

[image: Cover]



 < Winning it All>

 


[image: ]



 

Western Star Episode 5

 

 

Mary Kit Caelsto


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Want Free Stories?

Also By The Author

WS5_Winning It All

Fox Hunt Inn Sign Up Backmatter

Preview: Spins Are Wild

Preview: Steady On Course

About the Author


The scanning, uploading and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized editions and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated. Permission is granted to make ONE backup copy for archival purposes.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, places, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

 

WINNING IT ALL: Western Star Episode 5

Copyright © Mary Kit Caelsto, 2020

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

Cover Art ® 2020

Cover art by Epona Author Solutions

Book formatting by Epona Author Solutions (http://www.eponaauthorsolutions.com)


Electronic Publication Date: November 2020

 

This book may not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the author.

 

Please support horse rescue and rescue organizations. You may just find your next best friend.

 


 


[image: ]



 

 

Want Free Stories?

 

Visit https://marykitcaelsto.com/newsletter and sign up for Mary’s newsletter. She offers free serial stories – one equestrian and one fantasy – to her subscribers.

 

Get even more free stories by becoming a Patreon at https://patreon.com/marykitcaelsto.

 


[image: ]

 

Also By The Author

 

Equestrian Women’s Fiction

 

Noble Dreams Series

Steady On Course
Standing On Course
Correction On Course
Walking On Course

Course Perfect

Shadbelly Faults
Husband On Board
Double Clear
Riding Double
Rompers & Rosettes
Crossed Rails


International Obstacles

Baby Green

Mare Stare

 

Western Star Series
(women’s fiction w/ romantic elements)
Spins Are Wild
Turn And Burn
In The Chute
Back In The Saddle

Winning It All

 

Sweet Equestrian Romance

 

Shiloh’s Second Chance

 

Equestrian Romance (Mildly Sensual/Mainstream)

Racehorses & Romance Series

Racing Home

Claiming His Irish Trainer

His Irish Proposition (coming soon)

 

Fantasy/Magic Realism

 

Radio Arcanum/Musimagium

Hidden
Tonic Chords
Of Songs & Horns
Songs & Paperwork

Chasing Neptune’s Cat
Draco Magus

Radio Arcanum

 

The Pegasus Enchantment

The Pegasus Project
Pegasus In Flight

Pegasus Gathered (coming soon)

 

Rota Rising~Tyche

From The Deep

Bad Luck Titan

Racing Luck (to be re-released)

Healing Luck (Rota Rising Book 1 - coming soon)

 


Chapter One

 

The first light of dawn cracked across the horizon, painting the sky in shades of pink and orange, contrasted with the dark clouds hovering overhead from an overnight rainstorm. Lora leaned against the porch railing and watched the horses grazing in the field. Clint remained sleeping, and she’d come outside to do chores. She’d hoped to sit on the porch and work on the event logistics, but the chilly air sent her back indoors. The farm seemed quieter without Trisha here. Not that she’d gotten in the way or anything, but rather just the knowledge that it was just Clint and she terrified and thrilled her all at the same time.

The ghosts of her past arrived less and less. Lora stifled a yawn. She realized now that the problems with her marriage had come mostly from her ex-husband’s unwillingness to take responsibility or grow up. She’d heard very little since his former girlfriend had gotten in an accident. He seemed to have slipped from the rodeo blogs, not that she really followed those much anyway. That was his problem, not hers, and she was just thankful she’d gotten through the divorce with her farm intact. Now to keep it that way.

She opened the door and stepped inside, closing it softly behind her. Pouring herself another mug of coffee, she went to the living room, sat down, and grabbed her laptop. She opened the lid, awakening it from sleep mode, and stared at the spreadsheets. With the venue nailed down and a list of necessary upgrades done, she knew what needed to be done and when. Add to that looking for food trucks and maybe some entertainment, and she had the bulk of the work done. The biggest part, the marketing plan, Trisha said she’d help with. But first, Lora needed to finish her timeline and update the budget. She wasn’t sure how much she could put into social media ads, let alone radio or any local publicity, and that would count for a lot of their attendance.

Thirty minutes later Clint kissing her cheek as he sat next to her with a steaming mug of coffee, then realizing hers had gone cold, and taking it to the kitchen to warm up, pulled her attention from her work. She almost had things completed to the point where she could turn a bunch of it over to Trisha. Now that would feel good.

“How’s it going? We break a million dollars yet.” Clint set her coffee down. He sat and peered over her shoulder. “Looks like you got a lot of work done this morning.” He casually draped his arm across the back of the couch, his fingers brushing her shoulder.

