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    Chapter 1
  


  
    The air-conditioning in the large blue Mercedes had been pumping out cold air for forty-five minutes, but the sweat was still trickling down the two rolls of fat on the driver’s neck. The smell in the car – essence of Harry Short, mingling with stale cigar smoke – was none too sweet but Harry didn’t mind. He was a good three stones overweight, it was the hottest summer on record and he was just about to become the most successful racehorse trainer in Britain. If that wasn’t an excuse for generating a bit of your own heat, what was?
  


  
    Harry shifted his bulk in the seat of the car and smiled, an unnerving sight. Just over six foot tall with straight brown hair cut brutally short at the sides, he looked like a bouncer who somewhere along the line had got lucky, which is what he was. There was a high colour to his cheeks, suggesting a man with a temper straining at the leash like an angry Rottweiler. Sometimes the leash snapped. Right now the thought of his  horse Pendero getting beaten this afternoon made him grip the large steering wheel so tightly he could feel the moisture squeezing from his palms. It had been a year, a year of planning. If it all went wrong, he really didn’t know what he would do. Some act of mindless violence probably.
  


  
    He loosened the collar of his shirt where a water-line of sweat was visible.
  


  
    ‘Can’t happen,’ he muttered. ‘Cannot happen.’
  


  
    He pressed a fat finger at the car radio and the sound of strings filled the car. Mantovani, he loved it. Sweet, soft and easy – everything Harry Short was not.
  


  
    There were two ways to win the flat trainers championship, Harry reflected. One was to be born into a rich racing family, like the two chinless wallies above him in the current winners table, Edward Denton and Ian Gardem. Harry winced at the mere thought of them. Without inherited wealth, those two couldn’t have held down a job mucking out, let alone training expensive horses. Their success had been assured the moment their mothers had lain back and thought of England. No way was Harry Short hung up on class – he just hated any bastard that went to public school.
  


  
    Then there was the other way to the top, Harry’s way. He had been born into a poor family in Doncaster. Everything he knew about horses he had learnt from the gypsies who camped south of the racecourse. He understood horses – or, rather, they understood him and his none too subtle methods. Briefly he had wanted to be a jockey but, as little  Harry became big Harry, the dream receded.
  


  
    He worked the clubs for a while, on the security side, but racing was what mattered to him. Thanks to a spot of friendly pressure – Harry didn’t like to think of it as blackmail – he landed a job as assistant to a trainer with an unfortunate fondness for curb-crawling on Saturday nights and, within a couple of years, he had seen more of the underbelly of racing than the Dentons and Gardems would see in a lifetime. When his boss was obliged to retire after someone thoughtlessly exposed him to the press, Harry Short took over the yard.
  


  
    Today, ten years later, Harry was a name to be reckoned with. He wasn’t liked by those who ran racing, or by other trainers. He wasn’t much liked by his owners either; he treated them with careless contempt. But he did get winners when it mattered.
  


  
    Like at 3.30 this afternoon at Ascot with a four-year-old called Pendero.
  


  
    Harry smiled. It was the sweetest deal you could imagine. Pendero had run four times this season and his form, which read 4-3-5-2, was enough for the handicapper to give him nine stone for the race at Ascot. But then, on this occasion, the handicapper was himself working under a handicap. He didn’t know, for example, that Pendero’s best distance was a mile and a half. All he knew was that the horse was better than average over a mile. He didn’t know either that last time out, his jockey had been warned that if he was seen doing anything more strenuous than breathing during the race he would get a good hiding. He didn’t know that, just to make sure, his trainer had  put an extra stone of lead in his weight cloth to anchor him.
  


  
    The Kings’ Food Handicap, Ascot, was hardly the richest race in the calendar, being worth a mere £20,000 to the winner, but for Harry Short it mattered more than a classic. It would give him what he needed to crack the magic circle of fashionable trainers: a blue-chip owner rather than the fly-by-night builders, nightclub owners and footballers that he mostly dealt with at present. A moneyed lord would do it but an Arab was even better. It gave you credibility, class – suddenly everybody would want to know him.
  


  
    Harry had set his sights on Ibn Fayoud al Hassan, which translated as Son of Fayoud of the House of Hassan. His English friends called him Ibn or Ib for short. The house in question happened to be royal. In Arab terms that meant rich, too, which was more than could be said for most of the British variety.
  


  
    It was rumoured in the business that young Ibn Fayoud was in a spot of financial bother. He was something of a playboy, very different from his famous wealthy father. According to Harry Short’s sources, he owed a cool £600,000 to Reg Butler Ltd, a chain of bookmakers much respected by gamblers on account of the risk of quite serious injury to the person if you didn’t respect them.
  


  
    Jack Butler now ran the firm. He was thirty-six and not an unreasonable man; he knew you didn’t go around breaking the legs of rich Arabs who owed you a bit of cash – at least not if the Arab in question had a daddy for whom the honour of the family was more important than a mere six-figure gambling debt. On  the other hand, the Butler family honour mattered too. Once the word spread that Jack was owed six hundred big ones by someone who was still walking around in perfectly good health, his reputation would take no end of a hammering. So one of Jack’s men had a quiet word with Ibn Fayoud to the effect that, if he didn’t see his way to clearing the debt plus interest by the end of the season, Mr Butler would have no alternative but to take his problem to the Sheikh.
  


  
    It was at the Newmarket Craven meeting that Ibn Fayoud, now desperate, was approached by an unlikely benefactor in the form of Harry Short. He had heard of Ibn Fayoud’s little problem and he had a solution. In three months’ time he would give the young Arab a stone cold certainty to clear his debts in one. All he would expect in return was that Ibn Fayoud should move his nine horses, currently being trained by Ian Denton, to Harry’s yard. Ibn Fayoud had agreed.
  


  
    Harry had booked a good apprentice to ease Pendero’s task. With the seven-pound claim reducing his weight, the horse couldn’t lose. The apprentice could even make a cockup and still win. Harry chuckled. Cockup? It was hardly the right phrase when his apprentice was one Kelly Connor.
  


    The day started badly for Kelly. She’d had to ride out three lots before setting off for Ascot in her rusty Saab. Then she had a puncture on the way to the races. By the time she reached the weighing room, Harry Short was steaming like a pressure cooker.
  


  
    ‘Walked the course yet?’ he snapped by way of  introduction. This was their first meeting.
  


  
    Heads turned in the weighing room. Harry Short’s rages were legendary and this one was warming up nicely.
  


  
    ‘My car—’
  


  
    ‘I’m not interested in your fucking car.’
  


  
    Kelly sighed. ‘I’m here,’ she said, her smile sweet, her tone razor-sharp and so quiet that only Harry could hear. ‘I know the course. If the horse is good enough, I’ll win. Nothing else matters. All right . . . sir?’
  


  
    Harry was taken aback. He wasn’t used to back-chat, not from female apprentices anyway. He flushed a deeper red. ‘Get yourself ready then,’ he growled and strode out of the weighing room.
  


  
    It had taken five years for Kelly Connor to reach this moment, five years of hardship and dedication, five years of trying to make the world ignore the fact that she was bright, intelligent, goodlooking and female. Racing, she discovered, had no time for looks in a jockey; it distrusted brains. Her appearance – dark, slim, pale-skinned – which, in any other profession, would have been an advantage, was for her a liability.
  


  
    Ever since she left school, she had worked for Bill Templeman, who kept a small string of horses but had a big reputation as a trainer. Bill and his wife Annie had been impressed by the way Kelly rode from the day she’d arrived on their doorstep. They had expected competence – after all, she was Frank Connor’s daughter – but Kelly had something more: judgement yoked with an iron determination to win  at all costs. There was a touch of class to her.
  


  
    Bill had given her as many rides as he could but, with only twenty horses in his yard, the chances were limited. It had been Kelly who had pushed her career forward by ringing other trainers, riding work for as many people as she could, picking up whatever spare rides were going. Soon she had established a reputation as one of the most professional apprentices riding, and great value for her seven pounds. All she needed now was the opportunity to do well for one of the big stables. Then she would be on her way. The call from Harry Short asking her to ride Pendero at Ascot was what she’d been waiting for.
  


  
    She had hesitated briefly. Short had a reputation as a ruthless womanizer – there had been talk of stable girls in his yard being the subject of his hefty, unpleasant attentions – and she was not naive enough to think that she was the only good apprentice available. So why her?
  


  
    ‘Just get to the course in time for us to walk it,’ he had ordered.
  


  
    Kelly dismissed Short from her mind as she pulled on her silk breeches and changed into the orange and black colours of Pendero’s owner Colonel Twyford. She had more important matters to think about.
  


    In a small, tidy flat in Newmarket, Frank Connor sat in front of his television, occasionally glancing at his watch. Kelly’s race was in forty-five minutes’ time. It was unlike her not to ring him from the racecourse as soon as she arrived. Both of them had become used to this ritual, which had nothing to do  with advice – Kelly was beyond needing help of that kind from her father – but was simply a ritual. ‘Good luck, girl.’ ‘Thanks, Da.’ It set them both up for the afternoon.
  


  
    Normally Frank would have dismissed any worries about Kelly from his mind. An important spare ride, a notoriously difficult trainer for whom she had never ridden before: it was hardly surprising that she had forgotten to phone. After all, nobody knew the pressures of racing better than Frank Connor: Irish champion jockey at nineteen, winner in one season of both the George VI, the Gold Cup and the Irish National at twenty-three, and then at twenty-nine washed-up, just another has-been with a dodgy past. He knew all about the ups and downs, the winners and the losers. Most of all, the losers.
  


  
    Frank Connor hated memories – there were no trophies in his flat, the only framed racing photographs were of Kelly – but recently the past had been stalking him like a hungry wolf. Not the winners, the laughs in the weighing room, the champagne, the congratulations, but the other side: clipped instructions over the phone, secret meetings, the look of bewilderment on trainers’ and owners’ faces, the jeers of the punters who knew, almost by instinct, that Frank boy, yesterday’s folk hero, was now Connor, just another bent jock on the skids.
  


  
    Once they got their claws into you, there was no escape. Frank had started drinking – not champagne in the Members’ Bar now, but whisky on the morning of the race. The whirlpool of corruption and failure dragged him down faster with every season. There  were scandals, rumours: he lost the best job in Irish racing, that of stable jockey to Tim Collins. Soon the only spare rides he was offered were dodgy jumpers, non-triers; the only trainers who used him were those who hadn’t heard that Frank Connor was finished.
  


  
    ‘Stop it,’ Connor whispered to himself, trying to concentrate on the television, which was showing the race before Kelly’s. That was the thing about the past. It wouldn’t let you go. Even when you thought you’d shaken it – a new chapter, a new generation, a new future – it played itself again and again.
  


  
    He opened a can of alcohol-free lager and thought of the day when he’d lost it all. Driving to Naas with his wife Mary to ride a novice that would surely bury him, the past caught up with him on a bend in the road outside Cork. Maybe it was the booze racing through his veins, or the worry, or simply fear. Whatever the cause, the result was the same. Connor’s car had left the road at seventy miles an hour; he had hardly hit the brakes before it piled into a tree. He had regained consciousness twenty-four hours later and, when they had told him, he wished that he hadn’t. Mary, one of the few people in Ireland who had trusted him, was dead. Killed, and by what? Racing? Corruption? No. Frank knew there was only one answer: Mary had been killed by her own husband.
  


  
    His life had changed that day. He had quit racing and had never touched another drop of alcohol. In an attempt to escape the past, he had brought his daughter Kelly to England and settled in Newmarket where he worked part time in a garage. He had never spoken of the past to Kelly and had never encouraged her  passion for horses. He had done everything in his power to stop her working in a yard after she had left school but racing was the only thing that interested her.
  


  
    In spite of himself, Frank had willed her to succeed. He gave her advice on race-riding and, more importantly, warned her of the pitfalls and temptations ahead of her. But not only was Kelly a good little rider, she was wise, cooler by far than he had been at her age. It began to look as if she might just make it as long she, too, could escape the past.
  


  
    The telephone rang and Frank leapt across the room.
  


  
    ‘Kelly,’ he said happily. ‘I was worried that—’
  


  
    ‘Have you spoken to her?’
  


  
    It was the voice that, over the past week, he had come to dread.
  


  
    Frank hesitated. ‘You’ll be finding out soon, sure enough.’
  


  
    ‘Connor, we mean business. We’ve asked you for one little favour. One little item of parental influence.’
  


  
    ‘You’ve . . . you’ve got nothing to worry about.’
  


  
    ‘Good. Because all you had to do was explain very gently to your little girl not to try too hard this afternoon. We really hope you’ve done what you were told.’
  


  
    ‘Have you finished?’ Connor gripped the receiver with anger. ‘I have a race to watch.’
  


