
LOVE IN THE OBSERVATION CAR

Rails of Intrigue, Romance & Redemption

by

Beverley Lilliann Alice Joubert

Willowmore • South Africa

2025


Table of Contents

Title Page

Love in the Observation Car

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Epilogue

To my dearest husband,
Shaun Craig Joubert,
Your passion for exploring new horizons has always matched my own. From sunrise safaris to twilight rail journeys, every adventure by your side has filled my heart with wonder — and reminded me that the greatest voyage is the one we share together. May this story of romance and discovery on the rails reflect even a fraction of the joy your loving spirit brings to every path we travel.

With all my love,
Beverley Lilliann Alice Joubert

Dear Reader,

Thank you for joining me on this journey through Love in the Observation Car. Before you book your own adventure aboard Rovos Rail, please note that all characters, events, and dialogue in this novel are purely fictional, born of my imagination and not drawn from the lives of any real person, living or dead.

Rovos Rail itself is very real — a family-owned luxury train experience founded in 1989 by South African entrepreneur Rohan Vos, who continues to serve as its owner and Managing Director Rovos Rail. Should you wish to plan your own voyage, please find the current booking and contact information below:



Rovos Rail Station Head Office
1 Transnet Avenue, Pretoria, South Africa 0084
Tel: +27 (0) 12 315 8242
Email: reservations@rovos.co.za 
Rovos Rail Cape Town Office
1 Adderley Street, Cape Town, South Africa 8002
Tel: +27 (0) 21 421 4020
Email: reservations@rovos.co.za 
Online Bookings & Enquiries
Website: https://www.rovos.com/ Rovos Rail



Whether you choose the romantic Observation Car, the elegant dining saloon, or the private sleeping compartments, I hope your own Rovos Rail journey delivers as much wonder, luxury, and inspiration as it did for my characters.

Thank you for reading Love in the Observation Car. May your travels — real or imagined — always lead you home.

Warmest regards,

Beverley Lilliann Alice Joubert
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Prologue
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The golden light of late afternoon streams through the arched windows of Rovos Rail’s observation car, dust motes dancing in a slow ballet against the polished mahogany panels. Dr. Amelia Sinclair steps across the threshold with measured grace, her fingers brushing the curved brass rail as if to anchor herself in this moment of promise. Behind her, the station platform hums with farewells; ahead, hundreds of miles of gleaming track stretch toward the heart of South Africa.

She inhales the faint scent of engine oil and polished leather, a heady perfume that speaks of adventure and escape. For the first time in months, the tight knot of fear in her chest loosens — just enough. Clutching the small leather satchel at her side, Amelia allows herself to believe she’s finally leaving the mistakes of her last dig far behind.

A soft chime echoes through the carriage, and she glances up. Standing at the far end, silent and immaculately uniformed, is Thabo Khumalo — Rovos Rail’s security chief. His eyes, dark and unreadable, meet hers for the barest second before he turns to check a manifest clipboard. Even in the gentle glow of the car, she senses the weight he carries: the exacting discipline of a man who has seen too much, and the quiet sorrow of losses unspoken.

She moves forward, settling into a plush velvet seat near the window. The cushions cradle her, and for an instant, she almost allows herself to relax. Outside, the platform begins to empty, the last of the chatter and footsteps fading as the train’s whistle cracks sharply in the air. With a rumble and a lurch, Rovos Rail glides away from Pretoria, its polished wheels whispering secrets against the steel rails.

Amelia’s breath catches. This journey is supposed to be a fresh start — a flight from the whispered rumours that still cling to her name. Yet even as she watches the city lights recede, a flicker of unease tightens around her heart. She’s not alone in this carriage: a well-dressed woman in mink and silks lounges nearby, fingers drumming against a small wooden box whose hinges gleam too brightly. And behind her, a man with a travel-worn face takes notes in a battered leather journal, his keen eyes darting between Amelia and the mysterious passenger.

The train curves into the open veld, the distant Karoo hills rising like silent sentinels. Outside, the sky deepens to indigo, and a single lantern lamp flickers to life above the dining car. Somewhere ahead — in the shadows of Kimberley station — secrets will change hands. Deadly secrets. And when they do, the path toward redemption will twist through danger, desire, and the tender promise of trust.