She leaned into his touch, closing her eyes, and savoring the connection that’d grown between them. “Not quite a million, but I think we could accommodate two hundred or so attendees, pretty easily. Parking would be rough, but if it didn’t pour before the event like it did last night, the pasture could be parking. We can probably run some shuttles, maybe a hay wagon or something, if parking is too far out. I’ve got a list of questions for Trisha on the marketing side, as well as a timetable, so I think we’re getting there.

 “You’re brilliant. Beautiful and brilliant. There’s no way I could have pulled off all of this. It looks like a nightmare, and yet you’ve made it seem easy. I knew a lot of work went into these types of events. I just didn’t know how much.” He pointed at an item on the screen. “What’s that?”

“A list of possible entertainment or talks that might work in a tent outside the main barn if we do a couple of different tracts of programming. I haven’t decided on that yet. I know Brock’s going to be the big draw. I also don’t think he could probably talk for 8 hours straight, and probably wouldn’t want to.”

Clint laughed. “Oh, you don’t know Brock. I’m sure if you put him on horseback with some steers to rope or cut, he’d be happy to talk for twelve hours on it. The question is, would people want to listen that long? My guess is if you’re going to do an all-day event, then two sessions in the morning and maybe one in the afternoon would do it.”

Lora nodded. “That’s what I was thinking.”

“I thought we weren’t going to do an all-day thing. Just start small.”

Lora shrugged and grinned. “Go big or go home? Though honestly, it’s not like we must pay to rent the venue. And if we can have some additional draws, then why not? I thought about maybe asking the rescue that takes in Quarter Horses from the track to set up a table there. Maybe even investigate tent rentals for some vendors to set up. If we can cover the tent rental with table fees, then why not?”

“Wow. Yeah, that makes sense. I never imagined the event getting this big this quickly. I love it.” He wrapped his arms around Lora’s shoulder and pulled her close. “I love you!”

She turned toward him, and their lips met in a toe-curling kiss. She pulled back, thinking that if they started this now, then no work was going to get done and she had horses to ride. “I love you too,” she said. 

“Meet you in the barn?”

“Yeah, I’ll be down in a bit.” She saved her documents, attached the timeline to an email to Trisha and sent it off. The back door closed as Clint went to the barn. Lora sat in the living room for long moments, listening to the silence and contemplating just how much her life had changed since she’d gotten that dreaded letter from her attorney and she worried about losing everything. Now, she had a chance to claim it all, and she was nervous and excited. She double checked that she’d saved her notes, then shut down her laptop and followed Clint.

~* * *~

Being in the saddle on Lolly again meant things truly were looking up, Lora thought as she walked around the arena. Sure, they weren’t turning and burning yet, but the mare’s leg had healed, and she’d been cleared for very light riding. Enough to keep her from climbing the walls, at least, Lora thought. She rode in the outdoor arena, a puffy vest to keep out the cold. Lolly acted as if she wanted to go faster, though it didn’t take much for Lora to keep her at a walk.

Slow and steady. If anything personified that, Lolly did. When she’d had the setback from her accident, Lora wondered if the mare would ever return to top competition form. Now, even though they just walked around the arena, pausing occasionally to make large sweeping circles or change directions, she felt the same spark from the mare as she’d had before her accident. Along with the new prospect Arden was sending her way, a mare that’d gone through the auction pen, almost ended up at a kill lot, only to reveal blazing fast speed and tight turns, Lora grew excited about the upcoming competition year. 

“I won’t abandon you.” Lora leaned forward and patted the mare. “Don’t worry.” She changed direction one more time, then listened as the timer she’d set on her cell phone chimed. “And that’s it for today.” She stopped in the center of the arena, dismounted, then led Lolly back into the barn. She removed her tack and brushed her, though the mare hardly even got warm, let alone worked up a sweat. She turned her out in the paddock next to the barn that way the mare could stay outside and out of her stall, while not having the space to get into too much trouble.

Arden’s truck pulled into the yard. She stopped and stepped out, then went around to unhook the latch on the trailer door. Lora met her.

“I’ve got the stall all ready for her and we can talk about her training and what she’s done so far,” Lora said. “It’s good to see you.”

“Good to see you too.” Arden looked her up and down. “I think Clint and all of this—” Arden waved her hand at the farm. “Agrees with you. You’re looking good my friend.”

“You too,” Laura replied.

Arden wore jeans and Justin boots, her flannel shirt open over a t-shirt from a charity pro barrel racing event a few years ago. She’d pulled her hair back with a simple silver clip at the nape of her neck. Lora envied Arden her ability to look put together no matter the
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