  
    ‘Oh, we’re watching too, don’t worry. It’s going to be just like the old days. Watching a Connor pulling the back teeth out of a good thing.’
  


  
    Frank Connor slammed down the receiver. In the background, the television commentator was reading out the runners and riders for the 3.30 at Ascot.
  


  
    Just like the old days. The past was back. The past was now. But this time he was ready for it.
  


    Kelly Connor had weighed out and was trying not to think of her father as she stood, waiting for Harry Short to collect the saddle. Although winning on Pendero was all that mattered now, it bothered her that she had been unable to ring Newmarket. Her father had been quiet and preoccupied over the last few days; Kelly had sensed that he had something to tell her but for some reason was holding back. Perhaps if Pendero won it would cheer him up.
  


  
    The assistant to the Clerk of the Scales approached her. ‘Call for you, Connor,’ he said, nodding in the direction of a telephone in the corner. Kelly smiled with relief.
  


  
    ‘I’ll keep an eye on your saddle.’ Damien Gould, one of the older jockeys Kelly seemed to meet every time she went racing, stood beside her. ‘If Fat Harry turns up I’ll give you a shout.’
  


  
    ‘Thanks, Damien,’ said Kelly. ‘I won’t be a minute.’ She gave him the saddle and hurried across to the telephone.
  


  
    ‘Hi,’ she said eagerly.
  


  
    ‘Hello.’ The cool, laconic voice was not that of her father. ‘This is Giles Williams, Associated Press. Do you have a moment?’
  


  
    ‘A moment?’ Kelly tried to conceal her impatience. ‘I’m about to ride in a race.’
  


  
    ‘Sorry,’ said Williams dismissively. ‘I’m not much of a racing man myself. I work on the magazine. Now,’ the man ignored Kelly’s attempt to interrupt him, ‘I don’t want to do the interview right this minute but I was hoping to set up a meeting when I could come down and see you at work for a sort of “Day in the Life of a Leading Woman Apprentice” piece.’
  


  
    ‘I can’t think of that—’
  


  
    ‘Hopes, ambitions, boy friends, what you have for breakfast – human interest stuff. Anyway, I’ll call you at your Mr Templeman’s tomorrow morning, if I may. I think it could do you a bit of good, don’t you?’
  


  
    ‘All right. Tomorrow morning. Listen, I must go now. I—’
  


  
    ‘Are you going to win?’ Williams’ voice was deceptively casual.
  


  
    ‘Hope so.’ Kelly hung up. Quickly she tried to phone her father but his line was engaged. She returned to where Damien was standing.
  


  
    ‘Would you believe it? Some bloody journalist wanting an interview.’
  


  
    Damien smiled with a hint of envy. It had been years since he was asked for a press interview. ‘Lucky old you,’ he said.
  


  
    At that moment, Harry Short bustled into the weighing room to collect the saddle. Kelly was grateful that he hadn’t seen her talking on the telephone. No doubt that would have been a cue for another public exhibition of bad temper.
  


  
    ‘Thanks, Damien,’ she said quietly.
  


  
    Gould watched her as she listened to Harry Short’s instructions. Pretty little thing, she was. Too pretty  for this game. For a moment, he felt bad about the task in hand, but then he thought of the money. Five grand to make sure a girl apprentice didn’t win. It was going to be so easy, it was almost criminal.
  


    Would she win? Kelly pondered the journalist’s question as she walked out to the paddock. The previous night, she had looked at the form and concluded that, even with her seven-pound claim, Pendero would be lucky to run into a place. Yet Harry, for all his bluster, was a shrewd trainer and his confidence was infectious. You’re only as good as your last race, they said, but Kelly knew that this particular race mattered more than most. If she won a good, televised handicap at Ascot, the offers would start coming in. On the other hand, ride a bad race and nobody would want to know.
  


  
    As if reading her thoughts, Damien Gould winked at her as they made their way through the crowd around the paddock. ‘Good luck, sexy,’ he muttered. Kelly smiled.
  


  
    Pendero looked magnificent. A strongly built grey, he was bred to be a sprinter but by some genetic queue-jumping had inherited his great-grandfather’s stamina. He had been weak as a two-year-old but last season had won a couple of good races over a mile. Yet this year, nothing.
  


  
    Harry introduced her to the horse’s owner Colonel Twyford, a red-faced old enthusiast who looked as if his heart would give out with too much excitement.
  


  
    ‘He’s straightforward,’ said Harry, speaking to her with a quiet authority which Kelly found strange after  his behaviour in the weighing room. ‘Just settle him halfway down the field and aim to hit the front at the furlong marker. He stays well and he’s got plenty of speed, so make sure you don’t get into trouble.’
  


  
    The sun was warm on Kelly’s back and her confidence was growing with every stride as she cantered down to the start. Pendero was class; he didn’t pull but took a nice hold of the bridle and had a long, easy stride that seemed to eat up the ground. For the first time, she understood what it was like to ride a real racehorse. Used to pushing tired, scraggy second-raters round the likes of Wolverhampton and Leicester, she now knew what she had been missing. It was like a pub pianist being let loose on a Steinway grand.
  


  
    When she reached the start, Kelly let Pendero stop blowing before getting the girths checked and then made her way behind the stalls as the starter called out the jockeys’ names and the handlers began to load them up. Pendero was drawn between Damien’s horse Come Tomorrow and a big black horse ridden by Paul Clark which was known to be difficult to load up and normally entered the stalls last.
  


  
    ‘Where you going?’ Damien called across as they waited in the stalls.
  


  
    Kelly pulled down her goggles. ‘Halfway,’ she shouted, and at that moment Clark’s horse barged into the stalls and head-butted the front gate. Clark whipped the hood off its head and, within two seconds, the starter had pulled the lever and they were off.
  


  
    Kelly caught hold of Pendero’s mane as he sprang  forward and was immediately into his stride. Once her body had adjusted to the new pace, she let go and settled him into the middle of the field as planned.
  


  
    The ground was riding on the fast side and, as the field raced down the hill and picked up speed, Kelly found that she was only just able to hold her position. Even in this company, the race would not be run at such speed to the finish, so Kelly settled Pendero and waited for the pace to slow down. They had taken the bend at the bottom of the hill and were facing the uphill run to the finish that would sort the field out when Kelly felt Pendero hit his stride and begin to feel comfortable. He seemed to prefer galloping uphill and as they reached the final bend, she moved easily up into fifth place.
  


  
    She took a quick look round. Nothing was going as well as Pendero. All she had to do was steer him and they’d be certain to win. She was imagining the post-race TV interview when the horse directly in front of her began to tire. There was room enough to move up on his inside but she was going so well that cheekiness of that sort was a needless risk. It was as she pulled to go round on the outside that it happened. Suddenly a horse appeared from nowhere and knocked her off balance towards the rails. Pendero briefly lost momentum but, in the time it took him to find his feet, the gap on the rails had disappeared. Kelly suddenly found herself tightly boxed in behind a horse going backwards.
  


  
    She looked across at the jockey who stayed tight on her outside. It was Damien.
  


  
    ‘You’re going nowhere, sexy,’ he said, almost  conversationally. ‘You’re staying with me.’
  


  
    In the stands, Harry Short gripped his binoculars with rage. ‘She’s losing her place,’ he hissed through his teeth. ‘The bitch has got herself boxed in.’ Nearby, a pale, good-looking young Arab looked away from the race as if his last best hope had just died. On the rails, a bookmaker smiled.
  


  
    One hundred miles away, Frank Connor groaned as he sat in front of the television. ‘Oh, jeez, Kelly,’ he said. ‘They’ve done you now.’
  


  
    The horse in front of Pendero was losing ground so quickly that, short of standing up in the irons and pulling Come Tomorrow’s back teeth out, Damien Gould had no alternative but to go on, leaving Kelly behind him but now lengths off the leader. Those few immobilizing seconds would be enough to earn him his money. He kicked on. Maybe his horse would run into a place.
  


  
    Behind Damien, Kelly Connor despairingly pulled Pendero from the rails and into Come Tomorrow’s slipstream. The horse had lost his stride and, with less than a furlong and a half to go, the two leaders were battling it out some six lengths adrift of her. Briefly, like a distant echo, Kelly heard the voices which had haunted her ever since she had started riding in races. No strength, these women jockeys, no battle in them, no bottle. She changed her grip on the reins and, once again, Pendero was running. As Kelly passed Come Tomorrow, she knew she was riding for nothing now but her own pride.
  


  
    Pendero felt as if he was giving his all but, a furlong from home, Kelly picked up her whip and gave him  one good crack behind the saddle to make certain. The response was immediate. The early pace began to tell on the leading horses and, as Pendero lengthened his stride, they lost their rhythm, began to come back to him. There was just a slight chance. No strength, no battle, no bottle. With a hundred yards to run Kelly gave him one more crack, and then rode him out with hands and heels as the final uphill run took its toll on the leaders. Fifty yards from the post she passed them and won going away by a length and a half.
  


    ‘She did it!’ Frank Connor danced around the flat in Newmarket, laughing, tears in his eyes. The television was showing replays of the race’s final stages: each time it looked as if Pendero could not possibly win and each time, in relentless slow-motion, she did. The commentator’s words, ‘Superbly ridden race . . . look at the way she kept him balanced . . . a tremendously promising apprentice’, filtered through to Frank. Today it was all worth it, the pain of the past, the hardships; he only wished Mary were alive to see this moment. It was the best day of his life, better than any of his own big winners.
  


  
    There was a ring at the door. With a joyful whoop, Frank bounded across the room. Maybe it was a neighbour, come to congratulate him. Or the milk-man collecting payment. Or Jehovah’s Witnesses. He didn’t care, he’d tell them all about his brilliant daughter. Beaming with pride, he opened the door.
  


  
    Two men stood before him, their hands hanging loose at their side. They wore heavy combat jackets  and dark glasses. One of them placed a large booted foot in the door before Frank could slam it. They pushed their way in, bolting the door behind them.
  


  
    ‘So,’ said the larger of the two men. ‘We hear congratulations are in order. Mind you, we’re not surprised. That’s why we stayed close at hand to help you celebrate.’
  


  
    Frank backed towards the wall, his eyes darting from one to the other. He knew why they were here and he knew he had no chance of escape, but he didn’t intend to go down without a fight.
  


  
    The smaller of the two men yanked the telephone lead from the wall and with a weary sigh pulled a baseball bat from inside his combat jacket.
  


  
    ‘You’re a loser, Connor.’ The man looked down at the weapon in his hand almost regretfully. ‘You were a loser as a jockey. Then you lost your wife. Now you’ve landed your daughter right in it.’
  


  
    As the man spoke, Frank lashed out at him with his right fist but missed as his target moved sharply to the side. The weight of his body kept Frank moving forward as another baseball bat crashed into his skull.
  


    Pendero’s lad could hardly speak for excitement as he led Kelly and his charge through the crowd at Ascot on their way to the winners’ enclosure. He’d quite forgotten that he had been among those who had assumed his guv’nor had taken leave of his senses when he booked a girl apprentice for the ride. ‘Brilliant,’ he gasped, looking back at her as he scurried along with one hand on the reins.
  


  
    ‘I couldn’t have done it without him,’ Kelly  beamed. She was thinking of her father and the call that she would shortly be making to him.
  


  
    Ahead, she saw Damien Gould glance round at her as Come Tomorrow was led away to be unsaddled. For a moment, Kelly held his stare with undisguised hostility.
  


  
    ‘You ain’t won nothing yet, sweetheart,’ he said quietly.
  


  
    Kelly looked away. There was something in the confidence of that leathery, taciturn face which, even in her moment of triumph, nagged at her like a distant alarm bell.
  


  


  
    Chapter 2
  


  
    ‘You nearly cocked that one up, didn’t you?’ Harry Short stood with his binoculars hanging round his neck in front of him as he reached out to pat Pendero. Apart from a dangerously high flush on his face and beads of perspiration on his brow, Harry showed little emotion as, amidst cheers from the crowd and shouted questions from a gaggle of pressmen, Kelly dismounted in the winners’ enclosure.
  


  
    ‘Someone didn’t want us to win, that was all,’ she said bending down to undo the surcingle. It had been too much to expect gratitude or congratulations from him. Her father had often told her never to expect anything from a pig but a grunt, and she smiled to herself as she thought of it.
  


  
    ‘In this game, darling,’ said Harry with the first hint of a smile, ‘no one wants you to win anything. Ever. Don’t forget to weigh in.’
  


  
    Kelly took off the saddle, gave Pendero a final pat  and, half answering requests for her first reactions from the press, skipped down the steps into the weighing room. In spite of her apparent coolness, her mind raced with thoughts of the future. She knew that one race would hardly change her career overnight but it had been a spectacular win and it had been on TV. It was a breakthrough, the first significant rung on the ladder to the top.
  


