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This book is dedicated to my amazing husband, who is the inspiration for Eva’s husband. For all the times I have asked you to read over a scene, to make sure it sounded okay and for all the support you have continued to give me throughout our marriage, and with my writing. You deserve the world. I am so lucky and so blessed to have you as my forever. Love you, always and forever. 
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Prologue
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Kris stood still and silent. After a moment, Jake cleared his throat. “Did you hear what I said Kris?”

Blinking several times before looking over at his friend, Kris started to say something when he heard a gasp coming from the hallway outside his den. 

He jogged the short distance to find his wife Eva, with her hand over her mouth and wide eyed.  

“Eva, what’s wrong?” 

She looked back and forth between the two men standing in front of her, worried looks were evident on both faces.  

“Is she okay Kris?”  

“Well, I’m just going to go out on a limb here, but I think she may have overheard you talking about wanting us to collaborate with you, with the FBI.”  

She just stood there, not saying a word, but shaking her head in acknowledgment.  

Eva was quite petite, but very curvy, with blonde highlights and shoulder length hair.  She was in her forties, as was Kris.  He towered over her, standing at six feet.  He was a big guy, with a partially shaved head and a full beard, with gray patches in it.  He always told her that each gray patch had a name; one was the kids, one was from work, and the other was from Eva.  Obviously, he was joking, but Eva didn’t find her designated patch a bit funny.  

“Can we all go back into the den and talk for a bit.  I would like to explain what I am looking for, and how you both may be able to help me.  Yes, it would entail working with the FBI.”  

Jake was pleading with them to listen to his proposal.  He was not used to dealing with civilians as colleagues. Jake ran his own show, most of the time. He did not have a partner, because he didn’t get along well with others.  He had a team that would help every now and then. He has been an FBI field agent for twenty years.  Jake was quite competent in his skills and his record for cases being solved was impressive as well. He had been Kris’ college roommate for three years while at Penn State University. 

Jake Long was a few inches taller than Kris, with a full head of black hair, cut into a neat quiff, where it was tapered on the sides and in the back, but the top was longer and swept up off to the side, not quite spiked, but it was a stylish hair cut for a man in his forties.  His olive-colored skin showed his Italian roots, he was sporting a two day old scruff on his chiseled face, and his broad shoulders filled out the fitted gray suit he was currently wearing.  Staying in shape was a daily routine for him, even before joining the FBI. Jake had played defensive tackle for Penn State Nittany Lions, under the infamous Joe Paterno, in the early 90s.  

Jake had yet to marry, not that his chosen profession allowed for it, but now that he was here in his friend’s house and seeing the way he lived, and how he reacted to his wife, it made Jake think of the possible prospect of the whole institution.  

He was thankful they agreed to sit and talk to him.  He felt guilty for wanting to use Eva’s talents, but this could be a game changer.  

Eva was already regretting agreeing to sit down and listen to whatever this guy had to say.  Kris looked equally uncomfortable.  

“Okay, so here is the situation.  I know what you can do, Eva.” 

She internally cringed at the admission but said nothing.  

I have a case that is of high importance right now, in Louisville, Kentucky and it is centered around the Kentucky Derby.  

Eva sat up straight, “what does this have to do with me?” 

Kris glared at Jake, “You want to take her to Louisville, and have her do what she does, don’t you?”  

“Yes.”

“I know nothing about horses or the Kentucky Derby.  What am I supposed to do?”

“I need you to perform whatever it is you did here, to catch a killer.  

“I can’t just leave town, or my job, just like that.”  

“You will be paid by the FBI.  We use psychics and mediums all the time, you would be categorized under that.” 

“It’s not about being paid, I have our kids to take care of as well.” 

Jake was on the verge of saying anything he could to get Eva and Kris to go to Louisville.  

“Listen, I know this is sudden, and I would not ask if I was not desperate.  Please, I need your help.”

Jake was not one to beg for anything, but if it worked, he would do it.  He needed to close this case before the Kentucky Derby race next Saturday.  

Kris moved to the edge of his seat, his elbows on his thighs, and looked from Eva to Jake.  “My parents could take the kids for a few days.  If she does this, I am going with her.”  Kris was adamant about that.  

