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I would like to thank you for taking a chance on buying a book written by an unknown author. For a long time I have wanted to become a published author and having finally retired (after a couple of attempts) at the ripe old age of 78, the wish has become a realisation.

The novel is pure fiction and whilst parts of the book have been based on some of life’s experiences, I can assure you that any scenes of an erotic nature are the results of a vivid imagination. Having owned racehorses in partnerships I know first-hand the excitement of the thunder of hooves on the gallops, the noise of the racecourse crowds as they cheer on the steed that carries their wager and the feeling of standing in the winner’s enclosure. The racing colours described in the book are actually those registered in my name and I have been fortunate in that they have been carried first past the winning post on a number of occasions.

I have been able to share my love of good food, used the experience of visits that I have been lucky enough to have made to high class and Michelin starred restaurants to describe Andy’s desire to show off in opulent surroundings.

Having worked at a senior level in retailing and spent a number of years as a management consultant, I have used my knowledge to convey the sense of business and potential for underhand manoeuvring that Andy embarks upon.

I hope you will enjoy reading the book but must point out that I am definitely not Andy Clewer.
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Coming from a family that spent more money on drink, cigarettes and betting on the greyhounds than on food meant that as a boy Andy Clewer was always hungry. Not much money was spent on clothes either. His trousers, shirts and jackets were mostly too big for him, came from charity shops or were hand me downs from friends and family.

The youngest of four boys with the street his playground life was tough. Tooting High Road secondary school was a nightmare of bullying and humiliation for young Andy. Made fun of as an undernourished skinny urchin he had few mates and was always in trouble with his teachers.

When others did well they got praise but with Andy it was different.

‘Have you copied this work from someone Clewer?’ Mr Barwell his teacher had a sadistic streak and would boom out from the front of the classroom. ‘You’ve even got some of it right.’

The rest of the class would snigger. At break time he would be teased. ‘Got something right Clewer, pity your trousers don’t fit.’ They would laugh and push him, form a circle and jeer at him. It took all his effort and a face screwed up tight to fight back the tears.

In later life he could smile as he recalled the words that the teacher had spoken to him on the day he left.

‘You’ve wasted my time trying to teach you. Perhaps Borstal will have more luck because that’s where you’ll end up. You Clewer, will never amount to anything.’

‘Well, eat your words Mister smart arse Barwell.’ He thought. ‘Cos look at me now. I’m the richest kid that ever went to that school. I’ve got my own multi-million pound business and I make more money in a year than you’ll earn in your lifetime.’

But he hadn’t forgotten how it felt to be a poor kid with nothing much to look forward to. With business on the up Andy had invested in a run-down warehouse that he had converted into a youth club with a small café, snooker and table tennis tables, a stereo system a small dance floor and a seating area. It was a place where kids could go, be safe and have some fun and a sense of purpose. Whenever he could Andy would visit, play a couple of games of snooker and tell the youngsters how he lived just down the road and started life like them. He explained how anyone could get on if they tried hard enough and could be just like him, a successful business man. It gave him a kick to be able to help lift the spirits of the young people who probably felt like he had once.

But tonight it was all about a totally different environment and a different way of life.




Chapter One
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Andy Clewer was eager to ensure that the evening’s dinner party was a success. The guests were key customers of his Company Clewer Alternatives and the evening was organised so that he could impress the influential guests in an attempt to get them to buy more of his products.

Clewer Alternatives produced and manufactured herbal and natural remedies and was growing in size as it expanded its customer base. Tonight’s guests could pave the way to a significant step up in sales and Andy was wanting to be at his sparkling best. As it happened Andy got much more than sales out of the evening with a liaison that would start a chain of events which he would have never dreamt of.

He had booked a private dining room at the Michelin starred Bridgedale, an exclusive and expensive restaurant on the banks of the Thames. The plan was to arrive by boat and have the guests greeted personally by the Chef Patron Jacques Rowle.

The boat, a cabin cruiser almost forty feet long, glided up to the landing stage and the crew of two girls jumped off and pulled on mooring lines to expertly secure the boat. Andy stepped confidently from the still rocking boat onto the landing stage and turned to his guests.

