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Mya closed her eyes and drew a deep breath of crisp winter

air. In spite of the cold, her body felt warm astride Wren's

equine back. His wings beat around her. The wind howled,

yet pressed close to his broad man-back, she was protected

from it. Beneath her wool cloak, her nipples swelled and

ached. The rhythm of his galloping legs penetrated her 

wet, throbbing pussy.

No creature was more magnificent than a Horseman. With 

the upper body of a man and a lower half that could shift

from human to half-horse, they were the stuff of legends.

To fly with one, even in a dream, was the fantasy of many

human women.

"I want to fly with you forever," she murmured, clinging

tightly to his torso, her palms splayed across his powerful

chest, her fingers gripping hard muscle.

"That's what I want," he replied, his voice a deep rumble 

that weakened her legs and quickened her heartbeat. "I'm 

going to find you my love. We will spend this Unity Feast

together. I promise you."

"Wren, my village is--"

The dream ended and Mya jerked awake, her pulse racing

and her legs tangled in her blanket. Sighing, she ran a hand

through her hair. 

Again. It happened again. For almost a year she'd dreamed of 

Wren. Not just any dream, but the shared dream of a 

Horseman and his mate. As if by some horrible joke of the 

gods, each time they tried telling one another the name

of their village, the dream would end. 

They'd done everything, from blurting out the name upon

the first second of a dream to slipping it in during 

lovemaking, but nothing worked. 

Usually when she awakened, such longing and sadness 

consumed her that she felt near tears. This time was 

different. Wren had promised they would be together, and

somehow she believed him.

* * * * *

"It's crazy for you to stay out here by yourself,"

Inez, a friend of Mya's, said as the women sipped tea by 

the fire in Mya's cottage. "There's a terrible storm 

moving in. The Horsemen scouts are spreading the word 

to villages all over the coast. Do you really want to be 

stuck out here all by yourself? Come home with me. Terra 

and I would love you to spend the Unity Feast with us."

"Thank you for the offer, but I won't be alone."

Inez grinned and punched Mya in the arm. "You finally

managed to tell Wren where to find you."

"No."

"Then what are you talking about?" 

"I didn't tell him, but he'll be here."

"No one knows better than I do the power of Horsemen,

but even they can't read minds. If you didn't tell him in

the dream, then how will he--"

"Inez, I just know he'll be here. Please, don't worry. I'll 

be fine."

* * * * *

Unity Feast was the biggest holiday of the year. All over 

the world, from the north to the tropics, humans and

Horsemen celebrated their partnership. For as long

as anyone could remember, the two species had worked

side-by-side to ensure survival and safety for their 

peoples. The holiday represented the meal shared by 

the first Horsemen and humans so many years ago.

Though every village celebrated with amusements and

food, there was nothing quite like Unity Feast in the 

north. Snow covered the ground, the scent of fires and

warm cider wafted on the air, and everything seemed

like a fairytale. 

Tonight was the eve before the holiday, and as Mya 

decorated her house with faeries made from pine 

branches and lace, some part of her wondered if she

wasn't a bit of a fool. 

Inez was probably right. Without telling Wren where

she lived, how could he possibly find her? She knew

from their dreams that he'd been searching the world

for her, flying across oceans and searching forests,

mountains, and valleys. 

Mya had also searched, asking some of the Horsemen

from the village for rides as well as combing the 

countryside on her true horse. It seemed she and Wren

were fated to love each other only in dreams.

This time, something in his voice told her he would 

find her. She had to help. The only way she knew how

would be to try again in their dream.

Placing the last faerie on a nail on her door, Mya 

stirred the pot of stew cooking over the fire and 

glanced around the cottage. 

Lanterns burned brightly, bathing the room in light. 

The table was set for two. In the center rested a basket

of fresh bread and a pot of butter. The aroma of 

ginger cookies and spiced cider filled the room.

On top of the trunk at the foot of the bed was the gift

she'd knitted for Wren: a blanket of red wool. It would

look so beautiful on his back when he was in equine 

form. 

He was pure white. His coat looked like freshly

fallen snow. His human hair and beard, straight and 

smooth as silk, were also stark white. Such paleness

made his dark brown eyes appear even more beautiful. 