Jake looked at his friend, feeling hopeful.  “Definitely, you can come with her. I had planned on both of you. So, do we have a deal?”

This was the last thing Eva wanted to get into.  She wanted the magic part of her life back where it was in the past, but she could not bring herself to say no to Kris’ friend, and FBI agent.  If there was a possibility, she would be able to find and get another killer off the streets, she had to try.  

“Okay, fine. Deal.”  She held out her hand to Jake, to seal it with a handshake, to which he complied.  

“Thank you.  This means a lot to me.  I honestly am not accustomed to asking for help, where my job is concerned.  How soon would you both be able to head to Louisville?  I can have your accommodations made as soon as you want.”  

“Pretty desperate to get her down there, huh?”

“Sorry man, I know this is short notice, but the sooner the better, like yesterday.”

“Alright, let me call my parents and see if they mind keeping the kids a few more days, and we can head out this afternoon.”  

Jake smiled his thousand-watt smile, “perfect.  You have my cell; call me when you have confirmation that you can leave today, and I will set up everything else.  One tiny detail, one you may not like... Eva will have to pose as my wife, while I have you staying somewhere else with the equipment.” 

Eva’s ears perked up when she heard the last detail. “I’m sorry, what?”

Kris looked like he was going to strangle the guy. “No, you cannot use her as your wife.  How the heck would that even work?  Can’t you think of another way?”  

“I need her with me at the Lodge, where we are all going to be staying.  This will need to look as unplanned and unsuspicious as possible.  If there was another way, I would do it.”

“I like how you left that detail out until after we agreed.  If you do anything to her, I swear I will hunt you down.”  

Jake looked appalled.  “I would never disrespect her or anything else, you have my word.”

Kris walked Jake to the door, with Eva on their heels.  “It was nice to meet you Jake, or should I say, husband?”  She laughed, nervously, trying to make light of the situation.  

Jake nodded, “Likewise Eva, and thank you.  I’m sorry if I caught you off guard by showing up today.  You have no idea how much I appreciate this.” 

“It’s fine.”  

He shook Kris’ hand and made his way to his car.  

Kris shut the door and turned to see Eva giving him the stink eye.  “I know you’re mad.” 

“Mad?  No, not mad.  Confused, yes.  You, of all people, who want me to keep my past concealed, and you are okay with me doing this?” 

“I do not want you to do this, no, but I do not think you can say no at this point.  I do not think Jake would reveal your talent, but I can’t be sure.”  

“You think he’d make what I am public knowledge?” 

“No, I don’t think so, as long as you’re working with him.”  

“Blackmail?” 

“Not entirely, but you have something he wants and needs. And I am not too keen on the whole pretending to be married thing either.” 

“Oh, for the love.  That does not make me feel all warm and fuzzy inside here.” 

“I am going to call my mom and see if they can keep the kids a few more days.  You start packing.”  

“What do I pack for something like this? I need my book and I will wait until we get to Louisville to buy any supplies.  I will take a duffle bag with some of the items I know I will not be able to find there, plus a backpack if I have to carry stuff to different locations.  Jake will have to take us to the scene, and I will need more information from him on this murder.  I did not even think to ask him for any details.  Oh, and do you still have the goodies he sent you before, that we used last time? In case, you know, I need them.”  

“We will figure it out.  After I call my mom, I will call him and get more information.  You need to call Chrissy and take off work for a few more days. Do you think she will be okay with that?”  

“I guess I’ll find out, won’t I?  I am not telling her why I need off though.  The less she knows, the better.”  

“Good idea, she would probably want to come along with us.” 
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Chapter 1 - The week before the Kentucky Derby
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Louisville, Kentucky in late April is beautiful. The city was abuzz with the Kentucky Derby right around the corner. All the jockeys had been in town for the last couple of months to train and prepare for the biggest race of their life.  

Penelope Rivers, owner, and horse trainer at Estrella Equine Village Ranch, was taking in the quiet sunrise with a quick ride on her stunning sable colored thoroughbred, Sandy.  She usually took this time in the morning as part of her meditation, before the jockeys arrived at the stables, for the day.  