  
    She stepped on to the scales and called out her number to the Clerk at the desk, who looked up to check her weight. He was in his fifties, a typical racing functionary with horn-rimmed glasses and black hair slicked down with a military parting. There was something absurdly fussy about the way he looked at the scales, then down at the book in front of him, and then back at the scales. Kelly smiled.
  


  
    ‘You’re five pounds light,’ he said.
  


  
    At first Kelly thought he was joking, but Clerks of the Scales were not known for their sense of humour. She turned quickly round to look at the face of the huge black scales. She had weighed out at eight stone seven; now she was a shade under eight stone two. As the nightmare engulfed her, she felt sick to her stomach.
  


  
    ‘It’s not possible,’ she said quietly. ‘I put the lead in myself.’
  


  
    ‘Stay on the scales, please,’ said the Clerk. ‘Mr Morley.’ He called over a steward who was standing nearby. ‘The winner’s five pounds light.’
  


  
    Nick Morley, one of the new generation of stewards, walked quickly over to the scales, his  expression intent, to confirm what the Clerk had just said. Then he walked off to get a message announced over the tannoy system.
  


  
    Word of what had happened spread from the weighing room well before the announcement was made. Kelly stood, pale and drawn, as Morley returned to her. ‘The stewards will see you in five minutes,’ he told her. ‘You’d better give me your saddle and weight cloth.’
  


  
    ‘Objection to the winner by the Clerk of the Scales,’

































 droned the public address system as if announcing the late arrival of a train.
  


  
    ‘Bitch!’ Harry Short burst into the weighing room like a tidal wave. Nick Morley quickly moved between him and Kelly. ‘Who was the bastard who paid you to do that?’ screamed the Yorkshireman.
  


  
    In a low, shaky voice, Kelly said, ‘It wasn’t me. I don’t know how it happened.’
  


  
    And then she remembered who’d looked after her saddle and the look on Damien’s face as they walked in.
  


  
    ‘You’re bent,’ Short was yelling, his eyes bulging in their sockets. ‘I’ll see you never get another ride.’
  


  
    Morley pushed him back, more firmly this time. ‘Any more of that, Short, and you’ll be in front of the stewards too.’
  


  
    Outside the weighing room, journalists were straining to hear what was being said. ‘D’you have any comment, Harry?’ one called out.
  


  
    Short looked at Kelly with hatred in his eyes.
  


  
    ‘You bet I do,’ he said.
  


  
    Jack Butler was chatting to a fellow bookmaker when the announcement came through.                                                                     Objection to the winner of

































 – coolly he held up a finger like a man trying to catch the weather forecast on a distant radio –                                                                     Please hold your tickets.

































 And then someone rushed up to the two men with the full story.
  


  
    ‘Oh dear,’ said Jack. ‘I’d better check where that leaves us.’ There could only be one result from this inquiry. He cuffed his friend on the shoulder. ‘See you later,’ he said.
  


  
    As he pushed his way through the crowd, racegoers nudged one another and nodded in his direction. One or two of the more daring said, ‘Wotcher, Jack!’ or ‘Got any tips, Jack?’ as he brushed past them. But he ignored them. Pillocks. These were the sort of people who stood behind him making idiot faces and waving as he talked to camera. Just because he appeared in their living room, the familiar TV bookie, they seemed to think they owned a part of him. Nobody owned Jack Butler.
  


  
    On the other hand, Jack Butler owned a few nobodies – indeed a few somebodies, now that he had Ibn Fayoud in his pocket.
  


  
    He looked at his watch. If he skipped off before the next race, he’d have a couple of hours with an ex-girl friend who lived nearby before driving back home. Time for a spot of the auld lang syne. He had earned it this afternoon.
  


  
    As he made his way back to his pitch on the rails Jack felt good, but not as good as he had anticipated. The look on that girl’s face as she was pulling  up after the post was troubling him. Ecstatic, over the bloody moon, and, to be fair, she deserved to be pleased with herself – she had ridden a blinder. Five pounds would have made no difference to the result. He just wished he hadn’t seen her face. It was like offering a child the biggest and best ice cream in the world and then knocking it out of her hand as she was about to taste it.
  


  
    An odd, unfamiliar feeling nagged at him. What the hell was it? Guilt? Conscience? Jack shook his head as if insulted by the very thought. She was young, good-looking, talented; Kelly Connor would survive this. He thought of the stewards’ inquiry, the scandal, the avenging fury of Harry Short. Maybe she wouldn’t survive it. It wasn’t his problem, was it? Suddenly he wanted to be away from the racecourse. Upstairs with Linzi, that would fix it.
  


  
    Twenty minutes later, after Pendero had been officially placed last, Jack gave an older man who worked for him a large manila envelope filled with £20 notes. ‘Jim, get this to Gould. I have some urgent business to see to.’
  


    Kelly had never attended a stewards’ inquiry, but she had heard all about them from her father. The stories he told made them seem absurd occasions, a line-up of bowler-hatted old buffers most of whom knew more about pig-sticking in the Punjab than riding a finish on a tired three-year-old. As she walked into the stewards’ room at Ascot, she saw that, in this at least, racing had changed little since her father’s day. The atmosphere was as tense as that  of a courtroom. Only Kelly had no one defending her.
  


  
    Colonel John Beamish, the senior steward, looked at Kelly with some distaste before turning to Nick Morley, the acting steward.
  


  
    ‘Mr Morley, perhaps you’d get proceedings under way.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, sir.’ Nick Morley took a step forward. ‘The facts are straightforward.’ He spoke with a clipped formality but Kelly sensed a note of regret in his voice. ‘The horse Pendero was given nine stone by the handicapper and its jockey Kelly Connor claims seven pounds. She weighed out correctly at eight stone seven. On weighing in, having won the race, however, she was found to be eight stone two pounds.’
  


  
    Kelly looked at Colonel Beamish. ‘The reason—’
  


  
    ‘You’ll get your chance in a moment,’ the colonel said briskly. ‘Please be quiet.’
  


  
    ‘Listen to your elders and betters’ was the implication. It was like being back at school.
  


  
    ‘I looked at the weight cloth, of course.’ Nick Morley reached down behind his chair and produced Kelly’s saddle and weight cloth. ‘There’s nothing wrong with it. None of the lead could possibly have fallen out on its own and as both the Clerk of the Scales and Miss Connor are certain that she went out at the correct weight, I can only conclude that lead was removed expressly and on purpose.’
  


  
    The steward on Beamish’s left roused himself. ‘Of course jockeys do lose weight during a race.’
  


  
    The colonel allowed the full fatuousness of this  remark to sink in before chuckling humourlessly. ‘If Billy Bunter was riding round the Grand National,’ he said, ‘the loss of five pounds might be understandable. But Connor,’ he glanced at Kelly’s trim form as if assessing a yearling, ‘is hardly likely to lose that much over a mile and a half, I would think.’
  


  
    There was another silence before Beamish said testily, ‘Well, Connor? What do you have to say for yourself?’
  


  
    Kelly was grateful that a full five minutes had elapsed since the moment when she looked at the scales and realized that she had been cheated out of the race. Sitting alone, she had been assailed by feelings of bewilderment and disappointment. As she thought of her father’s reaction, her eyes briefly filled with tears. But now she felt only a cold, implacable anger towards Damien Gould and whoever else had destroyed her ambitions and possibly the one career that she cared about.
  


  
    ‘I have only this to say.’ Kelly spoke with quiet dignity. ‘I wanted to win this race more than any other I’ve ridden in. Nothing would persuade me to lose a race. I’m innocent.’
  


  
    ‘None of which explains why you were five pounds light.’
  


  
    ‘I believe I have an explanation for that.’ The three stewards looked at her intently. In the silence, the sound of the stenographer’s pencil could be heard. ‘After I weighed out, I was waiting for Mr Short to collect the saddle and I was called to the phone. I gave the saddle to another jockey for what  must have been a minute or so. I can only think—’
  


  
    ‘A phone call?’ Beamish interrupted. ‘You’re just about to ride in a race at Ascot and you’re wandering off to chat on the phone?’
  


  
    ‘I thought it was my father. He likes to wish me luck. But—’ Kelly faltered, sensing that her story was beginning to sound absurd ‘it was only a journalist wanting an interview.’
  


  
    ‘A journalist.’ Colonel Beamish made a note on the pad in front of him. ‘I see.’
  


  
    ‘So what you’re saying,’ – Nick Morley took up the questioning – ‘is that you were called deliberately to the telephone and, while you were away, the lead was removed from your weight cloth.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, sir.’
  


  
    ‘And who was this journalist? Someone we can talk to?’
  


  
    ‘Someone called Giles Williams. Associated Press. I hadn’t heard of him.’
  


  
    ‘Williams?’ Colonel Beamish looked at his fellow stewards. ‘Nor have we,’ he said.
  


  
    ‘And the jockey?’ Of those questioning her, only Nick Morley seemed interested in her version of events.
  


  
    ‘That,’ said Kelly quietly, ‘was Damien Gould.’ And then, as it suddenly came to her, she added, ‘If it wasn’t him, it was the trainer.’
  


    Harry Short rarely gave interviews to press or television. Even in moments of triumph, after one of his horses had won a race, he gave the wrong impression. Red-faced, inarticulate, arrogant, he couldn’t  even be described as a rough diamond. Harry Short was merely rough.
  


  
    But today, for the first time in his life, he needed the press. He wanted all the publicity he could get. Nobody did that to him and got away with it.
  


  
    ‘So, Harry,’ the smooth-faced television interviewer looked warily at the angry trainer, ‘it would be fair to say you’re a disappointed man at this moment.’
  


  
    ‘Bloody right,’ said Short. ‘Wouldn’t you be if you’d just been cheated?’
  


  
    ‘There’s an inquiry going on as we speak so perhaps we should be careful—’
  


  
    ‘Careful?’ Short’s eyes flashed with anger. ‘I’ll be as careful as she was to make certain she lost me that race.’
  


  
    ‘You’re referring to—’
  


  
    ‘I’ll say it now, I don’t care who knows it.’ Harry Short turned to the camera, ignoring the interviewer’s attempts to interrupt him. ‘I gave Kelly Connor her big chance today and she’s fitted me up. I don’t know why or who’s paid her but only one person could remove five pounds from that weight cloth. It was her.’
  


  
    ‘Turning to the race itself—’
  


  
    ‘I curse myself for putting her on Pendero. Never trust a Connor, that’s what they used to say when her father was riding. And she’s a definite chip off the old crooked block. She’s finished in this game.’ Harry Short stabbed the air with an angry forefinger, spitting as he spoke. ‘Finished, got that?’
  


  
    ‘And now,’ the interviewer said hastily, ‘while  we’re waiting for the outcome of the stewards’ inquiry, let’s catch up on the results from elsewhere.’
  


  
    Still scowling, Short stormed off.
  


  
    The interviewer listened to his producer on the headphones. ‘Yes, of course it was slanderous, but don’t worry, we’re not talking about Jeffrey Archer. She’s only a bloody apprentice, for God’s sake.’
  


    ‘It’s a lie, sir.’
  


  
    Damien Gould knew all about stewards’ inquiries, he’d been up before them more times than he could remember, and he knew Colonel Beamish. Stand to attention, stare ahead like a private on parade, throw in a few ‘sirs’ and you were halfway there. ‘I don’t know why she would want to say that about me.’
  


  
    He sounded so plausible and looked so innocent that for a moment Kelly felt that maybe she’d been wrong about him.
  


  
    ‘But did you look after her saddle?’ The colonel allowed his impatience with this inquiry to show.
  


  
    ‘Of course, sir. She got a telephone call and she asked me to look after her saddle.’ As soon as the words were out, Kelly knew she’d been right.
  


  
    ‘I never—’ she interjected.
  


  
    ‘You’ve said your bit, Connor,’ Colonel Beamish snapped without looking at her. ‘Go on, Gould.’
  


  
    ‘Anyway, as we’re not allowed to leave our saddles unattended, I agreed to keep an eye on it for her. And that’s all I did.’
  


  
    Nick Morley leant over to Colonel Beamish and whispered something in his ear.
  


  
    ‘Yes, all right,’ the colonel nodded. ‘Step forward,  Connor. You’ve heard Gould’s testimony. Have you anything to add to it?’
  


  
    Kelly said, ‘If Damien Gould was so keen to help me, I’d like to know why he boxed me in two furlongs from home and tried to stop me making my challenge. Why wasn’t he trying to win the race himself?’
  


  
    ‘Gould?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t know what she’s talking about, sir.’
  


  
    ‘And then after the race,’ Kelly continued, ‘why did he say “You ain’t won nothing yet, sweetheart”.’
  