“Let me introduce you to my friend Jacques who has assured me that he will be supervising the kitchens personally tonight.”

As they disembarked the guests and Andy’s wife Suzanne were helped onto dry land by Jacques Rowle himself, the men resplendent in black dinner jackets and the ladies in cocktail dresses that had designer label written all over them. The one exception was Andy himself who wore a white tuxedo that made him the natural focal point of interest. Not that he needed any introductions. His face often appeared in newspapers and on television news as the owner and chief executive of the largest provider of alternative medicine products in Europe. This was a company that was rapidly growing under Andy’s determined and aggressive drive.

They were shown through to their private dining room by Jacques who, after making his apologies, left them to oversee the kitchen.

“Good evening Mr Clewer,” said Jean Paul the maître d’, knowing that good service and deference to a guest like Andy Clewer would bring a sizeable tip, usually in the region of a couple of hundred pounds or more.

A discreet bar in one corner was there to provide pre-dinner cocktails with guests being greeted with the driest of dry martinis, a stuffed cocktail olive drowning in the potent liquid. The small group chatted as they nibbled at a selection of canapés, waiters ensuring that any empty martini glasses were swapped with freshly filled replacements. It had not gone unnoticed by Suzanne that her husband was paying close attention to the expanse of chest displayed by the Vincent Floyd’s young wife Miriam. 

The principal guests were all from the retail industry and the intention this evening was to forge a bond between the lucrative ‘over-the-counter’ drugs market and his own smaller market of natural remedies so as to increase sales.

George Nicol together with his wife Annie owned and operated a chain of convenience stores which traded under the banner of Any Time and were a feature of many a housing estate and small town in most counties in England and Wales. The shops were open from early morning until late at night seven days a week and were the mainstay of people who need to pop to the shops for those forgotten items.

Then there was Henry Lord and his long-time partner Tara. Henry was Purchasing Director of Buyrite Supermarkets the country’s third largest retailer with sales in excess of £4 billion and with more than 75,000 employees. Buyrite featured pharmacies in many of their stores and Andy was already in discussion with Henry on a range of natural remedies being stocked in stores in London and the South East of England.

As if conducting an orchestra Andy arranged his guests round the table.

“Suzanne, you sit at that end of the table Vincent, next to me, I need to talk to you and perhaps Miriam on my other side. George you and Henry can sit either side of Suzanne and Annie and Tara can fit in between.”

Within a few minutes he had set the scene just as he wanted and he looked down the table toward his wife.

Suzanne still had the stunning beauty that had caught Andy’s attention when they first met at the races in Newbury some twelve years ago but the once shapely figure was now a size sixteen pushing eighteen. Try as she might, losing a stone and a dress size was beyond her reach as she thought but as Andy liked to say, beyond her willpower.

The meal was to start with a smoked chicken and mango salad, followed by seared scallops and then roast loin of wild venison in a berry sauce as the main course. The wines to accompany the meal had been entrusted to the Sommelier at the Bridgedale, a wine expert with an impeccable taste and knowledge when it came to matching wine and food.

“Well Andy what’s so important that you need me next to you?” Vincent sat back as a waiter unfolded his napkin and with a flourish deposited it neatly over his lap.

He glanced across the table at his wife Miriam who at thirty years of age was almost twenty five years younger than her husband. Vincent was the Chairman and major shareholder in Floyds Chemists, the largest independent high street chemists in the country. With more than three hundred shops throughout mainland Britain, they also had shops in the Channel Islands and Gibraltar. In fact any English tourist who visited the Rock found comfort in the familiar logo and layout of Floyds on Gibraltar’s Main Street, where it stood next to that other quintessential bastion of the UK, Marks and Spencer. He met Andy’s gaze full on.

“I want to talk to you about taking on some extra products from our Way of Life range. Not everyone wants to stuff themselves full of drugs containing heaven knows what and I believe there is room for expanding natural alternatives alongside the proprietary brands. The one I have in mind is a natural alternative to Viagra;” Andy winked. “Amongst other things, profits should go up as well.”