Her ranch was where all the jockeys boarded their horses and did their training runs, for at least two months out of the year.  Those couple of months are her busiest of the year.  If it were not for her contract with Churchill Downs, she would never make ends meet.  Penelope had been widowed for six years and is putting her daughter Chloe through Vet School at the University of Kentucky. She needs all the money she can get. 

She does not have but one ranch hand to help her. Brett has been with her since not long after her husband passed away. Her daughter helps when she can too, but that is getting less and less as she gets older. 

“Okay Sandy, take in the quiet now, it’s going to get busy out here soon.”  The horse gave her a whinny and galloped along at a trail run pace.  Not too fast, but not a slow walk either.  

The sun was rising over the East, coming up over the bigger barn.  

“Is that a beautiful sunrise, or what?”  She said that more to herself than to the horse.  

“Looks like it is going to be a perfect day for training.”  

Penelope jerked her head behind her, as a young man with a French accent, and his gray thoroughbred were trotting up beside her.  

She recognized the gentleman right away, as Florent Prat, one of the jockeys racing in this year's derby.  He is one of three that came in from Toulouse, France.  While jockeys are typically on the shorter side, Florent stood at 5’6 and looked to be in his thirties.  His dark, thick wavy hair stood out in contrast to the light green eyes that glared at her now.  Handsome, but a bit of a chauvinist when it comes to women and racing horses.  That right there put him down a few notches on the good-looking male scale, in her book.  

“You're out early, Mr. Prat.  Trying to get in some extra training?”  She could not help herself by goading him, just a bit.  

“On the contrary, I needn't much more practice.  Pegasus is in his prime. He will be ready.”  

“A good cheerful outlook is the attitude to have.  Takes the nerves away.”  She may have said that a little too sarcastically, but there was just something about him that annoyed her. Maybe it was a French thing.  They are known to be pretentious. 

“Ms. Rivers, I am rarely nervous.  I know, I am good at what I do.”  

“I will see you around Mr. Prat. I have got to go and prepare breakfast for everyone, before it gets too late.” 

And with that, Penelope sped up her horse's gait a little more.  Leaving him behind before she said what she was really thinking.  
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Chapter 2 - Juliette
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Juliette Sutherland opened her eyes to yet another sunny day in Louisville, Kentucky.  It was only about a week until the biggest day of her life.  She made it to the Kentucky Derby.  Not many women can say they raced in one of the biggest, and most prestigious races in the world.  But, she will be able to after next Saturday.  Juliette has been preparing for this race her whole life.  

Growing up in Cotswold, England, on a horse farm, it was a birthright that she rode a horse from the time she was four.  Her family was wealthy, and her parents made it a priority to start her horse training at an early age.  Anyone who was anyone knew the proper way to ride a horse.  

She started off with the basic training; learning to mount and dismount, grooming, the different gaits the horses would do, and she was a natural.  Soon she was showing her parents’ geldings and winning medals, but her real passion was pushing herself and her horse to the limit.  She felt the rush the first time she took her first thoroughbred around a track at record speed.  This was what she was meant to do.  

Juliette had moved from England to the states a few years ago, and started her journey to the derby after she purchased her beautiful thoroughbred, Tennessee Whiskey.  She chose the name because of the horse's coloring.  It was as smooth and brown as the best Tennessee whiskey from the Smoky Mountains

That first year of training was typical, she and her horse getting used to each other, making tweaks here and there, with how she handled him, and he responded to her well.  It only took six months for her to feel ready for their first race.  She started midway in the racing season, but it was merely to get the experience and a feel for it.  She did well, always placing in the top ten.  

When the new season started back in September, she focused on winning more than anything else.  The first race, Iroquois, at Churchill Downs was surreal for her.  She knew the last race in May, would be right back here if they performed well.  She managed 3rd place in that first race.  Not exactly her best, she was always her worst critic, but she was able to continue on.  They went from American Pharoah, to Breeders’ Cup, Belmont Stakes, and ending at Pegasus, in Monmouth Park, and the other twelve races in between.  They managed to place in the top three, every race.  