  
    ‘Gould?’
  


  
    ‘That’s not true, sir.’
  


  
    Colonel Beamish made another note on the pad in front of him. ‘It all sounds rather flimsy to me, Connor,’ he said wearily. He turned to Gould once more. ‘Do you have any further comments on what Connor has had to say for herself?’
  


  
    ‘I do, sir, but I shall keep them to myself if I may. After all,’ he looked at Kelly and smiled coldly, ‘there are ladies present.’
  


  
    ‘Thank you, Gould, you may go.’
  


  
    After Gould had left the inquiry, Harry Short was called in to give his own abusive detail of events. Kelly stood beside the stipendiary steward trying to hold back her tears. When Harry had finished, Colonel Beamish asked the other stewards if they had further questions. They shook their heads. Harry was dismissed but Kelly was told to wait outside while they made their decision.
  


  
    Barely one minute later she was called back in, and  while she was being given the inevitable news that Pendero had been disqualified and placed last, Nick Morley was relaying the same information to the public.
  


  
    ‘We will of course be referring the matter to the Jockey Club.’
  


  
    Colonel Beamish’s last words to Kelly were too much and as she turned and opened the door to leave, she quietly began to cry.
  


    Another day’s racing at Ascot was over, but the Members’ Bar was still noisy and crowded. Winning owners, surrounded by friends, family and hangers-on, relived their moment of victory over bottles of champagne, forgetting the countless times when they had driven home in silence after another expensive and disappointing day. This moment was what they owned racehorses for: they drank to the jockey, the trainer, the lad, all of whom were making their way home at the end of another working day.
  


  
    Racing journalists who had filed their copy hung around the bar, moving from group to group, accepting free drinks, picking up gossip. The talk was of a highly promising two-year-old owned by a shipping magnate that had trotted up on its first public appearance and was now ante-post favourite for next season’s Two Thousand Guineas, of the breathtakingly close finish to the big race of the day, and, of course, the astonishing business of Harry Short’s girl apprentice who had lost her race in the weighing room. Poor old Harry. You’d think he’d know better than to trust a Connor. Just like her father, that girl. Brilliant, but bent.
  


  
    Yet the noisiest party in the Members’ Bar was not being held by a winner and was avoided by journalists. For Ibn Fayoud, to go racing without treating a few friends to champagne at the end of the day was unthinkable. Here the conversation rarely touched on racing (although Serena, who said she had once been girl friend to a member of the royal family, claimed to have had a seriously successful gamble on the colt), it was about London, parties, who had spent the night with whom.
  


  
    Ibn Fayoud, who took his pleasure quietly, observed his friends with a smile on his face. He liked to take them to the racecourse because they protected him from the tiresome racing people – trainers, bloodstock agents, advisers to his father – who would try to impress him with their knowledge of and interest in his horses. Since the age of thirteen, Ibn Fayoud had taken what he wanted from life. His teens and early twenties were a riot of sexual and narcotic excess. Now he was like a little rich boy in a toy shop. He went out, he partied, he took his friends racing, but he was bored. Nothing mattered to him. Or almost nothing.
  


  
    ‘Ib, God you’re so silent down there.’ The blonde publicist for a high-profile London nightclub leant towards him, flashing an expanse of tanned cleavage. ‘What evil plans are you hatching now?’
  


  
    Ibn Fayoud fixed her with his dark eyes and smiled. ‘I’ll show you later.’
  


  
    The fact was that, although Ibn Fayoud had stopped feeling anything in about 1983, he was now assailed by something approaching concern. That  bloody horse, that bloody fat trainer, that bloody little girl. Between them they had ensured that his debt to Reg Butler, Turf Accountants, topped the million mark. Pounds. (Fayoud was almost certain it was pounds.) If Butler jerked his lead, there was no way he could pay it off without speaking to his father.
  


  
    Now that was a problem. Sheikh al Hassan did not share his son’s view of Western life as a fun-palace built for his own diversion. The Sheikh believed that, if you had money, you should behave responsibly; he actually had religious objections to some of his son’s wilder stunts. His threat to send Ibn Fayoud back to Qatar where he would have to work as Minister of something or other, was not an empty one. Jack Butler had the power to have everything he enjoyed – women, parties, horses, Ascot – taken away from him if he so wished.
  


  
    Ibn Fayoud shuddered. Then he stopped thinking about it. He was good at not thinking about unpleasant things.
  


    Outside, in the deserted members’ enclosure, a tall man in a suit and a bowler hat walked with a young girl, deep in conversation.
  


  
    ‘Hope you don’t mind talking out here,’ Nick Morley was saying to Kelly Connor as they wandered slowly down towards the racetrack. ‘The weighing room lacks privacy.’
  


  
    ‘No, that’s fine,’ Kelly said. ‘I prefer to be outside. I was beginning to feel like a prisoner in there.’
  


  
    Nick Morley smiled. ‘I’m sorry about the inquiry. The colonel is not the gentlest of inquisitors.’
  


  
    ‘Particularly with women apprentices.’
  


  
    ‘He belongs to the old school. I spoke to him later about it.’
  


  
    Kelly glanced at the steward in some surprise. After the formality of the inquiry, his friendliness was welcome.
  


  
    ‘You know that Gould was lying in there, don’t you?’ she said.
  


  
    ‘Among the stewards, Damien is hardly renowned as a reliable witness. I don’t think he’s told the unvarnished truth to an inquiry in his life.’ Nick leant on the rails and looked across the course. ‘That’s off the record, by the way.’
  


  
    For the first time, Kelly looked at him as a man rather than as a Jockey Club steward. He wasn’t unattractive. He was in his thirties, tall, strongly built, with straight, sandy hair and a squarish chin. Although it occurred to her that he might be using the sympathetic approach to break her down, he seemed uneasy with the role that had been thrust upon him.
  


  
    ‘Hadn’t you better tell me what happens now?’ she asked.
  


  
    ‘I’ve been instructed to take more statements, make a report of what happened and then file it to Portman Square advising as to whether you should appear before a formal hearing of the Jockey Club. In the meantime, you’re not suspended.’
  


  
    Kelly sighed. ‘I suppose I should be pleased.’
  


  
    ‘It could be worse. Oh, and you’re not to talk to the press.’
  


  
    ‘Unlike Harry Short?’ There had been much talk in the weighing room of Short’s comments to the press.
  


  
    ‘Short’s a bad man to cross,’ said Nick. ‘Try to ignore his remarks.’
  


  
    ‘Even when he insults my father?’ For the first time, the anger and hurt Kelly was feeling flashed in her eyes. ‘I want to find out who was behind all this.’ She started walking back to the weighing room.
  


  
    ‘Kelly.’ She turned, surprised that a steward should use her first name. Nick was still standing by the rails. He looked serious. ‘Keep yourself to yourself for a while. Don’t play the detective. Let us do the investigating, OK? I’ll be in touch.’
  


  
    It was only when she had returned to the weighing room and was dialling her father’s number that the significance of Morley’s remark filtered through.                                                                      Don’t play the detective

































. That could only mean that he believed her story.
  


  
    There was a continuous low tone at the end of the line. Kelly tried again without success.
  


  
    ‘Bloody phones.’ She slammed down the receiver, collected her racing gear and headed home. It really wasn’t her day.
  


    Frank Connor’s flat looked like a hurricane had swept through it. Tables had been overturned, the contents of drawers strewn about. The screen of the television had been shattered and there were gaps on the mantelpiece where he’d kept his few items of value: a silver cigarette case, a silver frame round the photograph of his wife, a set of antique china plates.
  


  
    None of this Kelly saw when, with a growing sense of dread, she pushed open the unlocked front door and stepped into the flat. For a moment she was transfixed by the full horror of her father’s body lying on the carpet, his head covered in blood and bone splinters showing through his temple.
  


  
    ‘Dad!’ she cried, stumbling across the room. She crouched beside the still figure, afraid even to touch it. Frank Connor’s eyes stared unseeing out of a face contorted with pain. ‘Oh my God, Dad.’
  


  


  
    Chapter 3
  


  
    In racing, as in life, rumour breeds on rumour. Within days of Frank Connor’s death, the word on racetracks and in stable yards throughout the country, repeated and embroidered upon in the bars of Newmarket and Lambourn, was that the ex-jockey had paid the price for falling into crooked company. Nobody knew the details – maybe it was a gambling ring, or doping, or drugs – but everybody knew the truth about Connor. As a jockey, he had sold his soul to the devil; as a civvy, he had continued to work in some capacity for his corrupt paymasters. Somewhere along the line he had crossed, maybe double-crossed, them. He had been on the run, hiding out in Newmarket, but they had found him out, warned him off, stopped him once and for all.
  


  
    Frank Connor, small-time failed hood, deceased. Frank Connor, victim of just another gangland killing. The winners, the glory days, were all but forgotten.
  


  
    Almost lost in this swelling symphony of gossip and hearsay, a sad minor theme in counterpoint, was the story of his only daughter Kelly. Tragic, really. A talented enough rider, strong, balanced, with the knack of getting the best out of a horse, but caught in the same gin-trap of corruption as her father. Harry Short was no angel but when Harry pointed the finger, you had to take note. If he said he’d been stitched up by an apprentice with dodgy connections, then that was the way it was. All right, so she hadn’t actually been suspended, so Morley of the Jockey Club had gone on record as saying no specific guilt in the matter had been proven but, in this game, there was no smoke without fire. It all added up; sad, but true.
  


  
    Initial police investigation did nothing to still the rumours. The Newmarket constabulary reported that there was no evidence that the killing involved anything as melodramatic as gang revenge. It was the considered opinion of their officers that the deceased was the unfortunate victim of a break-in which had gone wrong. There had been several robberies in the Newmarket area, thieves working on the sound assumption that racing people liked to keep a spot of ready cash under the floorboards and out of the grasp of Her Majesty’s Inspector of Taxes. How were the thieves to know that Frank Connor didn’t have two pennies to rub together? This incident had all the hall-marks of a robbery – the flat had been torn apart, several items were missing and it had taken place on a Saturday afternoon when many people in the industry were at the racecourse. It was unfortunate for Mr Connor that he had been at home when the break-in  occurred. Police issued descriptions of three men, already suspected of robbery with violence in the East Anglia district and now wanted for questioning in connection with the murder of Frank Connor.
  


  
    Racing’s rumour-mongers knew better. Yet again, the police had got it wrong.
  


  
    Kelly Connor was in too great a state of shock to listen to the grapevine. All that she knew was that the most important person in her life, the man who had brought her up since she was eight, a gentle, wounded, wise man, was now gone. There was no hate in her heart, not yet, only pain and bewilderment.
  


  
    During the time that Kelly had been working for Bill Templeman she’d become firm friends with his wife Annie. Just as Annie had confided in her when her marriage to Bill had been going through a shaky time, so Kelly had revealed her anxieties and ambitions. It was to Annie that Kelly turned for help now.
  


  
    ‘Christ, whatever’s the matter with you?’ had been her first words when Kelly appeared through the back door. Before she had a chance to say any more, Kelly burst into tears and flung her arms round her, sobbing uncontrollably.
  


  
    While Annie hugged her tightly, Kelly blurted out an account of what had happened. When the worst was over, Annie made her drink a large mug of sweet tea. She stayed up with her talking about anything and everything until they were both exhausted, and then she took Kelly upstairs and put her to bed.
  


  
    For the first few difficult days Kelly stayed with the Templemans. Annie fielded the inevitable calls from  the more ghoulish members of the press who smelt a story and were prepared to lie, cheat and bribe to get at it. She protected her from the news that several of her husband’s owners had rung him to request that, whatever happened, he did not put the apprentice Connor on their horses in future. Smoke, fire, rumour – Bill Templeman’s oft-repeated support for his protégée could do nothing against them.
  


  
    For the two days before her father’s body was released for burial, Kelly spoke little, spending many hours in her room, thinking of the past. The race at Ascot was all but forgotten and, in her grief, she gave little thought to her career beyond the conviction that, at this moment, any plan to live by riding seemed an absurdity. If a life with horses had led her father to his death, she would earn her money elsewhere. Perhaps her schoolfriends had been right – being a jockey was no job for an intelligent, good-looking girl.
  


  
    After Frank Connor’s body was released by the police, the autopsy having confirmed that he had been killed by three blows to the cranium with a blunt instrument or instruments, Kelly found the old determination and resolve slowly returning to her. She politely rejected Annie’s suggestion that her father should be buried near Newmarket, insisting that she would fly home with the body and see it interred in Adare, County Limerick, where he had been raised and lived during the years before it all went wrong. Annie offered to come along.
  


  
    ‘No,’ said Kelly. ‘I want to do this by myself.’
  


