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		Chapter 1

								

	
				Patricia’s hat had turned out exactly as ordered: refined on one side, bonkers on the other. To her left, the delicate pink linen swooped down and flared out so that it almost touched her shoulder. To the right, the linen followed the line up, and the space beneath was filled with hundreds of white silk petals resembling Patricia’s favourite flower, the peony. Today, despite the horses, she had chosen a simple white dress so that the hat would stand out. As she and her group left the limousine at the entrance to Ascot Racecourse, Patricia felt she was representing her family quite adequately.
 “First order of business,” she said to Hannah and Sophia, who had come with her, spouses in tow.
 “Worship at the altar of your father?” said Hannah. She’d gone with black and white geometric shapes in her hat today, which towered at least a foot above her head.
 “I think the worshipping is mutual,” said Sophia, in white and lilac. Actual lilacs. “You people sicken me.”
 Patricia laughed and kissed her cheek (carefully). “I’ll find you all before the third race.”
 “We’ll save you some champers,” called Sophia as her husband pulled her away. They’d arrived in his family’s helicopter, and Hannah’s father had provided the limo and clubroom. Patricia was providing the horses.
 Her nude stilettos brought her quickly to the parade ring, to the bustle and noise and shouts and occasional whinnies of her father’s world. Horseflesh and statistics and feed and jockeys the size of eleven-year-olds who were dwarfed by the creatures they sat on. Patricia stayed on the edge, outside the ring. She was recognized and waved to by many of the other observers. Photographers stepped in and out of pockets of owners and trainers, indistinguishable from each other in grey top hats and morning coats, as they patted necks and gave last-minute advice.
 But Gerald, the Earl of Danby, was not there. Nor, as she walked back along the hardpacked Horse Walk, did she see him following behind one of his beloved charges.
 “Hello, Monte!” she called up to the jockey on the horse which approached. “How’s she feeling today?” She nodded to the lad leading the horse.
 The horse Monte rode lifted her perfect head at the sound of her owner’s voice. Patricia didn’t go to the stables as often as her father, but she knew every one of the horses, and usually had a horsenut or two for them in her pockets. Not today, though. Not in this dress.
 “Woah, girl,” said Monte, pulling the reins lightly so that Crackerjax, a spindly chestnut with soulful brown eyes, couldn’t wander out of line towards Patricia. Billy, the lad, waved at her as well.
 “She’ll be ready to go, Miss,” he said. “Bit of a palaver back there, but she’s right enough.” He stuck his thumb behind him with his free hand.
 “Oh, dear. What kind of—” But they were walking past her now.
 “You might want to go back there, Miss,” Billy said over his shoulder. Monte gave her a chagrined smile over hers.
 Patricia waited a second more, watching the beautiful comportment of Gerald’s beloved horse. She loved them, too, because it was in her blood, but she didn’t live and breathe them the way he did.
 Well, she wasn’t going to find Gerald on the Horse Walk, obviously. It was too soon before the first race for him to be in the owners’ rooms, and as she approached the pre-parade ring and fielded welcoming nods and handshakes from fellow horse-owners, she kept a sharp ear out for his particular sergeant-majorish inflection.
 And that of his head trainer.
 Patricia sniffed and lifted her chin. Today, she was going to have fun. She was going to drink some champagne, eat a lot of rich food, and give her friends the inside scoop on the horses they should bet on. She was not going to let Daniel Stowe and his contemptuous stares get to her.
 As she got closer to the pre-parade ring, she heard them. She heard them because they were not with the horses milling about in the ring, but at the edge near the fence. And because one of them was shouting.
 “You did it deliberately!” her father’s voice yelled. “You kept me out of it!”
 Oh, God. Palaver indeed. Patricia picked up her pace.
 The crowd parted before her and she saw two of the ubiquitous top hats, very close to each other, one shorter than the other and bristling with anger. “For goodness’ sake,” she muttered to herself, and hurried over, ducking under the fence and showing her owner’s badge to the steward.
 The taller hat lifted as its owner raised his head, and Patricia steeled herself against her first look at Daniel in six weeks. With all the preparations under way for the race, and Patricia’s own work with the charity, they hadn’t crossed paths. Or she’d been grateful to be able to ignore him. One of the two.
 He seemed darker, more intense than ever. His close-cut hair at the nape of his neck seemed more severe than normal, his eyes almost black as whatever emotions her father was evoking came through them to her.
 Quelling the coltish leaping of her heart, she moved forward. “Father!” she called.
 Gerald’s furious glare was distracted from his head trainer. “Trish!” he yelled across the field. Damn her heels. She had to mince across the soft turf to get to him. “Daniel took Featherbrain out of the Queen Anne!”
 “Yes, yes, Pater, all right, but let’s not tell the whole world,” she soothed, putting a hand on his grey-wool-clad arm. Gerald came to himself and looked around him at the fascinated crowd. Even the horses being led around the ring seemed to have their ears cocked in her direction.