“You mean that’s what’s called doing what comes naturally.” Miriam gave a throaty chuckle. Her petite figure was shown to full advantage by the dress she had bought earlier in Paris, for just such an occasion. The carefully sculpted neckline, barely hidden beneath the bolero jacket, revealed tantalising glimpses of her full rounded breasts. Vincent laughed and gave his young wife a loving smile.

The starter appeared before the diners, delivered in silent unison by waiters who were directed by the wave of the white gloves of Jean Paul.

Miriam dipped her finger into the creamy dressing that adorned the salad. She turned her gaze on Andy as she ran her tongue down her finger, sucking the dressing into her mouth.

“M’mm this is heaven.” She raised her eyes and smiled at Andy.

“So what is this wonder alternative to Viagra, one of your weird concoctions I have no doubt?” Vincent shot a quick look toward the other end of the table where Suzanne sat.

“You probably think I’m making this up but on my word it’s called Horny Goat Weed and it’s grown in China. Apparently when goats had been grazing on the hillsides where it grows, they well, they became more amorous shall we say, than when grazing on other pastures, hence the name Horny Goat Weed.” Andy grinned.

Vincent’s glass was nearly empty and as he nodded his thanks to the Sommelier who added some more of the deliciously fruity white burgundy, he turned to Andy.

“Good heavens surely you don’t market it under that name. I wouldn’t know if I was in a chemist shop or a garden centre if I saw that on the shelf.” He laughed lightly at his own joke.

The empty plates had been removed and their replacements were heaped with seared, caramelised scallops sitting on slivers of crisp leeks bathed in a balsamic and olive oil reduction.

Miriam had been enjoying their host’s hospitality and having started the evening with several dry martinis was well into the burgundy.

“Well you two are a couple of old goats. Which one of you is horny, is it you Andy?” She giggled.

It was at that moment that there was one of those sudden lulls in the conversation and Miriam’s words carried the full length of the table.

“Whatever are you three talking about, you told me it would be all business but it sounds more like a proposition to me?” Suzanne quizzed angrily.

The two women eyed each other down the table.

“Darling,” slurred Miriam, “are you a teensy bit jealous?” The air between the two women was filled with hostile rivalry.

“Come on you two, Vincent and I are talking about a product made from a plant called Horny Goat Weed that’s all. Not that you’d know goats were horny unless, I suppose, you were another goat.” Andy laughed as he tried to ease the tension.

Once again the plates were cleared and a champagne flute full of citron sorbet was placed in front of each of the diners. The early autumn dusk was starting to fall and they could see the lights of boats as they passed out on the river. The mood had changed to one of friendly conviviality as they enjoyed the good food, wine and ambience of their surroundings.

“All this talk is making me thirsty, any chance of some red?” George Nicol leaned forward as he asked Andy. George was known to be somewhat partial to his drink and had on several occasions been discreetly removed from more than one famous eatery. “Horny Goat Weed, trust the Chinese to come up with something like that. No wonder the population of China is over a billion, I bet all the males are on the jolly old Horny Goat Weed.”

“I’ll put some counter displays in, what say 30 of your stores on sale or return. If you don’t shift the stock in a month you’ll get your money back on the returns.”

“Seems a good deal to me, I’ll send you a list of sites where I think the customers might go for such a thing.” George looked round as the Sommelier suggested that he might like to try the next wine, a weighty and full bodied 2011 Chateauneuf-Du-Pape, to accompany the venison. “Excellent, just what the doctor ordered.” He said smacked his lips appreciatively. This was taken as the OK to serve the wine to the rest of the guests.

“How about you Henry, can I put counter displays in your stores with pharmacies?”

“Same deal as George, sale or return and you’re on.” Henry knew he couldn’t go wrong with an arrangement like that.

Andy didn’t like the way Miriam and Suzanne continued to face up to each other down the length of the table. He could feel that Miriam had slipped off her shoe and was rubbing her foot up and down the back of his leg under the table whilst at the same time, smiling at his wife.

“I can’t believe Andy needs goat weed or any other weed to make him horny, come on Suzanne give us the low down we’re all friends here.”

“Don’t you think Miriam might like some water to dilute all that wine she’s been drinking?” Suzanne glared at her husband.

