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Chapter One 

 

 

THE SMELL OF FRESH HAY filled my nose as I walked into the dark barn. I stood still in the 

darkness for a moment before turning on the overhead lights. I flipped the switch and the bright 

halogen lights illuminated the rows of stalls on either side of the barn’s long hallway. A couple 

of horse heads appeared from behind their stall doors, curious as to who had just walked in. A 

smile formed across my face. It had been such a long day, and all I wanted to do was take a 

midnight ride on the back of my favorite thoroughbred. 

I walked toward the back of the barn, several horses neighing as I passed by. “Hey, guys,” I 

said, stopping to pat one of the horse’s foreheads. “How’s it going, Little Ghost?” I whispered, as 

I put my face against the white colt’s cheek. 

As I came to another stall, I placed my hand on the wreath of red roses that was slung across 

the stall door. The roses were still fresh and soft under my touch. “How does it feel to be a 

celebrity, Casper?” It always felt weird to say his name since it was my name, too. 

Casper the Friendly Ghost was just the latest Kentucky Derby winner for my parents’ 

prestigious farm, Ghost Hill Farms, and who better, I guess they figured, to name their only 

daughter after than a line of horses? Casper blew air out of his nostrils and bobbed his graceful 

head. 

“So you liked all the attention, huh? I know you liked the winner’s circle more than I did.” I 

put my hand on his forehead and rubbed his dark coat. 

It was tradition for me to appear with my dad in the winner’s circle. I felt awkward in front of 

the cameras and hated seeing my photo appear in the newspapers and on the news channels. Not 

to mention, I couldn’t see straight for at least a couple hours afterward. 

I gave Casper a final pat and walked to the farthest stall, where Wendy waited patiently for 

me. Her big brown eyes were trained on me. Wendy was my favorite. When she looked at me, it 

was as if she understood me better than any person could. After a long day at school or a fight 

with my mother, I would run to the barn as fast as I could and curl up in Wendy’s stall. Wendy 

would almost always lie down near me and I would stroke her beautiful chestnut coat. And when 

the day had been beyond unbearable, Wendy and I would hit the trails. 
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“Ready for a run?” I asked her, kissing her black muzzle. 

The wind whipped through my loose hair as I guided Wendy over the narrow path near the 

farm’s border fence. The moonlight was bright, casting a shadow of us barreling through the 

dark green grass. The air was cold and my ears and nose were numb, but I didn’t care. My heart 

was racing and all I could feel was freedom. I buried my face into her long brown mane and 

pushed her as fast as she would go. Everything disappeared and all I could hear was the 

pounding of her hooves and my own fast beating heart. 

After several minutes of going full speed, I slowed Wendy to a trot, gave her thick neck a 

pat, and turned her toward the barn. Once we were back, I pulled her saddle off and gave her a 

quick brushing before putting her in her stall. I returned the saddle to its place in the center room 

of the barn, switched off the lights, and closed the heavy doors. 

I sat down on the damp grass, leaning against the barn wall, and stared at the back of my 

parents’ massive house, which was just far away enough for me to not be seen. The giant patio 

and pool area were lit up with lanterns brought in especially for their victory party. The clinking 

of champagne glasses and muffled laughter infiltrated the night air. I hated the parties and my 

parents’ snobby friends, with their Botoxed lips and Cartier diamonds. I had snuck away to the 

barn as soon as possible, which hadn’t taken too long, since my mother was too busy impressing 

the reporter from The Lexington Herald to notice me walk out the back door. 

I loved the horses, but the lifestyle was something I could do without. I couldn’t care less 

about trendy Louis Vuitton purses or Louboutin heels. If it weren’t for my mother’s insistence, I 

wouldn’t own a dress or a stupid pantsuit. What seventeen-year-old wears a pantsuit anyway? I 

preferred to live in worn jeans and a T-shirt. The dressiest I cared to be was my riding gear for a 

show jumping competition. 

I looked down at the grass and plucked a couple of blades, twisting them between my fingers. 

It had been almost a year since my accident at the Adequan Select World Championship. I was 

lucky to walk away with only a broken arm, but I didn’t want to think about that now. I shook 

my head, trying to shake the thought out of my head, and looked back at the house. 

 