 “Come on,” she urged, pulling on his arm. “Let’s find a quiet spot.”
 “Quiet,” muttered Gerald, as they walked into the Owners and Trainers building. The men instinctively removed their top hats, and Patricia opened a couple of doors, looking for an empty room. “I’m supposed to be quiet when my reputation is about to get torn to bloody shreds?”
 “Featherbrain wasn’t ready,” Daniel said. He’d fallen into line behind her. She looked around at him and he tipped his top hat at her. “My lady,” he added. And it would have been just a normal interaction, if it hadn’t been for the mocking smile that tugged up the corner of his mouth.
 “Knock it off, Daniel,” she said, low enough that her father wouldn’t hear under his muttering.
 “Not a phrase I’ve heard you use before,” he said, his voice low. “Too long in New York buying handbags, milady?”
 Patricia scowled at him and opened another door. This room was empty, so she shoved the two of them in.
 “Trish!” squawked Gerald. “This is the ladies’!”
 “It’s empty, and that’s all I care about.” She closed the door and leaned against it. “Now what on earth is going on?”
 Gerald had gone even redder with his new surroundings, and he was already apoplectic. The reminder of his grievance turned him almost purple. “Bloody fool scratched her without a word! I’ve been talking her up all afternoon!”
 “I tried to contact you,” Daniel said. Without his hat, his features settled into the man she’d known: keen eyes that saw every detail, hair cut the requisite short back and sides without care to how the top fell over his forehead. Sharp cheekbones that went with his spare frame, showing that he had never been able to move far beyond the Spartan diet of an aspiring jockey.
 Unfortunately for Daniel, when they were fifteen he’d had a growth spurt that put him over five feet nine and killed his chances of ever riding his beloved charges. Gerald had kept him on though, impressed by his knowledge and his interest in all the facets of stock management. Ten years later, he’d been made a trainer. Five years after that, he ran the stable.
 And didn’t speak to Patricia except to goad her.
 “I’ve been out!” Gerald puffed.
 “Where’s your mobile, Dad?” Patricia asked.
 Gerald humphed. “In one of the cars, I expect.” He never could remember to keep it on him, no matter how useful everyone told him it was.
 “Then you can’t shout at Daniel for—”
 Daniel’s eyes swiveled to hers, eyebrows raised as she went to defend him. But Gerald interrupted.
 “Don’t tell me what I can’t do, young lady! They are my horses! He should have driven down early! He scratched her yesterday! Plenty of time!”
 Daniel leaned against the wall, folding his arms. “You would have tried to talk me out of it.”
 “Ha! You see! He did it deliberately!” Gerald stuck a finger in his direction.
 “She’s not ready,” Daniel patiently repeated. “I’ve been watching her at morning gallops all week. She tired too easily. The lads said the same—”
 “I’ve watched her too! She’s perfectly all right! You think I don’t know my own horses?”
 Daniel didn’t say anything, but whatever was in his eyes sent Gerald over the edge. Instead of shouting, his face twisted.
 “Just you remember, my lad,” he said, his finger an inch from Daniel’s face. “Just you remember where you came from, and who brought you here. Sometimes you forget your place.”
 “Daddy!” Patricia was horrified. Her father was never crass. “Apologize!”
 “Get away from the door, my girl, or I won’t be responsible.” Gerald squared on to her. “I’ve turned you over my knee before and I can do it again.”
 “All right, all right, for heaven’s sake.” She moved away from the door and Gerald wrenched it open, banging it with his hat in his hurry to leave.
 They heard his steps echo down the hallway towards the owners’ and trainers’ room. Patricia wanted to go after him, make him come back and take back his words.
 “Forget it,” Daniel said behind her.
 His Yorkshire accent made her close her eyes. Not that his accent pointed him out as not one of her class; Lord Clarendon’s family had come over with William the Conqueror, and his accent was thicker than moor fog. But in this case it didn’t help.
 “He didn’t mean that,” she said, hugging the door to her, not turning around.
 Daniel paused for too long before she heard, “No.”
 That made her face him. His face was as familiar to her as the view from her bedroom window, where she’d slept for all her twenty-five years, even though she hadn’t been this close to him in months. Even though when she was close to him, there was usually a horse between them. A horse, and their history: their closeness, and their estrangement.
 “I mean it,” she said now, her voice low. “You’re very important to us—to the stable.” No, she wasn’t going to back down, not this time, not when Gerald had just said what he had. “No. To us. Dad knows that.”
 Daniel had never been much of a talker. In the old days, she’d found his presence peaceful. They’d cleaned tack together, or read racing forms and dreamed of someday producing their own winners. They’d seen foals born and venerated old stallions die, and either way, Daniel had hardly spoken.
 For a very short few hours, she’d had him. But then she’d gone away to university, and she’d lost him.
 “It’s all right, Lady Patricia,” he said.
 “Damn you,” she snapped. He’d never once used her title, until she’d come back from
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