The tension between the two women was broken as the waiters appeared ready to serve the main course. The small talk started once again as gleaming white plates covered with silver domes were placed in front of each of them.

Glancing round and taking their cue from Jean Paul with a well-rehearsed flourish and in co-ordinated perfection, the domes were whisked from the top of the plates. Succulent slices of just pink venison were revealed layered on braised red cabbage, bolstered by the addition of quenelles of celeriac pureed with creamed horseradish.

The diners concentrated on enjoying the well flavoured meat, their glasses being refilled by the attentive Sommelier who made sure that no one went without.

Suzanne and Miriam’s spate was forgotten as they each expressed their appreciation of Jacques Rowle’s creation.

Andy had secured a promise from Vincent that he would get his secretary to talk with his to set up a meeting for the two of them to discuss a joint promotion of the Horny Goat Weed product in Floyds. He was certain that he could put together a deal that would see his new range featured in the majority of Floyds branches.

The deal with Floyds and those with George Nicol and Henry Lord meant that the evening has been a huge success. These deals were not only lucrative to him and his company but such was his vanity and arrogance that Andy saw himself as bringing alternative medicines within the understanding and reach of those less opportune than himself.

He surveyed the table with satisfaction, not bad for a South London boy from a council estate. It gave him a sense of power that these rich and successful people were here at his behest, enjoying his hospitality. If only his old form teacher at the secondary modern school he’d attended could see him now. He felt good.

OK so he’d had a bit of bad luck backing the horses lately but he could soon turn that around. His best horse was due to run in some big races this season and he fancied himself in the winners’ enclosure at Cheltenham. Business was on the up, his business that he’d started and built up from scratch, new products coming on stream what could go wrong?

It also felt good that Miriam was still stroking his leg with her foot. He looked down the table to his wife and smiled. Brian his chauffeur would be driving him and Suzanne home so he would enjoy a very large cognac with his coffee, yes life was good.
 


Chapter Two
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It was two weeks after the dinner at the Bridgedale that Andy sat in his office at his company’s headquarters in Surrey. Recently built, it was a modern office block of concrete, stainless steel and glass that occupied a prime position in the business park. It faced the man-made lake where, from its centre, a powerful jet of water sprayed high into the air. It cascaded down with a sound like falling rain onto the ducks and swans that swam around at a leisurely pace having made their homes on the reed covered banks. The tranquillity was only broken by the persistent hum of traffic on the adjacent M3 motorway.

That is until Andy opened the recorded delivery letter that Debbie, his secretary, had brought in with the rest of that morning’s post. On the front in bold block capitals were the words ‘Most Private & Confidential – for the Eyes of the Addressee Only’.

“Bloody hell;” he shouted, “they can’t do that.”

“Everything OK?” Debbie put her head through the door and looked at her Boss inquiringly.

“No it bloody well isn’t, I need to talk to…,” he paused, “no it doesn’t matter, just make sure that I’m not disturbed by anybody for the next half-hour.”

She opened her mouth to remind him that he was to chair a meeting of the Development & Research Committee later that morning but Andy beat her to it.

“Anybody includes you and don’t tell me about any meetings. They can bloody well wait as well.” His fist banged down onto the desk with such force that the photo of Suzanne that always stood in a silver frame beside the slim line computer monitor fell over with a clatter.

Debbie retreated to her own office wondering what had put him into such a bad humour when earlier that morning he had been quite cheerful. He had told her how he was looking forward to going to see his horse run in a warm up race at Uttoxeter before going for the XYZ Steeplechase.

“The prize to the winner is £28,000”’ he had rubbed his hands together as he told her that, “not too shabby for jumping over a few fences.” But that was before the letter arrived.

In his office Andy’s thoughts were also on racing but in his case it was the contents of the letter that was making him think - think and worry. It was there in black and white. ‘You have 5 days in which to settle your considerably overdue betting account’, it said. ‘Failing which you leave us with no alternative but to seek recourse through the courts or to take whatsoever other steps we deem necessary to recover any monies outstanding. This may include having you declared bankrupt’. He stared, eyes gazing blankly at the words on the paper, lost in a turmoil of thoughts and desperation.