  
    ‘I just wish I could help.’
  


  
    Kelly looked at Annie’s lightly freckled face and  smiled for the first time in days. ‘You can,’ she said, giving Annie her keys. ‘You can keep the cat fed.’
  


  
    Annie returned Kelly’s smile and the two women hugged each other. ‘I hope it goes all right,’ she said.
  


  
    It was a wise decision. A funeral in England would have attracted gossips, journalists and rubber-necking members of the public. The ceremony in Adare was simple and affecting. The small village church was packed with people, many of whom had known Frank since he rode his first winners at local point-to-points. To his friends in this neighbourhood, rumour meant nothing, particularly if it originated from across the Irish Sea. All they knew was that Frank Connor was a fine, kind man who rode horses like a young god and who had been unlucky.
  


  
    ‘Ashes to ashes.’ The ringing tones of Father O‘Brien could be heard in the town square as Frank Connor’s body was laid to rest. ‘Dust to dust.’ Kelly stood alone at the foot of the grave, slightly apart from the rest of the congregation. ‘Dust to dust.’ These last few days had been as near to a living hell as she hoped she would ever suffer. She had gone to sleep crying and had awoken with tears in her eyes. Part of her had died with him.
  


  
    She looked up from the coffin, across the wild green fields of County Limerick. Her father had not died in vain. She had come through.
  


    ‘The Sheikh is waiting for you upstairs.’ A tall black American held open the door of Sheikh al Hassan’s London house in Eaton Square, scanning the street with apparent casualness.
  


  
    ‘Thanks, Tom.’ Nick Morley stepped into the house, noting with approval that Sheikh al Hassan’s security arrangements were as subtly impregnable as ever. An ex-SAS man himself, Nick could appreciate the lengths to which the Arab potentate went to avoid kidnappers, assassins and political enemies. A few yards down the street, a man was washing a Daimler, eyeing anyone who approached the front door. Upstairs, he happened to know, another member of the Sheikh’s entourage would be seated before a bank of television monitors covering all approaches to the house. Tom, whose euphemistic title was ‘butler’, was a fully trained security guard, as were most of the staff of twenty who ran the household. Here, even the pantry maid included marksmanship and kung-fu among her job qualifications.
  


  
    ‘Mr Brompton-Smiley is with him, sir.’
  


  
    Nick nodded. Of course, he would be. Simon Brompton-Smiley, international racing manager to the Al Hassan family, one of the most assiduously courted men in British racing and, in Nick’s private view, a slimy, worthless creep. Admittedly Nick was biased, having known him since they were both at Harrow. Then little Simey was a pitiful creature – pale, ingratiating, the school sneak. These days, Nick tried to treat him with respect; after all, as the Sheikh’s bloodstock adviser, he had to work with Brompton-Smiley, but it was not easy. Where the world saw a self-assured, pin-striped little man with greased hair Nick saw a jumped-up schoolboy, a sneak made good.
  


  
    ‘Simon, how are you?’
  


  
    ‘Nick.’ Brompton-Smiley greeted him at the top of the stairs. ‘Good of you to be so prompt. The Sheikh has a dinner, so perhaps we could sort this out within the half-hour.’
  


  
    Nick smiled coldly. ‘Suits me.’
  


  
    The two men made their way into a large drawing room hung in perfect taste with eighteenth-century sporting pictures. With its Chippendale furniture, and a well-known Stubbs over a blazing log fire, the room suggested the lifestyle of one of the great landowners of the past, a Lord Derby or a Duke of Norfolk. Nick knew several Arab owners, but only Sheikh al Hassan seemed so effortlessly at home with Western culture.
  


  
    The Sheikh sat on a sofa by the fire, a small, neat man in a dark suit, sipping iced mineral water and reading                                                                      The Times

































. He welcomed Nick with a natural, gracious authority. Brompton-Smiley poured them both a mineral water as the Sheikh discussed the plans for a yearling Nick had bought for him the previous week at the Kentucky sales. No one listening to their casual conversation would have guessed that the colt in question had cost the Sheikh just short of three and a half million dollars.
  


  
    ‘The problem we need to talk about,’ Sheikh al Hassan said, as the two men settled into their chairs, ‘is unfortunately a human rather than an equestrian one, namely—’ he frowned at the thought ‘—my son. You probably know that he’s in something of a mess.’
  


  
    ‘Mess, sir?’ It was unwise, Nick knew, to give the impression that everyone in racing knew about Ibn Fayoud’s debts which, naturally enough, they did. ‘I hadn’t heard.’
  


  
    The Sheikh smiled. ‘Of course not,’ he said. ‘Simon can probably fill you in on the details later but the fact of the matter is that my son’s well-developed appreciation for the good life has recently got rather out of hand.’ He sipped thoughtfully at his mineral water. ‘Now, much as I believe that the young should be allowed to make their own mistakes – and after all my son is, on paper at least, an adult – his financial situation is such that I can no longer stand aside. Like any family, we have our name to consider.’
  


  
    Nick nodded. It was one of the Sheikh’s favourite tricks to talk as if the Hassan dynasty, which was worth several billion dollars, was not that different from any other family – his, for example, or even Tom’s downstairs. It was only the scale of their opportunities and difficulties which set them apart.
  


  
    ‘A month ago,’ the Sheikh continued, ‘I was obliged to tell him that, unless he made a fresh start, there would be the most serious consequences - for him, of course, but also for me. Since then, I have been informed by an impeccable source’ – Brompton-Smiley pursed his lips self-importantly – ‘that my son’s gambling debts have, if anything, increased. More seriously, he appears to be obligated to a particular bookmaker, Mr . . . ?’
  


  
    ‘Butler,’ said Brompton-Smiley.
  


  
    ‘Jack Butler?’ Nick winced. ‘That’s not good. He’s tough.’
  


  
    ‘Tougher than my son, I fear. Very reluctantly, I have to consider sending him back to Qatar for a course in home economics.’ The Sheikh smiled wanly. ‘An open-ended course.’
  


  
    ‘What about his horses, sir?’ So far, nothing Nick had heard surprised him. Ibn Fayoud was a nuisance, an embarrassment. British racing could do without him.
  


  
    ‘His horses I shall sell unless Simon advises me to hold on to any of them. On the whole, they seem to have as disastrous a track record as their owner.’ The two Englishmen laughed dutifully. ‘Of course, none of that concerns you.’
  


  
    ‘I’m sorry to hear about all this, sir.’ Nick glanced over to Brompton-Smiley, whose expression suggested that worse was yet to come.
  


  
    The Sheikh shrugged. ‘Family life,’ he said wearily. ‘I can see no way to avoid stories in the press. Already the gossip columns are talking of a rift between my son and myself. When he is sent back to Qatar, there will doubtless be something of a fuss, particularly in the racing press. And that’s why I’ve asked you here.’ He glanced at his watch. ‘I’ll make this brief. Because of the probable scandal, I feel inclined to move my principal racing interests from the United Kingdom to France.’
  


  
    ‘France, sir?’ Nick tried to sound as calm as he could while his mind was racing at the implications of the Sheikh’s remark. ‘I would have thought that any family problem would be well known there.’
  


  
    ‘The prize money is better and they don’t have bookmakers,’ said Sheikh al Hassan more firmly. ‘I find I have something of an aversion to bookmakers.’
  


  
    ‘The Sheikh and I have been looking into the economics,’ Simon Brompton-Smiley added. ‘It makes sense both on the training and—’ at this point he was  unable to keep the smile off his face ‘—the bloodstock side.’
  


  
    ‘That,’ Nick said weakly, ‘would be a major decision.’
  


  
    ‘Not that major.’ In Sheikh al Hassan’s world, steps were taken in a brisk, businesslike way. It wasn’t that he lacked sympathy for the hundreds of people whose livelihoods were affected by the change, simply that he didn’t think of them. Life was too full of first-hand problems to worry about side effects.
  


  
    ‘On the bloodstock side alone, we have some hundred or so animals,’ Nick said quietly.
  


  
    ‘We’d move them,’ said Brompton-Smiley with the smugness of a man who, as international racing manager, would be unaffected by such a radical move. At a stroke, a handful of large trainers with whom the Sheikh kept his horses would find their yards devastated. He owned up to forty per cent of the horses with some of them and replacement owners of his calibre didn’t just fall off trees. The face of British breeding and racing would be changed, and Nick would lose his principal source of income.
  


  
    ‘Naturally,’ the Sheikh said, ‘we hope that you will continue to buy and sell on our behalf, but from France.’
  


  
    ‘I’m very grateful, sir,’ Nick smiled palely, ‘but, as a member of the Jockey Club, I have my duties here.’
  


  
    ‘You’ll just have to make a choice.’ Brompton-Smiley made no effort to hide his pleasure.
  


  
    The Sheikh stared at him with piercing eyes and the international racing manager shrunk back into his chair. He had gone too far.
  


  
    ‘Any choice that Nick may or may not have to make,’ said the Sheikh, ‘will be in a month’s time and not before. He should think it over, the decision need not be hurried. And, of course, my son may find a way out of his difficulties so that the move will be unnecessary, although personally I doubt it.’ The Sheikh got to his feet, the cue for Nick to leave. ‘Let’s all think about this, shall we? We’ll talk soon.’
  


  
    Simon Brompton-Smiley showed Nick out. ‘Don’t fall for the old options open line,’ he said on the doorstep. ‘The Sheikh has made up his mind, I’m afraid.’
  


  
    ‘We’ll see,’ said Nick, turning on his heel and marching briskly down Eaton Place, past a man washing his car.
  


    It was good to be riding again. An early morning mist shrouded Newmarket Heath as the first lot from Bill Templeman’s yard made its way to the gallops. It was cold, with the first hint of autumn in the air, and a sullen silence hung over the string. Later, after breakfast, when a watery sun showed through the mist and the larks chattered high in the sky, the lads riding out would talk and laugh, but for now they sat hunched and silent, sleeping in. If one of the horses jigged about or bucked, it could expect a sharp dig in the ribs and a curse from its bleary-eyed jockey.
  


  
    Kelly was gradually getting back to normal. Yes, it was good to be riding out again.
  


  
    She had flown in from Dublin the previous evening and, despite Bill’s offer of a few days’ compassionate leave, she had insisted on working. The following  Saturday, a promising two-year-old called Diamond Dealer was due to make his first appearance on a racecourse at Kempton. Kelly had ridden him in most of his work and, since she would be riding him on Saturday, it was important to see how he went today. Bill, a man of few words at the best of times, had agreed, but only with considerable reluctance. Kelly had put it down to embarrassment over her father’s death.
  


  
    There had been a time when Kelly had dreaded riding out. The life of a stable lad was harsh and full of frustrations and, even in small yards, newcomers were treated with leery suspicion until they proved themselves. For a teenage lad, this was a relatively simple process; during his first week, he would be dumped in the yard’s water trough after second lot. If he reacted to this initiation ceremony with loud good humour, he was in, one of the lads. If he cried or complained to the head lad, he could expect no mercy.
  


  
    For girls, it was different. You didn’t chuck girls in water troughs. Their initiation ceremony was more subtle.
  


  
    Before Kelly had arrived, there had been only one girl working in the yard, a wiry, ginger-haired teenager called Bonny, who was tougher, louder and could pack a harder punch than most of the lads. For this reason, she fitted in easily and was treated with a certain wary respect. The fact that she was known to be meeting the much-feared head lad in the horsebox after evening feeds may have helped her position too.
  


  
    Kelly was different. She was well spoken, quiet and her good looks noticeably raised the sexual tension in  the Templeman yard. Worse than all this, she rode neatly and well, and was riding work for the boss within a couple of weeks of arriving. All this hadn’t done much for her popularity.
  


  
    One by one, the older lads tried it on. Bullying, nagging, threatening. Come to the pictures, Kelly. Come and watch a video round at my place. You need a friend in this yard, Kelly, a protector. One by one, Kelly turned them down. She was there to ride horses, not extend her sexual experience. She wasn’t interested.
  


  
    At first it was just names. Fridge. Prick-teaser. Dyke. Kelly ignored them. Then they would tell her insultingly filthy jokes. She laughed at them. Even when one of the lads marched around the yard holding a pair of black knickers, claiming that he had broken into the Fridge, Kelly smiled and went about her work.
  


  
    At one point, she considered giving up racing altogether. The persecution, the loneliness in the yard were getting worse by the day. She had decided not to speak to Bill or Annie about it – that would only make her position worse. After the knickers incident, she had confided in her father and he had simply smiled and said, ‘Sure, you’ll just have to show them what you’re made of. They’ll respect you if you fight back.’
  