Now she was right back where she started, the biggest race of all, The Kentucky Derby.  

Juliette and Tennessee have been training here at Estrella Equine Village Ranch for a couple of months now.  She really did like the ranch. She met a lot of the other jockeys and spent some down time with them.  This has been the most social she’s been since arriving in the states.  She left her boyfriend of four years, Kai Armstrong, back in England two years ago.  It had been a difficult decision, but one she hadn’t regretted.  She didn’t see any real future with him.  It was for the best.  She had goals to reach.  Eye on the prize, as she put it. 

Juliette pulled the covers off and climbed from her queen sized bed that she has been sleeping in for six weeks now, and padded over to the mirror in her bathroom.  She looked at her mass of curly brown hair, which looked much like a rats nest, and grunted.  

“Looks like a French braid kind of day.”  

Juliette is petite, as all jockeys are, maybe reaching 5’1” in height.  She made up for her shortness with her long curly chestnut brown hair, hazel eyes and alabaster skin, which was always flawless.  At 29 years of age, she didn’t look any older than 21, at the most.  The male jockeys never shied away from her; she had gotten the attention of a few.  Some good, some not so good.  

She had a few dates with one of the jockeys she’d be going up against soon, but she didn’t feel any real strong feelings there.  Phillipe Cardoza, a 32 year old racer from Sao Paulo, Brazil, had caught her attention early on, his long silky black hair, that he’d typically have pulled into a ponytail, but it was his penetrating dark chocolate eyes that pulled her in, at first.  That and his squared chin, chiseled cheekbones, and his deep tanned skin, along with a body of muscles, even at only 5’7, he was quite the package, but alas, no spark.  Not for lack of trying, of course.  Juliette had a bigger spark with his beautiful black Thoroughbred, Brazilian Bomb.  

Then there was Florent Prat, the Frenchman, from Toulouse, France.  He made it abundantly clear that women shouldn’t be racing horses, and definitely not in The Kentucky Derby.  He surely wasn’t a fan of Juliette’s, and he made that known on a daily basis.  He was the quintessential chauvinist pig.  Juliette just ignored the grumpy Frenchy.  The Brits and the French tolerate each other, but that’s as far as it goes.  

Getting ready for today’s schedule, Juliette pulled out her notebook that listed the day's events.  She grabbed her pen, and jotted one extra thing on her list... Talk to Brett
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Chapter 3  
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Brett Singers was filling each of the horse stalls with bales of hay and fresh water when Penelope and her horse Sandy came trotting in.  

“Morning!” 

“Hey Brett, you’re out early.”  

“It’s going to be a warmer day, I wanted to get the horses fresher water and make sure they have plenty of hay.  

“Good thinking.  Most of the jockeys should be arriving soon or getting to the kitchen sooner.  I wonder why some of them chose to stay at the Bourbon Inn and the Inn at St. James Court, instead of right here, where their horses are, and they could get meals?”  

“I wondered that too.  I see you already had to entertain Prat this morning.”

“He’s like a rash, he just won’t go away, the man is a pig.  He still lives in 1950.  His thinking is very caveman-like.  Women shouldn’t own businesses, they shouldn’t race horses, blah, blah, blah.  I wanted to deck him, but I need his money.”  

Brett snickered and shook his head.  

“Yeah, he seems old fashioned.  

Penelope dismounted from her horse and looked back to see the man in question galloping toward the stables.  

“Can you take care of getting Sandy back to her stall, while I run back to the lodge to prepare breakfast, and so I don’t have to endure anymore Florent?”  

“Yeah absolutely, get out of here.” 

Brett took the reins from her and started to guide Sandy to her stall.  

“Morning Mr. Prat.”

“Hello Brett.  How are you this morning?”  

“It’s a beautiful day, I’m doing great, and yourself?”

“Wonderful, thank you.  Was Penelope in a hurry for some reason?  She seemed to rush off.”

“She has to get breakfast ready for the guests before they all start their training for the day.”  

“Of course.  I had mine at the Bourbon Inn.  It was okay, but it’s the same continental breakfast every morning for the last six weeks.  You would think they would change it up.  That is the correct use of wording, yes?”  

