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A Note from The Author
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Treasured Love is a collection of five short stories of which the first four were awarded publication in separate annual anthologies produced by the Romance Writers of Australia.

The name of a gem stone is mentioned in each story, hence the book’s title.

I’m often asked from what or where do I draw inspiration to write. Inspiration is endless and often comes from the most unlikely sources. It could be an experience, a place, a person, an object or image. Such is the case with the stories herein.

The idea behind Liquid Sapphire sprang from a certain glass bottle.

Queen of Diamonds was conceived from a deck of cards.

One of my favourite destinations, the picturesque Blue Mountains in NSW, Australia, inspired A Passionate Love.

Winter Hill, in Buckinghamshire, England, affords excellent views over the Thames Valley and Chiltern Hills. I first stood on Winter Hill at the age of eleven and have since revisited three times. The locale holds special memories for me and is the inspiration behind Unbroken Bonds.

Lastly, Lovin’ You came about when observing late afternoon sunlight filtering through open cedar blinds to cast horizonal striped shadows on a white painted wall.

I trust you will delight in reading these five short stories about the first meeting between two people; about couples who’ve found in each other their soul mate, and how love can endure and stand the test of time.
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Enjoy!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About These Stories
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Heart-stirring romantic reads about new and life-long love.
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Queen of Diamonds

Grace is a croupier at a casino, the consummate professional with unwavering concentration. She is caught off-guard when a stranger with piercing blue eyes takes a seat at her table. Blackjack is not the only hand he sets out to win.
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A Passionate Love

Cherry Tree Lodge in the Blue Mountains of NSW, Australia is no ordinary Bed and Breakfast. It harbours a secret, one that is connected to a Bohemian brooch, a photograph and a child’s wisdom. Truths are revealed in the indelible footprints of a passionate love.
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Liquid Sapphire

Josh works nights as a barman at the summit of an exclusive hotel. By day, he’s a student at the local university. When a woman his age enters the bar in search of employment, Josh has good reason to stare. She’s dressed like a cowgirl ready to rope a calf in a country rodeo. What could she possibly know about champagne, swizzle sticks and cocktails?
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Unbroken Bonds

Finding your soul mate is one thing, marrying her and never letting go is another. Cedric succeeded on all counts. No regrets. Even though he now fights a losing battle, nothing can sever the ties with his one true love.
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Lovin’ You

Compromise is a two-way street. Not so for Connor and Kate. Consequent to personal sacrifice and broken promises, their marriage is on a downward spiral. Salvation is at hand if only fears are faced.
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‘Blackjack,’ said Grace.

One of the five men at the table threw his hands up in defeat. ‘That’s it! I’m out.’

The moment he vacated his seat, another man took his place. Grace had seen him standing off to the side, silently observing the game. And her.

As a croupier, her trained eye for picking odd or drunken behaviour meant she could alert security, who would pounce before things turned ugly. 

Yet it was more of an awareness, and no element of threat, that Grace sensed about this particular customer. He’d frequented the casino numerous times during the month. Always in the evening. Always waiting for the opportunity to sit at her table even though he had a choice to sit and play the same game at another. And always impeccably dressed in executive attire. 

Tonight, minus his suit jacket, she discerned an extra polish in his appearance. Like shining a coin that was already in mint condition. He kept his dark hair stylish with a modern edge. She spied the gold cufflinks at his wrist, and approved his choice of tie. The cut of his shirt emphasised shoulders capable of bearing the weight of any burden. She envisioned smoothing her hands across his cotton-clad chest as if ironing out imaginary creases.

Grace surprised herself when her gaze slid to his left hand and duly noted the absence of a wedding band.

The direction of her thoughts alarmed her. For the first time ever she’d broken her golden rule by taking a personal interest in her clientele.

She noticed too, that tonight he had more than his usual amount of chips. It made the other players look like they did it tough on skid row. 

Surely he knew there were dedicated rooms for people with his kind of money?  

Grace gathered the cards on the table and stacked them in the discard holder to her right. On previous occasions he’d avoided direct eye contact with her, even when withdrawing from the game and nodding his thanks. Nonetheless, she’d felt the heat and intensity of his eyes upon her and had made an equally surreptitious study of him. 

Now, when her lashes lifted, Grace looked into the stranger’s eyes. Eyes that were a piercing blue. 

In that moment, something about him threw her concentration off kilter, rendering her tongue-tied. 

The consummate professional in her stepped in and regained control of her wits, and the game.

Her hand swept across the table. ‘Place your bets.’

He smiled, giving Grace a glimpse of straight white teeth. Her stomach flipped. She dragged her focus back to the table.

She dealt each player a card face up, and one to herself. Without missing a beat, she dealt another card to each player, and placed her second card face down. 

The rules of the game forced her attention upon each player, watching for their signal to stick with their cards or to chance a hit for the desired total of twenty-one. 

Blue Eyes sat in the end position as anchorman. He had a good hand: a ten of diamonds and king of hearts. He signalled stand and proceeded to expertly manipulate a three-chip twirl. 

Grace played her cards. Twenty-two. Bust.

She paid three of the five players their winnings. The two losers withdrew from the table. When no one came forward to take their seats, Grace skimmed her fingers across the table. ‘Bets please.’ 

Blue Eyes raised the stakes. Considerably. The other players fidgeted on their seats. Grace wondered if his strategy was to intimidate them. But to what end? The purpose of the game was to win against the dealer, not each other. 

It dawned on Grace that Blue Eyes might be waiting for an opportunity to be alone with her. The thought rattled her. He was on her turf. Cards and casinos were as natural to her as breathing air. Nothing and no-one had the ability to distract her. 

Except him! 

He executed the Butterfly, smoothly rolling and fanning four chips between his fingers. The fast, sexy trick earned her and the other players’ admiration. 

Grace had been around people long enough to read their body language. Strangely enough, this player’s skilful handling of chips was more akin to someone absentmindedly tapping their foot while in deep thought over another matter. 

He genuinely looked to have something on his mind. Yet one thing was clear. He was a professional at cards, without a doubt. Warily, Grace speculated about what other tricks he might have up his sleeve.

She reached for the six deck shoe to her left and dealt another round.

Two players went bust. Blue Eyes tapped the table for a hit, and then another. Grace mentally added his total: nineteen. He signalled stand.

She played her hand. Bust. A moment’s panic seized her when the other two players upped and left the table. She paid Blue Eyes his winnings, and cleared the table of cards.

The draw of his gaze captured and held hers. Crystal blue eyes sent her a clear message: he wanted more than a win at Blackjack tonight.

He had her on his radar.

The knowledge both thrilled and frightened Grace. Was she even in his league? ‘There’s a high rollers’ room upstairs if you’d prefer, sir.’

He spoke with cool calm. ‘I prefer not to play with jokers.’ His gaze dropped briefly to her name badge. ‘I’d rather chance my hand here with you, Grace.’

The deep earthy tone of his voice warmed her like a log fire in winter. The underlying message in his reply left her flattered and flustered. She hoped the hot flush blooming inside her did not show on her face.

Somehow, it seemed more fitting that he should flirt with the corporate office secretary rather than a croupier who worked night shifts.

The next four rounds saw him repeatedly increase his bet, and win each time. Grace had
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