted and followed closely behind, then took the lead, heading for the hills.  I was content to follow a few steps behind.  The view was spectacular and worth the little bit of dust that Caesar’s hooves kicked up.  The man in front of me could sure sit a saddle.  His tight firm ass bounced slightly in the seat while his powerful thighs hugged the gelding’s side.  His capable hands were light on the reins giving the horse freedom to pick his own path.

He turned in the saddle, pulling my eyes from their feast.  “Jess, why do you always lag back?  Come on up here, it's easier to talk.”  His eyes dared me to protest.  He was fully aware of what I had been doing behind him.

I kicked Antony gently and he quickly caught stride with Caesar.  We rode in compatible silence, contrary to his comment about talking.  The grade curved up and around the side of a huge hill.  Down below, we were able to faintly see the cattle grazing as well as a small herd of antelope off to the side.  

Finally, we reached the top of the hill.  Trace was there as I kicked free of the stirrups and slid off the horse.  He pulled me tight against him and I tipped my head up to accept his lips.  Our hats hit, knocking them from our heads, and both fell unnoticed to the ground.

He pulled the blanket from behind his saddle and opened it before tossing it to the ground.  We both dropped down on it and removed our boots then returned to each other’s arms.  His lips were almost as demanding as his hands; his fingers pulling my shirt from my waistband.  

I loved the feel of his calloused hands on my naked skin as he slid them up under my shirt to release my bra.  Then, they moved to cup my breasts, massaging them, caressing them as he brought my nipples to attention.  He pulled off my shirt and bra and tossed them to the side, then bent to feast on my bare flesh, bringing my aching bosom to his mouth.

At first, he suckled like a baby before drawing hard at the nipple, grazing his teeth over it lightly.  Biting it softly, he brought a gasp to my lips of both pleasure and pain.  One hand continued, going back and forth between my tits as the other made its way to the button on my jeans.  A quick flick of the wrist released the fastening and he drew the
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