Brett controlled his urge to smile. 

“Yes, that is the correct use of words.  Well, if you had stayed here, Penelope changes the menu every few days; you would have had better choices.  Why did you decide to stay at the Bourbon Inn, instead of here, where your horse is, if you don’t mind me asking?’

“Ah, the PR lady at Churchill Downs, Sophia Barrere suggested it.  Lovely woman, beautiful, actually.  I rather think she fancies me, a little too much.  I’ve noticed her in the bar at the Inn, on multiple occasions, and she strikes up a conversation with me, every time.”  

Brett was having a really hard time not rolling his eyes at Florent.  

“Maybe you should ask her out to dinner sometime while you’re still in town.” 

“I was thinking that.  It has been a while, if you know what I mean.”  

His eyebrows shrugged.  Brett nodded.  “Gotcha.”  

“Well, if you’ll excuse me Florent, I need to get Juliette’s horse ready for her to take out after breakfast.” 

“Of course.  I will leave you to your job.  I still can’t believe the odds on her winning this year's Derby.  Have you seen them?  They’re giving her 8-1 odds, and me, 3-1.  It’s absurd, don’t you think?” 

“She is the odds on favorite.  I don’t think it’s absurd, she’s trained hard, and has proven to be a pretty good competitor.  She may only have a year and a half of racing under her belt here, but she used to compete in England too.  Mostly showing horses, but she got her first taste at racing ten years ago and has trained for that since.  Are you afraid of a little competition Prat, from a female?”  

He couldn’t help egging him on, it was so easy.  

“I’m not afraid, no, but you know quite a bit about Miss Sutherland, don’t you?  If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you had a crush on her.  Is there something going on between you two?  I don’t think she has made any of her past known to any of us.”  

“Of course not.  I try to research each jockey the same, so I can better prepare their training, and handling of their horses.”  

He really hoped the French fry bought that answer.  He did like Juliette, they got along really well.  She was always nice, with a sweet demeanor, and her beauty just personified that. He knew he spent more time on her and Whiskey than some of the other horses, but he tried not to be obvious about it.  

“How thoughtful of you.  Pegasus has certainly been spoiled here, that’s for sure.  He seems very happy and handling him has been much easier.” 

I’m glad you think so.  Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to get back to work.”

Brett took off before Florent could corner him anymore than he already had. 
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Chapter 4 - Chloe
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Trying to stay undetected, while she sat staring at Brett leaving the barn, Chloe couldn’t help but admire the man.  She’s had a crush on him since the first day her mom hired him.  

Chloe Rivers, Penelope’s 20 year old daughter, is a large animal vet student at The University of Kentucky.  She has the same stunning auburn hair as her mother, her eyes are much greener, like fresh ivy after a rain.  She is a bit taller and slimmer than her mom, but both have the same ivory skin.  

Chloe always had her fair share of boys calling, but not one of them interested her, the same way Brett does.  Brett made it very clear to her though, that she was too young for him, and he didn’t feel the same about her, plus he would never date his boss's daughter.  Chloe was still pretty bitter about those comments and made it her life’s mission to change his mind. 

She sat up straighter, as she looked the man right in the eyes, he’d caught her in the act of ogling.  

“Crap, how did I not notice him look over here?  He’s going to think I’m stalking him.”  

She at once tried to recover herself by waving in his direction, hoping he’d just assume it was just a friendly stare.  

“He doesn’t look to be buying it.”  

His brow furrowed in irritation but nodded a greeting.  

“What is up with him?  I’m not exactly a dog to look at.  If anything, I’m too pretty for him.  Maybe that’s it, he thinks I’m too good for him.” 

Chloe decided to get out of her car and go talk to him.  She needed to be close to him.  He was gorgeous, muscled, and his hair was crazy shaggy, but in a beach bum, surfer dude way.  

Brett noticed her exit her car, and internally cursed as he noticed her coming his way.  “Why me, why today?  First the French fry, now the princess.”  

Walking toward the barn where he was prepping the stalls for the jockeys, she did so, slowly with purpose.  She wanted him to see she wasn’t some little kid.  