Amelia places a steady hand on the brass rail beside her seat. She doesn’t yet know that this journey will demand more of her than any archaeological dig ever could. But as the gentle sway of the observation car lulls her forward, she steels herself for what lies ahead: the collision of hearts and the echo of footsteps in a train that knows how 
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Chapter 1


[image: ]


The morning sun drapes Pretoria Station in gilded light as Dr. Amelia Sinclair steps onto the platform, her heart both fluttering and stilled by the enormity of what she’s about to attempt. A slender leather satchel hangs at her side — inside: field notes she’d rather burn, press passes for the Cape Town conference, and a single photograph of a site gone wrong. She pauses at the edge of the platform, letting the bustle of porters and travellers wash over her, and breathes deep. Today begins her second chance.

Rovos Rail’s carriages gleam like polished copper beneath the rail lights. Porters in crisp waistcoats bow and wheel her luggage toward the wooden steps — steps that will carry her far from remembered failures. Amelia pauses a moment, touches the carved nameplate above the carriage door: Victoria Falls. She smooths her skirt and offers a small, wry smile. History is written by those with courage, she reminds herself. The past need not dictate her future.

Inside, the observation car smells of polished mahogany and leather — an aroma she will learn to crave. Plush velvet chairs are arranged in intimate clusters; brass lanterns line the ceiling. She runs a fingertip across the armrest of her chosen seat by the window, taking in the rosewood grain and rich upholstery. On the small table beside her, a folded menu waits. She places her satchel at her feet, then steps back into the corridor — time to meet her fellow passengers.

Halfway down the corridor she nearly collides with a tall man in the security uniform she’s heard so much about. He stands motionless, clipboard in hand, eyes sweeping the car’s interior with the practiced stillness of a sentinel. His name tag reads Thabo Khumalo. Even before he turns to meet her gaze, Amelia senses the depth of his attention — quiet, unfaltering.

“Dr. Sinclair?” he asks, voice low and precise.

She nods. “That’s me.” She offers her hand; it rests in his for only a moment, but the contact is firm, steady.

“Welcome aboard Rovos Rail. If you need anything — security, procedures, or otherwise — I’m at your service.” He tucks the clipboard beneath one arm and inclines his head, polite but impassive.

“Thank you, Chief Khumalo.” She studies his uniform: the polished buttons, the subtle brass insignia. A soldier’s precision, she thinks, tempered by restraint. “I appreciate it.”

He gives a curt nod and steps away, moving down the corridor to inspect another compartment. Amelia exhales, heart still racing. A security chief is hardly a covert companion — but the fact that he lingers in her thoughts tells her more than she cares to admit.

Turning a corner, she nearly bumps into a younger man scribbling into a leather journal. He looks up with inquisitive hazel eyes and a crooked grin.

“Sorry,” he says, closing the journal. “I didn’t see you there. I’m Samuel van Graan — Sam, for short. You must be our archaeologist.” He gestures at the cover of her satchel, where “Dr. Sinclair” is stitched in small gold letters.

“You’re ... a travel writer?” she guesses.

“Have passport, will travel,” he quips, then inclines toward the observation car. “I write for Wanderlust South Africa. I was hoping for a front-row seat to your grand adventure.” He offers his hand; this time Amelia grasps it firmly. His warmth is immediate, his energy contagious. “I’m riding for a feature on ‘Women Who Wander: Reinventions on the Rails.’ I’d love to hear your story — if you’ll let me.”

Millie hesitates. Her past mistakes are not the kind of story she’s eager to share. But something about Sam’s earnest gaze makes her nod. “Perhaps later. Right now ... I’m just trying to settle in.”

“Understandable,” he says with a wink. “Dinner is at seven. Observation car at eight, if you’d care to join me.”

She smiles — her first genuine smile since she boarded. “I’ll see you then.”

He tucks his journal under his arm and disappears down the corridor. Amelia pauses one last time at her compartment door, then steps inside and closes it behind her with a soft click. She leans against it, breathing out the tension. The train’s whistle shrieks, and the wheels begin to turn.



At precisely 6:50 p.m., a discreet chime hums through the carriage. She emerges from her compartment — smoothed hair, straight shoulders — to find the corridor bathed in lantern light. As she walks toward the dining car
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