The phone rang. Striding across the office Andy flung open the door with such force that it crashed back against the wall and bounced back toward him.

“Don’t you understand plain English you stupid bitch, I said no interruptions.”

“It’s a Mr Salmon. He said it was urgent and that you’d want to talk with him if you had received his recorded delivery letter. I knew you’d got the letter so I assumed;” her voice faltered as Andy stood there glaring at her. Debbie’s lip quivered. She had never seen Andy so aggressive and he had certainly never spoken to her in that way before.

“Well, what are you waiting for, put him through.” The door slammed shut as Andy made his way back to his desk.

Mike Salmon was one of the Personal Account Managers that Leisure Industries assigned to their major account holders. Leisure Industries operated betting exchanges where you could bet on almost anything anywhere in the world. This was no high street bookmaker that took one pound each way bets but an organisation where bets of five, ten or even twenty thousand pounds a time were not uncommon. Much of this type of betting was carried out on line. They also operated as a normal bookmaker where clients could place bets by phone.

Composing himself Andy picked up the phone. “Mike, I was going to call you later today, get a few meetings out of the way first then suggest we meet for lunch.”

“I’d rather talk now about your account Andy, your secretary says that you’ve got our letter. Even with someone of your standing we get concerned when they’ve overstepped their limit and then miss the payment date;” Mike paused, “again and I’m under pressure from above to get things sorted.”

“No problem;” Andy thought fast, II could put a cheque in the post today; you’d get it by tomorrow or the next day at the latest.”

“Why not arrange a credit transfer, quick and easy and we would have the money today, your account would be in order and with Cheltenham coming up you could enjoy your racing and perhaps win some of that money back.”

He felt the phone slipping against his ear. Taking a handkerchief from his pocket Andy wiped the sweat from his face.

“Of course, I didn’t think of that, I’ll organise it straight away.” His voice carried a confidence that he didn’t feel. There was of course, no way that he could let on that the bank had already spoken to him about his overdraft that was running close to fifty thousand pounds and which he was being urged to reduce.

“Good show, let’s save the lunch for some other time. Andy, I’ve got to tell you that your credit limit has been reduced to five thousand pounds with immediate effect, at least that is, until you can convince the powers that be that you can settle your account on time. Sorry but that’s the way it is. See you at Cheltenham.” Mike rang off.

“Yes,” said Andy to himself, “see you at Cheltenham.”

He sat there lost in thought. How had he managed to get himself so much into debt? It didn’t occur to him that he overlooked his losing bets whilst bragging about his wins. His view that he’d worked hard so why shouldn’t he splash out on the good things in life meant that his outgoings nearly always exceeded his income. The thing was what he was going to do about it?

Settling his betting account was a simple task if he didn’t stop to think of the implications of taking money that belonged to the Company. Well it was his Company after all. Turning to the computer that was networked into the Company mainframe he keyed in his password. The screen came to life as he selected accounts from the option menu displayed in front of him.

He scrolled down until he reached the heading Marketing and Advertising and again, using a password unique to himself, accessed the programme that controlled the movement of the marketing funds that were available. Unlocking a drawer in his desk he pulled out a folder that contained the monthly statements of his betting account. Pausing only to check the sort code and account number of Leisure Industries bank account he transferred forty two thousand pounds, giving his own betting account number as a reference.

He couldn’t risk taking any more money from the Marketing Account so he’d have to settle his overdraft with one big bet. If only it was a bet that he knew he’d win then all his money problems would be over. He stood up and walked across to the window. God, he thought to himself, I could do with cheering up right now.

Turning back to his desk he leaned over, picked up the phone and dialled a number he’d committed to memory. “Hello, it’s me are you doing anything this afternoon?” A smile spread across his face.

“That sounds outrageous, chocolate paint for me to lick off?” He listened again. “I’m on my way, usual place, just make sure you’re ready.” Picking up his mobile phone he dialled the number of a hotel by the river in Egham and booked a room, for the rest of the day. Opening the door to Debbie’s office he was still smiling.

“I’m going out now. I may be back later if not I’ll see you in the morning. Vincent Floyd is coming in tomorrow to negotiate terms on the Way of Life range, make sure that all the figures are on my desk and I’ll get in early to go through them with Don.’