Their expression was so calm and tender that when he

held her gaze, she felt as if she was floating in a pool

of warm brown molasses.

Perhaps he was just a dream, a figment of her 

imagination to combat the loneliness of her life. Oh, 

she had good friends in Hornview, but no soul mate.

Strangely, she had no desire for one, until the dreams

started. It was Wren she wanted and needed. She 

wasn't lonely for just any companion. She was lonely

for him.

"Wren," she sighed, lying on the bed and closing her

eyes, "this time, I hope you'll hear me."

It seemed to take forever for sleep to come. Finally

the dream enveloped her. She stood in the middle of 

a snowy field, not a cottage or even smoke from a 

distant fire in view.

Then she heard it. Massive wings pounding overhead.

Glancing up, she saw Wren circling the sky above. 

Sunlight glinted off his white satin hide and made his

pale, beautiful wings seem almost translucent, 

revealing the fine pattern of bones and feathers. 

His white hair, bound at his nape, snapped in the wind.

"Hornview!" she bellowed, shocked that the word

actually carried. "I'm in Horn--"

She awoke with a pounding heart. Hornview! She'd 

shouted it. He must have heard her this time!

Trembling, she washed her face in the basin of water

by her bed and continued preparing the cottage for

Wren.

As afternoon turned to evening, she began losing

hope. Outside was so dark that, when she'd gone

to the barn to check on her animals, she hadn't 

been able to see the moon through the clouds.

During the past hour, snow fell more heavily.

It was hard for Horsemen to navigate in such 

weather. Wren surely wouldn't make it there 

tonight. Perhaps tomorrow, providing he could find

her after all.

She was about to blow out her lanterns and go to 

bed when tapping sounded on her door.

"Who is it?" she called, her breath quickening.

"Mya? It's Wren."

She flung open the door, not caring that several

feet of snow fell onto the wooden floor. Staring

at the object of her love, she felt giddy with 

delight. 

Still wearing his equine-half, he stood knee-deep

in snow. He must have flown fast and far to reach 

her for steam rose from his sweat-soaked coat 

and the full-coat of hair covering his man-half. 

Moisture gleamed through his long, straight beard

and matted his thick eyelashes. With a broad 

forehead, perfectly straight nose and knife-sharp

cheekbones, he was more handsome than any

male she could have imagined--even with his face

covered in hair. A Horseman could sprout a full-coat

at will, covering his man-half in short, sleek hair

that protected him from severe weather. Mya 

thought there was something sexy and wild about

a full-coated Horseman. At that moment she 

didn't care whether he wore hair or human skin. All

that mattered they were finally together.

"Gods!" she murmured, flinging her arms around

his waist. 

He enfolded her in a tight embrace. His heart 

throbbed against her cheek as she pressed

her face against his hot, damp chest. His scent of

winter air, musky male, and horse enveloped her.

"You're even more beautiful than in the dreams,"

he said, kissing the top of her head.

Squeezing him harder, she felt him shivering. It 

was so cold outside and after the flight he must be

freezing.

"Come in." She grasped his wrists and tugged him.

Glancing at his snowy legs, he said, "I'll ruin your

floor."

"The last thing I care about is the floor. Stand

by the fire and I'll get something to dry you off."

He did as she asked, his hooves clinking on the 

wooden floor as he approached the hearth. Removing

his water pouch and waist pack, he placed them 

aside and extended his hands toward the fire to 

warm them.

Mya couldn't keep her eyes off him. He was so

gorgeous and so damn big! His broad shoulders 

and chest tapered to a well-muscled stomach that

flowed into a sleek horse-body. Firelight glinted

off silvery hooves. 

She approached with towels. His hand brushed hers

as he took one and dried his face, shoulders, and 

chest. How she wished to dry him, touch him!

"May I help you?" she asked.

He smiled, his dark eyes gazing into hers. "I'd 

love it."

Nodding, her nipples tight and belly quivering 

with desire, she stood beside him and toweled

off  his equine back. She brushed ice crystals from

his wings, marveling at the softness of his feathers.

Unable to resist, her hand strayed to his equine 

rump, feeling his hard muscles beneath the satiny

coat. She massaged him with her hands as well

as the towel until his body cooled to normal, which

was still quite hot when compared to a human.

