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  Chapter One




  He was the one man Felicity had hoped she would never meet. He was tall, dark and handsome. Everything she loved in a man, he seemed to have. To her he was perfect.




  They met by chance at a race meeting. If you wanted to meet a man who is of class and true breeding that is where you go. Felicity tall, blonde hair and blue eyes, wore a brown suede skirt, a blue blouse with a white vest and white high-heeled sandals. Marcus wore a suite.




  She met him after speaking to a well-known celebrity and his girlfriend by the parade ring. He was standing there staring at her from afar. He marvelled in her beauty. She was to him also perfect.




  “Hello," he said, as Felicity was about to go into the members' enclosure to get a drink. "My name is Marcus."




  “Hello, Felicity,” she replied.




  “Do you come here often?"




  “In my free time," she smiled




  “So what do you do?" Marcus inquired.




  “I’m a musician; I play both the violin and the piano.”




  “Really,” he exclaimed. “Tell me, are you with friends.”




  "Of sorts, they own a racehorse that had just got beaten in the last race."




  “What about you? Are you married?”




  “Divorced for a number of years," he said with a twinkle in his eye.




  “Got a girlfriend?”




  “Would you like to be one?" He joked. “Here's my card. Call me. I’ve got to go now."




  "Ok, bye," she replied, as he disappeared from in front of her like a puff of smoke.




  Felicity couldn`t believe her luck. Meeting Marcus was like a dream come true. Going into the members’ enclosure, she tried to put him at the back of her mind as she walked quickly towards the bar where her friends were standing.




  They were all talking about what they were going to bet on in the next race. She couldn’t her mind was occupied elsewhere. Felicity stared down at the card she had carefully placed into her diary. She hoped she could have spoken to him longer. She found him most interesting and charming.




  “I see, Felicity, your mind is rather wayward.”




  “It is rather.”




  “Who was that man you were speaking to?"




  “Marcus."




  There was an awkward silence.




  Felicity had met Michael whilst racing her horse at Wells racecourse. He was an accountant in his mid 50’s who loved going racing. He found Felicity to be a charming, sweet-natured woman who had a heart of gold. But he knew her feelings for him were never reciprocated. She was too highly strung to be linked with him romantically. He liked her company, and was pleased to be her good friend.




  Yet after hearing the name Marcus, a nasty cloud veiled their friendship. Felicity not caring too much carried on in her usual fashion, and enjoyed the rest of the meeting, knowing that Marcus was watching her every move.




  The racing was soon over. Felicity had to leave for Market just after the last race, as the horse transport was waiting for her. It was a great meeting. She really liked the course and the racing, especially as she had just met Marcus. In her eyes he was charming; she couldn`t stop thinking of him. He held her thoughts all the way back to Market. He was like her knight in shining armour; his very presence made her feel at ease.




  The thought of when she was to next see him was a strange one. Felicity knew that his father was a wealthy landowner, owning several racehorses near to her roots.




  “So maybe I will next see him at Wood race track.” thought Felicity whilst reminiscing in her own mind the meeting.




  Whilst in the horsebox, many of her associates were reflecting on the horses, and the races in question. This time Felicity didn’t pay attention like she normally does, usually she would join in on the conversation and talk about the races, or rather listen intensively on the tactics, and how they could be greatly improved for the next time the horses raced. Yet today something else occupied her thoughts, something more important than any feeling she had over horses. It was love.




  Soon they had reached Market. Felicity was staying the week with a friend whom she met at Colwich and his family. Jason worked in the racing industry, and his girlfriend Sophie only accompanied him as a race-goer. She worked in the catering industry. Felicity found them to be rather an odd couple. Sophie had a great heart of gold. She was always friendly and polite, as well as being very accommodating. Jason, though, was rather different. They were more like chalk and cheese. But that’s why they get on so well.




  Felicity always liked to make the comment on a forth coming marriage, just so she could get the opportunity to play her violin whilst Sophie was walking down the aisle.




  It was midnight before she arrived at the house. As she walked in, she saw that Sophie was watching a movie. Jason was asleep.




  "How did you get on at Hove?" asked Sophie




  “Oh it was great, we had and chips. I managed to get some rock and I met a man who I connected with.”




  “Really, tell me more.”




  “Well his name is Marcus, and his father own several racehorses." “Wow, well girl, you can’t go wrong there.”




  “I know, but we will see, I really would like to see him again. And as his father owns racehorses I’m bound to bump into him again.”




  “Did he leave you his card?”




  “Oh yes.”




  “Then if you want to meet him. Call him.”




  "Well I’ll see, look Sophie I’m feeling rather tired, would you mind awfully if I retire to bed.”




  "No, see you in the morning.”




  “See you.”




  Felicity then retired to the bedroom at the back of the three bedroom terraced house. It wasn’t very far from Lord and Lady Chichester`s' house. They only ever came to Market when the racing is on, and also with them living three doors down from Jason and Sophie, it made it easy for them to get the news from Market’s very own resident tipster. That is what Jason likes to think of himself as anyhow.