Don Markham was Finance Director and was the one who put together pricing strategies for all of their major customers. He had been with Clewer Alternatives virtually since Andy had set up the business and was the financial brain that looked after the bottom line. In fact Don was constantly arguing with Andy over his extravagant expenditure. He had nearly gone ballistic when he had seen Andy’s expense claim with the receipts from the Bridgedale. The evening had cost more than three and a half thousand pounds. What with the restaurant bill of nearly two thousand, the overtime for the two girls on the boat, not to mention the cost of the chauffeur driven cars to take everyone home after the meal, it had put a hefty dent in the month’s entertaining budget.

“Get off early why don’t you Debbie. Anyone wants to know where I am say, oh, say I’m with the bank.” Andy, his spirits lifted, felt generous and with that he was gone leaving Debbie open mouthed at the change of her Boss’s mood.

The affair had started by pure chance. Oh yes, he knew that Miriam had been flirting with him at the Bridgedale and that he’d played along with her, perhaps even encouraging her. He hadn’t realised, however, that she was seriously interested in him until he’d had a call from her on his mobile inviting him to meet her for lunch. Flattered and intrigued, after all Miriam was a stunning looking girl, so why not a bite of lunch. She was Vincent’s second wife and he reckoned that maybe she was craving some male company more her own age for a change.

He’d gone to the office in the Bentley on the day Miriam had invited him to lunch driven by Brian his chauffeur. He’d given Brian the afternoon off and driven the car himself down the M3 to a small pub on the edge of the New Forest where he was to meet Miriam. It was after lunch that she had; well seduced him was the only way to put it. Making love with him in the back of the Bentley parked on a small gravel-pull in, the New Forest ponies the only onlookers. With the promise of more of the same Andy had become infatuated.

The meeting with Vincent Floyd the next day went better than Andy expected and in his view fully justified the amount of money that had been spent on the evening at the Bridgedale. There had been agreement to a trial of the full range of Way of Life products in all of the fifty five Floyd Chemist branches in the Greater London area. The sales would be monitored over a four week period with a view to rolling out the range throughout Southern England.

Vincent had been full of praise for the products. “Shouldn’t be telling you this, Andy,” he tapped the side of his nose, “tried out the goat weed stuff myself; must say Miriam seemed satisfied and I know I was.” He grinned and felt his face redden. “Life in the old dog yet.”

Andy made a mental note to ask Miriam how it had been for her, am I getting jealous he thought to himself.

There was a final discussion about distribution and marketing and the meeting finished with Andy arranging to follow up with the Production Director. He needed to ensure that there would be a continuity of supply when the product sales took off, as he knew they would.



Chapter Three
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Driving through the Berkshire countryside at 7.00am on a chilly morning in early October the dinner party of a few weeks ago was all but forgotten. Andy was on his way to see his horses exercise on the gallops and was driving at a steady seventy miles an hour on the motorway. The stables were located at the edge of the downs near Lambourn which was the traditional home of National Hunt racing. Set amidst rolling countryside, covered at this time of the year with a patchwork of rich, brown and newly ploughed fields, there were racing stables ranging in size from extensive yards with stabling for a hundred or more horses to the smaller, local farmer, training his own horse on a permit from the Jockey Club. Adrian Fordham was a trainer who fitted neatly into the middle range. Moderately successful with racing stables not many miles from Lambourn in a small Berkshire village. His yard was called Yew House Stables. It was named after the ponderous but stately looking yew trees that guarded the entrance to the drive leading to the stables. Among the forty or so horses in his yard were six that he trained for Andy Clewer. In fact, Andy owned more horses in the yard than any other one person, most of the other horses being owned by partnerships or syndicates.

The first string was going out onto the gallops at 7.30am with Alternative Ways, Andy’s 6 year old gelding and the stable’s rising star, doing one final piece of work before his race that weekend in a steeplechase at Uttoxeter racecourse. Summer jumping was over and the proper National Hunt season was underway.

Pulling up beside the office Andy was greeted by Jonny, the assistant trainer at Yew House. “Morning Mr Clewer, bit parky this morning;” Jonny stretched out his hand and opened the door of the Aston Martin Vantage that Andy had chosen to drive that day.