  
    So she had. Dennis was the worst of them. Now in his late thirties, he had all the anger and resentment of a man who has been offered the chance of success and has failed to take it. Dennis rode light, was strong and looked good. A few seasons ago, Bill had started giving  him the odd ride in apprentice races. But for some reason, the poise and balance that he showed riding work at home deserted him on the racecourse. He rode two winners and that was it. These days, he was given the occasional no-hope spare ride by the guv’nor but, by now, even Dennis understood. He was just another might-have-been on the way to being a has-been.
  


  
    Dennis resented promise, particularly in the younger lads. He teased them, tried to show them up on the gallops. Behind his cheery, grinning façade, he hated Kelly with a passion.
  


  
    She had been at the yard two months when Bill had asked her to ride work with Dennis on a couple of four-year-olds. At one point, the gallop went out of Bill’s sight before coming round a hill and back into view. Kelly was a neck up on Dennis when she heard a clicking noise from him. Quite coolly, he took his right hand off his reins and held it firmly between her legs. Kelly cursed him and tried to wriggle away but they were riding at racing speed and it was impossible to escape without the risk of damaging her horse. For what seemed an eternity, Dennis held her in a humiliatingly intimate grip. ‘Nice,’ she heard him say. ‘You like it too, don’t you?’ Sick with anger, Kelly remembered her father’s advice. Fight back. She steadied her horse slightly, cupped her left hand under Dennis’s foot and, with a swift, businesslike movement, tipped him out of the saddle.
  


  
    Bill was furious when Kelly pulled up alone and rushed off to catch the loose horse. Shortly afterwards, Dennis came into view, limping, followed by Bill leading the horse.
  


  
    ‘What happened to you?’ he stormed. Dennis glanced up at Kelly, hate in his eyes. Her look told him all he needed to know: shop me, buster, and I’ll shop you. ‘He stumbled, guv’nor,’ he muttered. ‘One moment he was going fine, the next I was on the floor.’
  


  
    Word of the incident spread through the stable. The new girl had dropped Dennis. He’d tried it on and ended up on his backside. It was the joke of the week. Nobody really liked Dennis, although some of the younger lads were afraid of him. To Kelly’s relief and surprise, she was accepted at last. Her initiation ceremony had been completed with honours.
  


  
    ‘He’ll go close on Saturday.’ Kelly patted Diamond Dealer, after pulling up. ‘With my claim.’ The horse had worked well, getting a previous winner well off the bridle over the last furlong.
  


  
    Bill nodded. ‘We’ll talk about that over breakfast,’ he said, turning to walk back to his car.
  


  
    It was not unusual for Bill to ask Kelly to take breakfast between first and second lots, and normally it was an occasion she enjoyed. Conversation with Bill was limited as he stayed absorbed in the morning’s racing papers, but Annie more than compensated with a never-ending supply of local gossip. She was also a great cook.
  


  
    On this occasion, though, something was wrong. The two of them talked to Kelly about the funeral in Ireland, but when she switched the conversation to racing matters they became evasive and Kelly noticed odd glances passing between them.
  


  
    ‘So,’ she said brightly at one point. ‘How do you  think Diamond Dealer will run on Saturday? He went well this morning.’
  


  
    There was silence. Annie looked significantly at her husband, urging him to speak.
  


  
    ‘Was it something I said?’ Kelly smiled.
  


  
    Bill frowned. ‘The horse runs,’ he said quietly. ‘But I’m afraid you’re not riding.’
  


  
    It was as if Kelly had been slapped in the face. Diamond Dealer was her ride. He went better for her than anyone else. It was unthinkable that Bill, her greatest supporter in the past, should book someone else to ride him.
  


  
    ‘May I know why?’
  


  
    ‘Lady Dereham has insisted.’
  


  
    The owner had jocked her off? It made no sense to Kelly. ‘But I’ve ridden winners for her. It’s crazy.’
  


  
    ‘She’s not alone, I’m afraid, Kelly,’ said Annie gently. ‘We’ve been getting calls all week. It’s a serious problem.’
  


  
    ‘Not because of Ascot, surely?’
  


  
    Bill nodded. ‘Harry Short is a very powerful man. He’s been running something of a character assassination campaign on you. Apparently an extremely large bet on Pendero came unstuck. You were too busy dealing with your father’s funeral to notice, but the racing papers gave you a real hammering.’
  


  
    Kelly looked at Bill in amazement. ‘But you don’t believe I’d do that, do you?’
  


  
    ‘Of course not,’ said Bill impatiently. ‘But I’m not an owner. I’m sure it will blow over in time.’ He  sounded unconvinced. ‘Until then you’ll have to sit tight. Can you ride out second lot?’
  


  
    ‘Of course I can.’ Kelly felt a knot of anger in her stomach. ‘I’m not finished yet. Who am I on?’
  


  
    ‘Shine On.’
  


  
    Kelly smiled. It was lucky for her that the yard’s star three-year-old was owned by Bill himself, who had bred him. There was one ride she could still depend on.
  


  
    After she had left to tack up, Annie looked across the table at her husband.
  


  
    ‘You should have told her,’ she said.
  


  
    Bill rubbed his eyes. ‘I will.’ Unusually for a trainer, he hated confrontations, awkward scenes. ‘One thing at a time.’
  


  
    ‘Forget it.’ Annie folded her Racing Post briskly. ‘I’ll talk to her after second lot.’
  


  
    Later that morning, as she returned her saddle and bridle to the tack room, Kelly found herself reflecting on what had been said over breakfast. The Templemans were honest people, rarely influenced by the racecourse gossip which dictated who was in and who was out at any particular time. There were certain yards where a stable jockey going through a difficult patch could expect no mercy, the best rides would suddenly start going outside, but the Templemans were not like that. Never having been fashionable themselves, they didn’t give a damn for the ebb and flow of public opinion. Loyalty, judgement was what mattered to them.
  


  
    And yet, there was something about Bill’s manner this morning which had alarmed Kelly. She was used  to his silent moods, which she put down to the pressures of his job, but she had never known him so evasive and ill at ease. In fact, the yard itself was not the same since her return from Ireland. It was as if the lads were party to an embarrassing secret, a conspiracy of silence which excluded her. Maybe it was the Ascot race, or the death of her father, but that would be surprising. Apart from Dennis, whose loathing she now took for granted, they liked her here and, even if they thought she had ridden a bad race the previous day, they would express their views with open good humour.
  


  
    As Kelly made her way to her car, Annie emerged from the house and walked towards her. ‘How about a coffee and a sticky bun in the town?’ Annie was ten years older than Kelly and a couple of inches taller. She was also quite a bit fatter due to a passion for anything with sugar in it.
  


  
    ‘Let’s make it three sticky buns,’ Kelly said gloomily. ‘After all, I don’t have to watch my weight any more now I’m being jocked off.’
  


  
    ‘Don’t be like that,’ said Annie, climbing into Kelly’s Saab.
  


  
    On their way into Newmarket, the two women talked about the horses in the yard. Shine On had been impressive in his work and Bill planned to run him at York and then maybe a big race abroad.
  


  
    ‘Sounds like bad news for me,’ said Kelly. On the international circuit, she would be unable to claim her seven pounds and most trainers would opt for the experience of one of the top jockeys.
  


  
    ‘Depends how you ride him at York.’
  


  
    Annie suggested a tea-house frequented by shoppers and visitors rather than racing people and, as if to confirm Kelly’s suspicion that this was to be more than a casual chat, picked a corner table away from the other customers.
  


  
    ‘So,’ she said, stirring her coffee. ‘Ireland was all right, the funeral?’
  


  
    Kelly nodded. ‘It was as Dad would have wished. I’m glad I took him home.’
  


  
    ‘And now?’ Annie asked casually.
  


  
    ‘Now I pick up the pieces. Ride out. Resume my career. Back to normal except I’m going to look for another flat. I can’t bear to be in the old one any more. I keep seeing Dad’s body lying on the floor.’ There was something about Kelly’s tone of voice that betrayed her.
  


  
    ‘That’s not all, is it?’ asked Annie.
  


  
    Kelly shook her head. ‘I can’t let it go,’ she said with quiet determination. ‘Someone murdered Dad. That wasn’t a botched break-in. I’ve got to find out who killed him.’ Raking over painful memories, she frowned. ‘There was something on his mind the day before he died. I’m sure it was something to do with my race at Ascot. He was so desperate that I should win it.’
  


  
    ‘Your dad wanted you to win everything.’
  


  
    ‘I know.’ Kelly smiled, thinking of her father’s enthusiasm.
  


  
    ‘Kelly.’ There was a new seriousness to Annie. ‘You were right. Something is going on. We’ve been getting calls – not just from owners worried about your riding their horses but anonymous calls.  Threats. They want us to throw you out, sack you.’
  


  
    Kelly sat bolt upright. ‘I don’t believe it!’ she said. ‘Why should anyone want to do that?’
  


  
    ‘I think you’re right. I think there is a connection between Pendero’s race at Ascot and your father’s death. Someone somewhere has been playing for very high stakes and they don’t want you spoiling the game.’
  


  
    Kelly could feel her temper begin to rise. ‘I told the police it was no ordinary break-in,’ she said angrily. ‘I’m not going to be scared off by—’
  


  
    ‘Look, you’ll get going again. The rides will come. But you’ll just have to take things quietly. Forget these people.’
  


  
    ‘And if not?’
  


  
    Annie sighed. ‘If not, I’ve overestimated your good sense.’
  


  
    Kelly agreed, not wanting to prolong the argument, and changed the subject.
  


  
    After the two women had parted, Kelly drove back to her flat. The events of the morning had made her weary. On her return from Ireland, it had seemed so simple: resume riding and make a few calls to people who could help her. Now she was faced by a choice: on the one hand, her future career; on the other, the memory of her father. She wanted to be a jockey more than anything else, but she knew which she’d choose.
  


  
    She cursed as she entered the flat. It was warm as if she had left the central heating on by mistake. There were two messages on her answering machine. Kelly picked up a pen in the hope that she would be taking down details of spare rides.
  


  
    ‘This is Giles Williams.’ Kelly recognized the voice of the journalist who had spoken to her before the fateful race at Ascot. The man sounded drunk. ‘I’d quite like to talk to you. Soon. Don’t call me. I’ll be in touch.’ There was a click, followed by a tone.
  


  
    She didn’t recognize the voice of the second caller. ‘Hello, Connor. There’s a message in the oven to tell you to mind your own business.’
  


  
    Kelly walked quickly to the kitchen. Nothing appeared to have been moved but the oven was turned full on. That was why the flat was warm. She could hear the sound of her heart beating as, like someone in a dream, she opened the oven door – and then reeled back, gagging, her legs weak beneath her. Looking out of the oven with white unseeing eyes was the corpse of her cat.
  


  


  
    Chapter 4
  


  
    They might have been lovers. In a small French restaurant off Sloane Square, the couple sat at a corner table, their faces lit by candlelight. They talked in low voices, pausing when the waiter put food before them, as if whatever they had to say could not be shared, even by a discreet French boy with an imperfect grasp of English. The understated beauty of her face was framed by the dark curls of her shoulder-length hair – looks which attracted covert glances from other men in the restaurant. But there was something tense about the girl, almost haunted. She smiled little and listened intently whenever the man, sober-suited and authoritative, spoke. He seemed to be a reassuring, comforting presence. An observer would guess that their conversation was troubled, intimate. Maybe he was married. Maybe she was pregnant. Maybe they were just lovers.
  


  
    But the conversation between Kelly Connor and  Nick Morley was not of matters of the heart, but of life, death and horses.
  


  
    The call from Nick that afternoon had been well timed. Kelly was still upset and dazed by the events of her first day back at work. He had news of the investigation, he said. They needed to talk. Portman Square? she had asked, and he had laughed almost boyishly. He thought she deserved better than that after all her troubles. How about Au Père de Nico at eight thirty? ‘Where on earth is that?’ she inquired. He gave her directions and she agreed to meet him there. Maybe it would do her good.
  


  
    All her troubles. What did Nick Morley know of her troubles? A race lost, a father murdered, a career on the skids – they were no more than the opening scenes of a nightmare which was engulfing her. Alone in the flat, she had shuddered with something approaching fear. What would her father have done under these circumstances? With heaving stomach, Kelly had gone to the kitchen, tipped the burnt remains of her cat into a plastic bag and took it downstairs to bury it in the garden. She was a Connor. They – whoever they were – had underestimated her if they thought she could be cowed into submission by threats and violence. It was at that moment that she had resolved to tell Nick Morley everything that had happened to her.
  


  
    ‘Who knows about this?’ he asked when Kelly haltingly told him of the latest threat to her.
  


  
    ‘I’ve taken the tape to the police, of course, and told them about my cat, but that’s all. I just thought that the Jockey Club should know too. The Templemans  have had a few anonymous calls as well.’
  