“Hi Brett, how are you this morning?”  

Looking a little put out, Brett aimed for nice.  “I’m fine Chloe, and you?”

“I’m good, thanks for asking.  My finals are coming up soon.  So, I’ve been concentrating on studying, but after that I’ll be here every day to help out at the Ranch.  It’ll be fun to work together, again.  Maybe we can even go out some time, you know, like colleagues.” 

This time he couldn’t hide his disdain too well.  

“Um, I don’t think that would be a good idea, Chloe.  I don’t mind working with you, but I don’t do outside activities with people I work with.”  

Chloe was stunned speechless.  

“Well, that’s just ridiculous,” she accused. 

“Sorry, it’s just my own rule.” 

“So, if I didn’t work the ranch, we could go out sometime?”  

Brett knew he’d just landed in a trap.  He definitely wasn’t getting out of this conversation, not easily anyway, and not without hurting the girl.  The truth is always best, he thought.  

“Listen Chloe, I think you’re a really nice person, but we won’t be anything but friends and co-workers.  I just don't feel the same way about you, as you appear to feel about me, not that I am not flattered, but I hope you understand.”  

“Yeah sure, no problem.”  

She was clearly upset but wasn’t about to make a scene.  

“Good, thank you.  I’ve got some stalls to prep here before everyone arrives.  I hope you have a great day, and good luck on those finals.”  

His attention was suddenly diverted to the main ranch house, and Chloe turned to see what caught his attention so quickly.  That’s when she saw her; Juliette Sutherland was walking toward the stables.  

Seriously... That’s who he has eyes for, she thought.  

Chloe pulled herself together before the woman in question made her way to them.  

Brett gave her one of his perfect smiles, which would’ve melted the crabbiest of people, and she responded in kind.  Chloe thought she was going to be sick.  

“Brett, good morning,” she beamed. 

“It is a good morning, Juliette.  How are you?” 

“Ready to get in some riding, with Whiskey.” 

Juliette looked to Chloe and smiled, a genuinely friendly smile, and greeted her in her posh British accent.  “Chloe, right?  How are you?”

Chloe was about to throw up, but she pasted a smug smile on her face, and exchanged quick pleasantries with the woman in front of her.  

“Yes, it’s Chloe.  I’m fine.  I was just talking to Brett here, letting him know that once my finals are done, I’ll be back to working here at the ranch, every day for the summer.”  

“That’s fantastic, best of luck to you on your exams.  If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go check on Whiskey.  It was lovely to see you both.”  

Brett piped up, “he’s quite a beautiful horse.  I fed and brushed him a little this morning.  He is a friendly guy.”  

“Well thank you for taking such good care of him for me.  You didn’t have to do that.”  

“I love horses, it was my pleasure, and it is sort of my job.”  He laughed.  

Chloe couldn’t take it anymore, she made her way past the two, before she said something she’d regret.  

“Excuse me, I need to get going.”  

“See ya Chloe.”  Brett said without even looking her way. 

“Yeah.”  

She was back at her car slamming the door of her 1968 black convertible Mustang that her grandfather had given her for graduation.  She sat there for a minute just watching the pair, getting more and more irritated.  

Chloe had enough.  She peeled out in front of the house where she was parked, pulling looks from multiple people on their way to the stables, including her mother.  Chloe noticed the look of anger on her mother’s face through her rear view mirror.  She didn’t care; she was ticked.  No man has ever turned her down, and this stable hand had done it without even flinching. 

She headed over to Churchill Downs to speak with her grandfather.  

Terrence Rivers, estranged father-in-law of Penelope, and the only connection to Chloe’s father that she had.  He was on the Board of Directors at Churchill Downs, a billionaire, with the looks of John Forsythe.  He was also one ruthless bastard.  Terrence made his billions on the backs of others' work and is an avid gambler, but he loved his only son’s daughter, his granddaughter Chloe, more than anything.  She was going to play on that love.  
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Chapter 5 - Brett and Juliette
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Brett was watching Juliette tend to her horse like he was her child.  She loved and nurtured the horse as she probably would a child.  He had to admire her for that.  He also admired her, for her.  He wanted to get to know her more, maybe even take her out to dinner.  