“The Guvnor’s waiting for you in the Land Rover. The first string left the yard a few minutes ago.” He pointed with his thumb toward the battered four wheeled drive vehicle parked beside the office.

Andy got out. “Morning Jonny, I think I’ll put my boots on, don’t want to tread horse crap all over the car’s nice wool carpets.” He opened the boot of the car and sat on the edge as he took off his loafers and dug out a pair of wellington boots and a wax coat that reached down to his knees. “I’m looking forward to a spot of breakfast after all the fresh air that I’ll be forced to breathe out on those gallops. I hope Mary’s got the AGA fired up.”

“Don’t worry Mr Clewer, she was well briefed that you were coming and she knows how to look after you.” Mary was the seventy five year old village lady who had worked in the yard as a girl when the stables had been owned by the local Lord of the Manor. It was where he used to keep his horses and a few hounds as part of the nearby hunt.

Andy walked across the yard nodding to one or two of the lads as they mucked out the loose boxes that had been vacated by the horses on their way to the gallops. Laid out like three sides of a square with an open end, there were thirty boxes in the main yard with another thirty contained in the big American barn that had been built alongside. One or two heads appeared over the top of the stable doors as the inquisitive occupants looked hopefully for a polo mint or a carrot.

“Hurry up Andy,” called Adrian through the open window of the Land Rover, “the first lot’s almost at the bottom of the all-weather and we need to get moving if you want to see AW do his stuff.” Most of the horses in the yard were known by their nicknames rather than their full racing names. Alternative Ways was nicknamed AW, obviously based on the initial letters of his name. Another of Andy’s horses had the nickname of GG, from his full name of Ginseng Ginger, although very apt for a horse. Andy’s company sponsored all of his horses so as well as the jockey wearing the company logo on his silks the horses were all named to reflect products or product ranges. It made good marketing sense with so many races being televised, not to mention the fact that the VAT on the training fees and other expenditure could be claimed back.

“Sorry boys and girls, no time for you at the moment, the boss is calling me.” Andy said to the horses as he walked briskly toward Adrian and the waiting Land Rover.

They turned out of the stable yard and drove down the lane for about 200 yards before veering onto a dirt track that led down the side of a forty acre wheat field - now just a field of stubble waiting to be turned over by the plough. This was one of the many off road tracks and walkways that the riders used to take their equine charges from the stables to the gallops. It was safe and well away from any traffic that might otherwise frighten and spook the horses.

“This is his last piece of work before he runs at Uttoxeter on Friday,” Adrian grinned, “I don’t think there’s anything in the race to worry him”, he paused, “could you put a thousand pounds on for me?”

“Hmm, that confident are we,” Andy thought for a moment, “Let’s see him work the gallops and we’ll talk on the way back for breakfast.” The stable was a betting yard but it didn’t do for a trainer to be putting fairly large sums of money onto horses he trained as it would give the game away that a horse could be expected to win and so reduce the betting odds. It was usual, in Adrian’s case anyway, to ask the owner to place the bet. The owner put the money on – most owners had an account with one of the large bookmaking firms - and when the horse won they passed over the winnings but kept the stake that they had put up. The yard picked up money without any outlay in the first place. If the horse didn’t oblige, the arrangement was that any stake money owing would be deducted from the next winning bet. It worked well for both the owner and the trainer. The owner, confident that the trainer would not take any undue risks with his money, could place a large wager in the knowledge that it was as near as possible to a sure fire thing.

They caught up with the string of ten horses just as they turned into the field where, at the bottom of the steep slope, the gallops started.

Adrian put his head out of the window as he slowed the vehicle down to keep up with the horses as they paced along on the track covered in wood chippings. He needed to give each of them their final riding instructions for the morning gallop. “Cowboy,” he said to the small figure perched on the tiny saddle of a big rangy chestnut, “Mr Clewer wants to see your boy do a piece of fast work up along sides, give us five minutes to get up the hill and then you and Aunt Sally come up at a canter. When you get back down I want to see you come up at half speed. Pull up at the top and we’ll have a look at you.”
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