  
    ‘Will you tell them?’
  


  
    Kelly shook her head. ‘No, I’ve got hardly anything to ride as it is. If they knew I was under that sort of pressure, they’d stop giving me rides altogether. I have to sort it out myself.’
  


  
    ‘You’re tougher than you look.’ Nick smiled. ‘I can see why you were less overjoyed by my news than I had anticipated.’
  


  
    ‘Of course I’m glad that the investigation has come up with nothing incriminating against me, but it’s no surprise. In a way I wish you had pursued it.’
  


  
    ‘What?’ Nick was used to the tunnel-visioned stubbornness of jockeys but it was difficult to square this cast-iron inner confidence with the slight features of the young girl sitting across the table from him. ‘You actually wanted to be hauled up in front of the stewards in Portman Square?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, I did,’ said Kelly, surprised that he hadn’t grasped what she’d been saying. She spoke with a new intensity. ‘Someone needed to stop Pendero winning at all costs. Gould tried it on during the race. Then there was the lead missing from a perfectly sound weight cloth. Then my father was killed, there were threats against me, the Templemans. The last thing I want is for the case to be closed. An accident. A misunderstanding. What’s that going to do to my reputation if Harry Short’s accusing me of everything short of genocide?’
  


  
    ‘Everyone knows that Short’s a loud mouth. Ride a couple of winners.’ Nick sipped at his glass of white wine. ‘Ascot will soon be forgotten, believe me.’
  


  
    ‘Either that or I’ll be dead.’
  


  
    Nick shook his head and tried to lighten the conversation. ‘You’re only in danger if you go around screaming “Murder!” every time your father’s name is mentioned.’
  


  
    Kelly looked away. Don’t show it, she was thinking. Don’t show the pain, the loss, the anger. Why was it everyone seemed to go for the easy way out? If there was a boat to rock, she’d bloody well rock it. In spite of herself, tears welled in her eyes.
  


  
    ‘I’m sorry,’ Nick muttered. ‘That was insensitive. I just . . .’ He hesitated. ‘I suppose I just don’t want to see you hurt.’
  


  
    Kelly looked at him. ‘You’re very kind,’ she said, and then added, ‘for a steward.’
  


  
    ‘I wasn’t talking as a steward,’ he said softly.
  


  
    There was silence at the table. Not for the first time, Kelly felt an unmistakable tug of attraction towards him. She had always sworn that her private life would take second place to her career until she had established herself, that she would never become involved with anyone remotely connected with racing, and fortunately temptation had rarely come her way. But despite her preoccuption with everything else, something about the man sitting opposite made her resolutions waver.
  


  
    ‘Isn’t this a touch irregular?’ she said. ‘Steward enjoying candlelit dinner with apprentice? What would Harry Short say?’
  


  
    ‘Somehow,’ Nick smiled, ‘I can’t see Harry spending a night out at Au Père de Nico. Maybe it is a little unusual.’ He paused. ‘But then so are you.’
  


  
    Kelly looked away quickly. The thing she needed  least in the world at this moment was to fall in love with a steward. In a deliberately uncouth way, she drank back the rest of her wine. ‘I bet you say that to all the jockeys.’
  


    The next morning, Kelly heard from her father. There, among the junk mail and bills delivered while she had been riding out first lot, was an envelope written in a careful, neat hand. It contained a note from Dermot Kinane, an ex-jockey who had been a close friend of the family in Ireland. Puzzled, for Dermot had never been a great correspondent, Kelly read:


      
        Dear Kelly,


      
        I hope you are well, and that you had a good journey home.
      


      
        There was something I didn’t tell you at your father’s funeral because it seemed the wrong time, but two days after he died, I received a letter from him. It said that he had a big problem he didn’t want to bother me with, but that if anything happened to him, I was to pass on this envelope to you. He said it was very important.
      


      
        My thoughts are with you at this painful time, Kelly. Please remember that, if you ever need any help, your old friend Dermot is always here.
      


      
        The Lord be with you.
      


      
        Your loving Dermot
      

    

  



    Attached to the letter was a small blue envelope, marked ‘KELLY CONNOR’. In the corner, as if added as an afterthought, were the words ‘Very  Confidential’. Sitting alone at her kitchen table, Kelly read the last words ever written by her father.
  



      
    
      My Darling Girl,

    
      I only hope that you will never have to read this letter – not because my life is worth anything to me but because it breaks my heart to think of you alone in a world which I have found to be so harsh and unforgiving.
    


    
      I’m writing this on the morning of your ride at Ascot on Pendero. I hope and pray that you will win – God willing, you will because you have all the ability in the world – but I have discovered over the past few days that there are people prepared to go to great lengths to stop you. I’m told it’s nothing personal (it’s never anything personal in racing – a fellow who had just put me through the wing at Naas visited me in hospital to tell me it was nothing personal), but the end result is the same. A horse which should win, doesn’t.
    


    
      During the week there had been a number of calls to the flat. If it was you who answered the telephone, they hung up but when you were away riding they spoke to me. They told me that, if Pendero won at Ascot, you were finished as a jockey. Come second, third, last and things would go your way from then on. We have friends in high places, they said. There were also threats to me personally – which didn’t worry me. I’ve been threatened before and doubtless will be again!
    

  



  
    Kelly felt the tears fill her eyes as she heard her father’s voice speaking through the words on the page.
  



      
    
      So why didn’t I tell you? God forgive me, I nearly did. The first time’s always easy. It’s just a race, after all – if you’re any good, you can wave your arms about while pulling a horse’s back teeth out and keep yourself out of the stewards’ room. Why not keep in with the people who really run racing, the villains? I know the argument well because I was once convinced by it. But then they come back. It’s another race, the stakes are higher and this time you’re being watched more closely by the authorities. Too late you realize that there’s no going back. They’ve got you. In this war, there’s no neutral territory. You’re either with the enemy or you’re not. I went over to the enemy and destroyed my life and that of your dear mother, God rest her soul. On the day she died, I vowed that whatever happened, I would keep you away from them. I hoped you would stay away from racing but it was in your blood. As soon as I saw you riding, I knew you’d make it – so long as they didn’t get to you.
    


    
      So I lied to them. I told them I’d squared it with you. They wanted to talk to you direct, but I said that would frighten you off. Trust me, I said and they did.
    


    
      This morning I heard from them again. They were double-checking everything was still in  order. They threatened me once more, only this time they sounded much more serious. It occurred to me that this was not some two-bit gambling ring. This was big. They have powerful contacts, I know. I feared for you, my darling girl. I began to have doubts as to whether I had been right not to tell you what was going on.
    


    
      The coward in me hopes that Pendero gets beaten in an honest race this afternoon. But if he wins, it’s possible that something may happen to me. If it does, I hope and pray that they will stop there and leave you alone, at least for the time being.
    


    
      The purpose of this letter is to explain what happened. I did what I thought was right for the most precious thing in the world to me. Remember, always do your best, don’t let them hook you, however tempting the bait. Remember what happened to me because I was weak. Do it for your future, for the Connor name, for me.
    


    
      I love you,
    


    
      Dad
    

  



  
    When Kelly had finished reading, she just sat and cried, a horrible empty feeling inside her. She didn’t know if the tears were for herself or her father. After a while she got up and walked slowly from the kitchen into the bedroom. She pulled from under the bed a box containing photographs and cuttings from happier days. Frank Connor jumping the last on his way to a win in the Gold Cup. Frank Connor grinning,  mudspattered, in the winners’ enclosure. Frank Connor, profiled in the                                                                     Irish Times

































, relaxing at home with his wife Mary and his five-year-old daughter Kelly.
  


  
    The Connor name. There was a new coldness in Kelly’s heart. Deep in thought, she put her father’s letter at the bottom of the box and pushed it back under the bed. It was time for second lot.
  


    ‘Change of plan,’ Peter, the head lad, shouted out to Kelly as she crossed the yard with her tack. ‘You’re to ride Shine On for a spot of work.’
  


  
    ‘Work?’ Kelly expressed surprise. ‘I thought he was having an easy day, today.’
  


  
    Peter nodded in the direction of the Templemans’ house, where a silver Lamborghini was parked. ‘Apparently we have someone to impress.’
  


  
    Kelly shrugged. It was unlike Bill to change his training plans for anyone.
  


  
    Ten minutes later, the question in her mind was answered. As she brought Shine On out of his box, Bill and Annie approached from across the yard. With them was a tall, dark-skinned man in an expensive suit that looked oddly out of place among the wheelbarrows and pitchforks of a small stable.
  


  
    ‘Hold him there for a second, Kelly,’ said Bill. Kelly noticed that, while the trainer and his wife were looking proudly at their horse, the stranger appeared to be more interested in her.
  


  
    ‘Please introduce me,’ he said quietly.
  


  
    ‘Of course.’ Bill concealed his disappointment that the man had failed to comment on the appearance of  the pride of the yard. ‘Kelly Connor. This is Fayoud al Hassan.’
  


  
    The man walked forward and fixed Kelly with his dark eyes. His handshake was like a caress.
  


  
    Kelly nodded with a brisk, businesslike ‘How do you do, sir.’
  


  
    ‘Mr Hassan is Shine On’s new owner,’ said Bill.
  


  
    Kelly’s eyes widened. She felt like swearing but instead said, ‘You’re a very lucky man, Mr Hassan, he’s a lovely horse.’ He was also the one good horse Kelly had been certain to ride – while Bill owned him.
  


  
    But not even the news that the most promising horse in the yard had been sold to Ibn Fayoud, nor the rumour that the rest of the young Arab’s horses would also be coming to the yard, could distract Kelly from thoughts of her father’s letter. In the string, taking Shine On for a showpiece half-speed over five furlongs, riding home, her mind was on the implications of his message.
  


  
    Racecourse rumour, as reported by Annie, had it that there had been a big gamble on Pendero, that a professional gambler stood to gain a fortune if he won. It was now obvious that the horse was a stayer and yet Harry Short’s stable jockey had recently ridden him as if his best distance was six furlongs, holding him up for a late run. Although Pendero had finished strongly at Ascot, that was because it had been a truly run race and the leaders had finished tired. Over a mile, the only sensible way to ride Pendero was to use his stamina, not hold him up. Short had been saving him for the Ascot race. Kelly was sure of it.
  


  
    Then why did he put her up at Ascot rather than one of the top jockeys? Her seven-pound claim was one possible reason; another was that, with an apprentice riding him, Pendero’s odds in the market would lengthen. Then Kelly remembered Short’s behaviour after the race. He had fastened on to the fact that she was a Connor, played on memories of her father’s reputation for throwing races. It was a cheap shot but an effective one. Racing people believed in blood-lines. Even if she were finally cleared by Nick Morley’s investigation, she would remain guilty by association in the eyes of many racecourse insiders. In other words, when the race was lost in the weighing room, she was an obvious scapegoat. Was it possible that Short was part of the conspiracy, that he stood to gain from his own horse being beaten?
  


  
    It seemed unlikely. Before the race he had been tense, after it his fury had seemed spontaneous and genuine. A crook and a bastard Short might be, but it would be surprising if he were that good an actor. His deviousness and dishonesty were in the front window for all to see. Yet whatever went on in that race, Kelly was certain that Short was a part of it. She would have to speak to him. She didn’t relish the prospect.
  


  
    Assuming that Short had been playing it straight, then there remained the question of who stood to lose if Pendero won. That there was a conspiracy Kelly had no doubt. Unfortunately she only knew two bit-part players in the plot. The chance of Damien Gould helping her seemed unlikely in the extreme, unless she could apply pressure on him. Someone somewhere must know what skeletons he had hidden in his  locker. The idea of employing a spot of judicious blackmail did not appeal to her but what was the alternative? There was little point in appealing to his better nature when he clearly didn’t have one.
  


  
    A more likely lead was Giles Williams, the journalist. It had been no coincidence that she had been called to the phone in the weighing room. She doubted if Williams were a major player – even on the telephone, he sounded a loser – but at least he might tell her who had put him up to it. That would be a start.
  


  
    Trust no one, her father had said. But there was little chance of discovering who had killed him without help. Kelly decided that she had to talk to Annie, even if there was a risk that she would tell her husband. Bill would have a fit if he knew his apprentice was turning supersleuth. She also had to tell Nick. He had made her promise to keep him in touch with developments. Being part of the racing establishment, he could be helpful to her, and he had seemed to understand why she needed to pursue this, and it wouldn’t be that painful to see him again. Far from it. Kelly smiled.
  


  
    ‘Thinking of your next winner?’ one of the lads interrupted her reverie as the string turned back to the stable.
  


  
    ‘Something like that,’ said Kelly, and then returned to her thoughts. Her first job would be to show the letter to the police.
  