Juliette was certainly aware of Brett watching her, as she caressed her dear Thoroughbred.  For some reason she was nervous around him, suddenly unable to speak in full sentences.  There was a spark there for sure.  But she had no time for a personal life, not with the most important race of her life coming up.  Though the thought of dinner or a drink out wouldn’t be unheard of.  Her sudden acknowledgement to that made her stop and turn in the direction of her admirer and smile.  He gave her one of his blazing pearly white smiles right back.  She felt her heart skip a beat, and she quickly turned away.  

Brett couldn’t take it anymore, he was going to go over and talk to her.  He saw the blush in her cheeks when he smiled at her; she felt the spark too.  

“Juliette, can I ask you something,” he said, now standing a foot from her. 

She jumped at his question, unaware that he had made it that close to her, without her hearing him.  

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”  He smiled. 

“No, it’s fine.  You are pretty stealthy, aren’t you?”  She laughed, nervously. 

“Honestly, I wasn’t trying to be.”  He felt bad for scaring the woman, but it just confirmed what he had been thinking.  He had gotten to her.  A smile formed on his handsome rugged face as he looked at her, wanting to ask her a multitude of questions, wanting to know more about her.  He saw how easily she blushed and got flustered around him.  

“So, are you excited about being the only woman in this year's Derby?”  He thought he’d start out slow and build up to the real question burning on his mind.  

She smiled and was thankful at this line of questioning.  

“I’m excited, yes, but very nervous.  This is the race I’ve been wanting to be in, since I was a little girl.  And, the fact that the polls are giving me an 8-1 chance of winning this year's Derby, puts even more pressure on me to do well.”  

He knew the odds, she was a favorite to win this year.  He could only imagine the pressure she felt.  

“I’m sure you will do great.  Are any of your family and friends from Cotswold coming to watch in person?  A boyfriend, maybe?”  

That was obviously a personal question.  He knew it might have been too soon to ask, but it was out there now.  Brett waited for her to answer.  It looked like he’d taken her off guard, but she recovered herself quickly. 

“My parents will be unable to come, unfortunately.  As for a boyfriend, I don’t have one.  With my schedule it’s hard to have much of a personal life.”  

He felt her disappointment at the last comment, but he was going to take it for what it was.  She was single, and that was all he needed to know.  

“Do you ever go out to dinner?” 

Brett almost thumped his head with his palm with that question.  Way to just blurt it out there buddy, he thought. 

The corners of her mouth tipped up into a slight smile, and the pink in her cheeks deepened in color, as she shyly started brushing her horse.  

“On occasion, I go out to dinner, why?”  

Now it was his turn to be stymied.  

“Um, I was just wondering.  I mean, I’m sure you go out with the other jockeys and stuff.”  

“I’ve made friends with a few, but they are just friends.  Florent Prat doesn’t like to hang around me much, as I am sure everyone can tell.  Phillipe Cardoza is a very nice man; we have gone out a couple of times, but nothing came of it.  We train together on occasion.”  

“That Prat guy is a chauvinist ass.  He’s afraid to lose to a woman.  Might hurt his ego and all that.  It would serve him right if you won, maybe take him down a few notches.”

Juliette couldn’t help but laugh.  “You nailed him to a T.”

“I have talked to Cardoza on multiple occasions.  He seems nice, hard to understand sometimes, but I’m getting used to his accent.”

“Yes, his accent is very strong.”  she said, with a smile.

Brett couldn’t help smiling back.  She had a beautiful smile, and he loved her British accent.  

“Juliette, would you want to have dinner with me tonight?  We could go to Sarino’s.” 

“I’d love to.”

She didn’t even hesitate, which shocked both him and her. 

“Great!  I’ll meet you at the front of the main house.  Say 7 o’clock tonight?” 

“Sounds lovely, I’ll be there.” 

“Okay, it’s a date then.  Before you change your mind, I have to take off and muck a few stalls.”  

He took off but could hear a faint giggle from behind.  Brett smiled the whole way to the other side of the stables.  
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