"You heard me shout Hornview?" she asked, her

hands splayed across his broad man-chest.

He nodded. "I flew as fast as I could to get here.

I wanted to be with you so much it was almost 

painful, Mya. I don't know how I've gotten 

through the year dreaming of you and not being

able to hold you for real."

"I've felt the same." She walked to the trunk and

took the red blanket. "I made this for you."

Running his hand over the wool, he smiled. "It's

beautiful. I can use it right about now."

She opened it and covered his equine back. 

She admired the red against his pale skin and  

white tail peeking out the back.

"Are you hungry?" she asked. "You must be."

She tore her gaze from him to check the stew

and spun in surprise as a ripple shook the 

floor. Wren had shifted to Huform and stood

before her, naked, the blanket dangling from

his hand. The full coat had disappeared, leaving

only the white hair on his head and the white

beard.

Mya swallowed hard. Gods, he was absolutely

gorgeous. His hips were lean and his human 

legs long with well-defined muscles.  Most 

captivating was his large sac and long, thick,

pink-tinged cock rising from a nest of pale hair.

"I'm sorry, Mya, but I want you so much. Say 

you want me, too."

"Gods, yes!" She tossed the stew spoon aside

and approached him. 

Kneeling in front of her, he raised her skirt, his

large, hot hands stroking her thighs and 

caressing her bottom. His cheek rested against

her belly and his eyes slipped shut as he 

continued touching her. While she unbound his 

hair and grasped handfuls of the smooth,

damp tresses, he threaded his fingers through

the hair between her legs. The long, callused

tip of his index finger tenderly circled her clit

while his thumb explored her tight, wet pussy.

"Oh, Wren," she murmured. This felt even 

better than the dreams. He stood, tugging her

dress over her head. Her shift followed.

Sweeping her soft, naked body into his arms,

he carried her to the bed where he placed her

on her back and knelt between her legs. 

She watched him through half closed eyes as he

toyed with her clit, making her heart beat out

of control. Inch by inch, he slid his steely erection

inside her, the pleasure from his stroking hand 

helping her ignore the initial discomfort of his 

penetration.

Grasping her buttocks, he steadied her as he 

moved his hips in a slow yet incredibly arousing

rhythm. 

He reached one of his long arms across her 

body and flicked his thumb over first one nipple

then the other. Over and over he stroked and

rolled her nipples between his thumb and 

forefinger while his cock created marvelous 

sensations in her lower half.

"Wren, oh! Yes, please, please!" she panted,

her eyes tightly closed and head pressing hard

against the pillow as she neared her climax.

The hand that had been on her breast began

stroking her clit. Gasping and shuddering, 

Mya came. His cock and hand didn't stop 

stroking until the last quiver ran through her.

Smiling, she welcomed him with clinging arms

as he shifted position, covering her body with 

his.

He buried his face in her neck, kissing and 

licking as he thrust long and fast, driving her

toward another peak. 

Sinking her fingers into his powerful back

muscles, she wrapped her legs around him,

crossing them at the ankles as her hips rocked

in time with his.

Above her cry of fulfillment, she heard his

guttural shout and felt his big, hard body surge

as he climaxed.

Moving slightly aside, he kept his face against

her shoulder. Unlike most men's beards, his 

was very straight and felt like silk against her 

skin.

After a moment, he kissed her cheek and stood.

As he stooped to search through his waist pack,

she was awarded a view of his tight, round

buttocks. 

"I brought you a gift for Unity Feast, too. 

Actually, it's even more than that." 

He approached, kneeling beside the bed and 

stroking her cheek before holding up a gold

ring etched with flowers. "We already know

we're soul mates, Mya, so will you please be

my wife?"

Mya drew a sharp breath as she took the 

ring and slipped it on her finger. She hugged

him tightly and spoke into his pointed

Horseman ear that twitched with pleasure

at her words. "Yes, Wren, I want nothing

more than to be your wife."

"I love you Mya. I have since the first dream

we shared." He slipped into bed beside her, 

and she cuddled close to his side.

"I love you, too." 

Mya could scarcely wait to introduce him to

her friends in Hornview. Tomorrow they

would fly to the village. That would be soon

enough. 

Tonight, they had other plans. 

The End