    Success as a jockey is not just a question of riding winners. Sometimes you have to be able to handle the phone as well as you handle horses. No one in racing is above ringing round for spare rides; one great jump  jockey was nicknamed ‘Ting-a-Ling’ because of his speed and skill in contacting trainers whose jockeys were injured or couldn’t do the weight or were simply out of favour. Kelly understood this and played the game as well as anyone. When it really mattered, Kelly could give great phone.
  


  
    But this afternoon she wasn’t looking for spare rides. She had been to see the inspector in charge of her father’s murder case. He hadn’t held out much hope, although he had agreed that the letter seemed to disprove the theory about a break-in that had gone wrong.
  


  
    Kelly had driven straight home and embarked on her own investigation. First of all, she rang round her contacts in journalism. Unsurprisingly, none of them had heard of Giles Williams, which was clearly a false name, and Kelly’s description of his telephone manner – a slurred, gin-sodden voice with a wheedling insincere tone to it – covered half of what used to be known as Fleet Street.
  


  
    It was finally Bob Morrow, one of the older racing correspondents on the                                                                     Daily Telegraph

































, who came up with a lead.
  


  
    ‘That’s not his name,’ he said. ‘And he’s not really a journo, more a jumped-up PR man. Now—’ There was a noisy inhalation of smoke, followed by a hacking cough ‘—what the hell was his name?’
  


  
    ‘How d’you know it’s “Giles Williams”?’
  


  
    ‘There used to be a Giles Williams column in the Life many years ago. Gossip, jokes, social titbits. This man goes racing every day. He gambles, swears a lot, drinks too much, falls over.’
  


  
    ‘So he is a journalist.’
  


  
    Morrow laughed, bringing on another attack of smoker’s cough. ‘Now, now,’ he said, when he had recovered. ‘We’re not all like that. No, the man gave up writing years ago. There was some sort of scandal.’
  


  
    ‘What does he do now?’
  


  
    ‘Professional hanger-on. Part-time stringer. Full-time piss-artist. He sells the odd bonk ‘n’ tell story to the tabloids – Page Three Girl in Raunchy Romps with Royal Romeo, that sort of thing. He’s just your basic, traditional smut-peddler really. Tell you what, I’ll ask around and ring you back.’
  


  
    Kelly thanked him.
  


  
    ‘Any tips?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Bob,’ she said. ‘Cut down to twenty a day.’
  


  
    ‘Where’s that running then?’ With a wheezy laugh, the journalist hung up.
  


  
    Harry Short, Damien Gould. Kelly was tapping the pad in front of her, considering which of these unlikely leads to follow up, when the phone rang. It was Bill.
  


  
    ‘Tomorrow evening, at Kempton. Boardwalk runs in the seller. All right?’
  


  
    ‘You mean I’m riding him?’ Kelly was unable to conceal her surprise. Ascot was barely a week past and all the indications had been that her rehabilitation as a jockey would be a matter of weeks not days.
  


  
    ‘Why, did you have other plans?’ Bill snapped. ‘You’ll just have to cancel him, won’t you?’
  


  
    ‘No, it’s just, after last week, I thought that—’
  


  
    ‘Don’t be bloody stupid. I do have one or two owners who do what they’re told. You’ve got eight  stone three with the claim. I think he’ll win. I’ll see you in the morning.’ He hung up.
  


  
    It hadn’t been difficult for Bill to accede to his wife’s nagging to give the girl a break. Maybe he was biased, but as far as he was concerned, she was the best claimer in the country.
  


  
    Kelly put the phone down and skipped around the room. It was the best she’d felt since Ascot. Bill had come up trumps. Abrupt, unsmiling, laconic, he’d kept faith. She grabbed the copy of                                                                     Racing Post

































 that was on the table. Boardwalk was no flying machine, a big clumsy four-year-old who had yet to win a race, but none of the opposition had any form. Best of all, one of them – a horse with a line of duck’s eggs beside its inappropriate name of Dead Lucky – was being ridden by Damien Gould. She’d get a chance to talk to him about Ascot.
  


  
    The sound of the telephone crashed into her thoughts. A wheezing cough at the other end of the line told Kelly that it was Bob Morrow.
  


  
    ‘Quentin St John Broom-Parker. A man as phony as his name. That’s your Giles Williams.’
  


  
    ‘Have you got a number?’
  


  
    ‘No, but you’ll find him in the bar at the nearest race meeting to London. Big fellow with a Jimmy Edwards tash and a red face, swaying slightly as he bores all around him with a pack of lies about his past. When there’s no racing nearby, you’ll find him in the Garrick Club.’
  


  
    Kelly glanced at the racing paper she was holding. ‘It’s only Pontefract today,’ she said. ‘If I come down to London now, do you reckon he’ll be at the Garrick?’
  


  
    ‘He’ll have been there since lunchtime like as not. Phone and see. If he is there, by the time you arrive he’ll be nice and mellow.’
  


  
    ‘Bob, you’re a brick,’ said Kelly. ‘I owe you one.’
  


  
    Another attack of coughing forced Kelly to hold the receiver away from her ear.
  


  
    ‘I’m too old for it now, but thanks for the thought,’ Morrow eventually managed. ‘By the way, you have to be a member to get in the Garrick.’
  


  
    Kelly grinned to herself. ‘Crap,’ she said.
  


  
    The gentleman who answered the phone at the Garrick confirmed that Broom-Parker was indeed there. So Kelly changed to go, but before leaving for London, she wrote a brief letter to Dermot Kinane.
  



      
    
      My dear Dermot,
    


    
      I’ve just got your letter and Dad’s note to me. It meant a lot and I’m very grateful you sent it on to me.
    


    
      Thanks for your kind offer of help. I’m beginning to put my life together again now and I’m concentrating on my riding to help me get through.
    


    
      I hope to come to Ireland at the end of the season and I will, of course, come and see you. I miss you and all my friends there.
    


    
      All my love,
    


    
      Kelly
    

  



  
    Dear Dermot. Always the thoughtful, worried one. There was no need to get him involved in this.
  


  
    With her thoughts on another, simpler life back in  the old country, Kelly put the letter in an envelope, picked up her coat and left for London.
  


    Bennett had been doorman at the Garrick Club for twenty-three years and had developed a way with unpleasantness. Sometimes tourists wandered in off Longacre and looked about the hall of this famous British institution before he ushered them out. Or members imbibed a little too enthusiastically and had to be helped into a taxi. More often, they simply died; the after-dinner heart attack while slumbering in one of the club’s deep leather chairs was a popular way of moving on to the great gentleman’s club in the sky. There were low points, of course. First they let journalists in, then literary agents; it would be women members next. Bennett was thankful that retirement was only two years away. These days, everything was changing, even the Garrick Club.
  


  
    Then a young woman – dark, quite a looker if you liked that sort of thing but a bit too full of herself for Bennett’s liking – walked into the club and announced that she was the dinner guest of Sir Robin Day, he could only treat her to his coldly disapproving smile and direct her to the ladies’ bar. It was the sort of thing that happened these days. How was he to know that she was up to some sort of mischief?
  


  
    Kelly walked up the steps into the hall of the Garrick towards the wide staircase which led up to the bar, then hesitated. In front of an open fireplace in the hall, a couple of large leather armchairs were occupied by two men in dark suits. One was reading a newspaper, the other was fast asleep, a rumbling  snore like a low-flying aircraft emanating from him. He had a prominent handlebar moustache and a high colour to his cheeks. Choosing a chair with its back to the front door and Bennett’s look-out post, Kelly sat herself down.
  


  
    It took a moment for the full enormity of what was happening to filter through to the brandy-drenched consciousness of the member reading                                                                     The Times.

































  Then he lowered his paper with the look of man whose most precious shrine is being desecrated before his eyes. ‘This part of the club is for members only, he said in a voice of strangulated distaste. ‘It’s not open to—’
  


  
    ‘Women?’ Kelly smiled. ‘Don’t worry, I won’t be here long.’
  


  
    At the sound of a female voice, the eyes of the other man snapped open. ‘Good God,’ he said.
  


  
    ‘No, Kelly Connor. Giles Williams, I believe. Or do you prefer the name Quentin St John Broom-Parker?’
  


  
    Kelly stood up, walked slowly towards Broom-Parker and knelt before his chair like a child about to be told a fireside story. As Broom-Parker attempted to struggle to his feet, she leant forward and tweaked both ends of his moustache.
  


  
    ‘I                                                                     say,

































’ the                                                                     Times

































 reader stood up and dithered while Kelly took a firmer hold of Broom-Parker’s bristling moustache.
  


  
    ‘Be quiet,’ she said over her shoulder.
  


  
    Muttering, ‘Where’s Bennett, for God’s sake?’ the man hurried off.
  


  
    Kelly pulled Broom-Parker’s face towards hers and  looked deeply into his loser’s eyes. His breath stank of drink. ‘Listen,’ she said. ‘We’ve spoken on the telephone, remember?’
  


  
    The colour had now left Quentin Broom-Parker’s face. To nod would have been too painful, but he closed his eyes in confirmation.
  


  
    ‘I lost the race because of you.’ Kelly tugged at the moustache. ‘That doesn’t matter now. But someone was murdered the same day and that does matter. I think the same people were involved. Follow me?’
  


  
    A knot of dark-suited Garrick members had gathered in the hall and were muttering anxiously. Who was this madwoman? Broom-Parker’s mistress? He always was a game old dog. Doesn’t look so clever now, though.
  


  
    Broom-Parker’s eyes swivelled beseechingly towards his friends. Kelly tugged again.
  


  
    ‘Follow me?’
  


  
    A blink of the eyes.
  


  
    ‘Now I need to know who paid you or blackmailed you to call me in the weighing room.’
  


  
    ‘Right, young lady.’ Bennett stood behind her. ‘Leave go of this gentleman or I will have no alternative but to use force on you.’
  


  
    ‘Throw me out,’ said Kelly without taking her eyes off Broom-Parker, ‘and the whiskers come too. This won’t take more than a moment.’ Bennett hesitated. Nothing in his many years’ service had prepared him for this sort of situation.
  


  
    ‘I need to know,’ repeated Kelly.
  


  
    ‘I can’t tell you,’ squirmed Broom-Parker painfully. ‘It’s more than my life’s worth.’
  


  
    Kelly stared at the pathetic figure for a moment and then let him go. ‘OK, I’m going straight to the police.’
  


  
    With that, Kelly got up, brushed past Bennett and walked calmly out. The fact that she’d already told the police didn’t matter. She’d just have to think of something else.
  


    Margaret Stanhope worshipped her employer, Jack Butler. She knew that there were murky corners to his business affairs, that for a suave good-looking man, he had one or two unfortunate characteristics, like a ferocious temper. And, of course, she knew that Jack’s private life was something of a carnival. She knew all that because, as Jack’s private assistant, she organized him: his TV appearances, his meetings with London’s shadier characters, his payments for some mucky chore or other, his alibis to the wife (who could blame him, married to that bimbo?), his hotel rooms.
  


  
    Not that she minded Jack playing around because she knew that one day he would be hers. She may have been three years older than he was, pushing forty and not quite as pert as the sort of girl he favoured at this precise moment, but one day Jack would grow up, look for a real woman to take care of him, and there she’d be, waiting and ready.
  


  
    Telephone cupped under his left ear, Jack leant back in his chair, put his feet on the desk, almost kicking his assistant as he did it, and said, ‘Well, that’s very inconvenient.’ He winked at Margaret as the person at the other end of the line spluttered some apology or other.
  


  
    Yes, she was ready. Sometimes a wink kept her in  fantasies for weeks. Once or twice, Jack had casually goosed her as she reached for a file. She had nearly melted away on the spot.
  


  
    He hung up and stared out of the window, over the roofs of Victoria.
  


  
    ‘Right,’ he said finally. ‘I need to see Ibn Fayoud again. Tell Johnny and Den I have another job for them. And it looks like I’m going to have to attend to that jockey girl.’
  


  
    ‘Attend, Jack?’ Margaret Stanhope smiled. ‘D’you mean—’
  


  
    ‘I mean attend,’ Jack snapped. ‘I want you to do some research on her. Maybe she’s not so perfect. Talk to the usual contacts. Find out if she’s ever thrown a race. Past boy friends who could use a bit of spare cash. Any relevant details from her private life. You know the sort of thing.’
  


  
    ‘Filth.’
  


  
    ‘Too right, darling.’ Jack was dialling another number. He glanced up, as if surprised she was still there. ‘Well, get on with it then.’
  


  
    Margaret stood up, blushing.
  


  
    ‘Yes, Jack,’ she said.
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Blackmail, seduction and murder — there’s more to
horseracing than meets the eye

‘Like Dick Francis... A winner’Mail on Sunday