  Chapter Two




  Morning had soon arrived.




  Jason woke Felicity up early to take her up onto the heath to watch the horses gallop. She always enjoyed going up there. It was a sight that she did not want to miss every time she went to Market. It helped her to focus her mind away from the many problems that had arisen.




  Somehow she could not take her mind off of Marcus. Felicity would have loved to call him. She didn’t want to seem too presumptuous, not yet. She decided to wait a few days before calling him. Felicity had many man friends. She always allowed herself to fall in love really quickly. Then after a few months when she got to know them, she used to finish it with them, or usually they would finish with her.




  She didn’t mind of course. Despite having her ego bruised. Felicity quickly got over it and moved on. It helped by playing her violin in the New Symphony Orchestra. Music has a great healing power. The exquisite harmonies of Mahler and the lyrical phrases that Brahms portrays in his music soothed her heart.




  Marcus though was one man she felt connected with. He was different from her previous relationships. Felicity took an instant liking to him.




  Debating in her own mind when to phone him, was one that was plaguing her.




  “Maybe if I leave a message on his mobile he would call me back,” thought Felicity, as she saw the last of the horses galloping past her.




  “You all right Felicity?” inquired Jason.




  “Yes, fine.”




  “Do you want to grab breakfast at the Jockey’s cafe,” he asked taking her away from her thoughts.




  “That sounds good.”




  In the cafe had ordered two full English breakfasts and two cups of tea. Many of his work colleagues were in there talking of the latest news on the turf.




  Felicity found this all rather fascinating, especially as they would plan what horses to back and what not to back. They also spoke of many tales in the cafe, usually about the trainers and jockeys.




  After breakfast Jason began to study the daily racing paper with his colleagues. He would then phone all of his so-called clients and relay the information back to them. They would lay hundreds and possibly thousands of pounds on these tall creatures to win a race. Felicity found it all rather interesting as she intensively listened to what went on.




  That morning Felicity had to find her way back to the North. Luckily for her, racing was on, so she managed to catch a ride in a horsebox to the track, to which she also acquired a day’s free racing. It was a lovely day. The weather was really warm and pleasing. She was given a few tips herself on which horses to back, and when they came in she was feeling a lot happier.




  The thought of Hove racecourse and Marcus were still in the back of her mind. She really wanted to phone him, but she decided to wait until after the weekend.




  Chapter Three




  It now wasn`t long until another meeting at Wood racecourse was to take place.




  “Maybe I’ll see him there,” she thought. “So, l shall wait a little longer before I make the call.”




  On the Way back from Well racecourse, Felicity said her goodbyes and caught the bus back to Nottingham. She was glad to be home. As well as being pleased about how things were slowly turning out. Felicity had a concert to play in, in London`s Festival Hall. The next few days kept her busy and her mind focused away from Marcus.




  The New Symphony Orchestra were playing Beethoven`s’ Fidelio overture, Grieg`s piano concerto and Mahler’s symphony No 1. It was a programme she grew used to playing. Felicity always liked to play in the Grieg’s piano concerto. It was one of her favourite pieces of music.




  The first time she played the work was at the age of fourteen with the Borough Symphony Orchestra. The pianist was really gorgeous. Everyone in the orchestra found him to be rather stunning. Nobody though could get near him to speak to him. That was because English was not a language he understood very well. Unless of course you spoke Russian, then one could be in within a stone's throw of pulling him.




  Felicity, very young at the time, concentrated all her efforts in practising the violin to be a professional musician.




  The Concert at the Royal Festival Hall went really well. She loved to go out into London afterwards with her best friend who's a cellist in the orchestra called Amanda.




  Amanda like Felicity had long blonde hair. She was very slim and tall. The girls had met at the Royal College of Music. Amanda was one person that Felicity had always confided in. She did likewise. They are now more like sisters than best friends. Amanda’s’ boyfriend Ant was also a musician. He played the drums for a living, performing in many top London venues as a freelancer. She had met him at a party. Felicity found him rather odd. She always makes a joke of the time Amanda and Ant argued in the streets after a few illustrious weeks together. So how they lasted two years is beyond all disbelief.




  “Do you want to grab a Chinese down Soho?’”




  “I’d love to, Mandy.”




  The girls hadn’t seen each other in ages. Felicity had a lot to tell Amanda. And one was Marcus. He suddenly seemed to have a control over her thoughts. She couldn’t understand why, except she had really taken a liking to him.




  Once in the Chinese, Amanda ordered the two set meals specials.




  The food was very good, and was reasonably priced, compared with others. The restaurant reminded them of their student days. When they were at the Royal College of music they had always tried to set one day a week to eat at the Chinese cafe.




  Even when Felicity was living with her first ever boyfriend Dave, she had always managed to make an excuse after a rehearsal why she was late. Dave, a photographer, was her first ever love. She adored him implacably, that was until he started to beat her up.
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