	The horses galloped across the field, ploughing through the crusted piles of snow with exhausted determination; the snow was deeper, there. The stallion in the lead, a red-coated beast built for speed and aggression, snorted loudly and sent up a cloud of mist.
	“Alright, alright. Gentle now,” The horse’s rider cooed in its ear, easing it out of its gallop and into a quick trot, instead. The rider was a slim man, made entirely of corded muscle and long angles, and looked perfectly comfortable astride the animal, even though it wore no saddle. His eyes glowed orange, and his hair, of a color to match, streamed untied behind him.
	“What are you slowing down for?” Came a woman’s voice as she cantered past on a blue-grey mare. If the man had looked merely comfortable on his horse, then the woman looked like she was of one soul with her own. The picture of ease, she grinned at him as she breezed by.
	“Horses are getting tired,” The man called, looking behind to ensure that the rest of the small herd was still with them, but was ultimately jerked forward again when his stallion quickened its pace to catch up with the woman and her mount. He cursed, failing to stop it.
	“Still can’t control your steed, Kel?” The woman spoke without turning around, her hair flowing behind her in a sheet of unbroken silk, the same color as the snow. Kel snarled.
	“You know perfectly well that that mare leads this herd, Yren. It’s just this poor beast’s instinct to follow her every step.” He gave a futile tug on the stallion’s mane, which it ignored.
	“What must that be like for her, I wonder?” Yren said, looking back and fixing him with a wicked stare and smile to match, as his horse closed the distance between them.
	“Just keep an easy pace, alright?” Kel said wearily, hating the way that his blood heated and his breath caught in his throat when she looked at him.
