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  Foreword


The stories in this collection are small vignettes, each referring in some small way to a gemstone. Some are more obvious than others. 
Warrior Woman
She might have been a Qing Dynasty princess. Whatever, the jade statue of a warrior woman was beautiful. Megan discovered more than local history when rain drove her into the museum and into the company of a very intriguing man.
Capture the Moment
A house-sitting cat-walker is disturbed at night by an intruder. He could hardly complain about injuries after giving her such a fright. Still, she didn’t expect him to shoot her.
In the Cards
Who knows what the future holds? Rosie was sceptical about the tarot reading, Sometimes, events unfold in the way you least expect. Nearly being run over for a start.
The Letters
Jacinta’s aunt left her more than a cottage, she left the clues to a decades-old romance for her to unravel. Solving the mystery brought unexpected results. 
Change of Heart
When Scully thought camel wrangling in Australia might make a nice change from running his craft brewery in Ireland, he couldn’t have been more mistaken. Best not to get on the wrong side of an aggressive bull camel. 
Wild Card
At Coven Fest, gifted seer Gemma reveals a haunting truth to sceptical Saxon—one that no one else could know—and senses he’s the soulmate fate has chosen for her. As dark forces close in, her powers and a little magical interference may be the only things that can save him—and bind them together forever.
Emily Hussey
emily@emilyhussey.com.au
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  Warrior Woman
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“Bastard. He’s off the Christmas card list.” Megan muttered to herself checking her watch for the umpteenth time. The hands had barely moved since she’d last looked. He wasn't coming. The light misting of rain which had left a glistening on the park morphed into a drenching torrent. She didn’t wait any longer. The museum beckoned from across the road. By the time she ran up the steps and skidded through the entrance, she was uncomfortably wet. At least it was dry inside and what else was she going to do?
She by-passed the displays of stuffed animals and other samples of natural history. The shrill voices of school children emanated from those galleries.  The thought of that chaos made her shudder. She needed the tranquillity provided by the halls of cultural history.
The display case featuring artefacts of Asian antiquity caught her eye. The red silk slippers, intricately embroidered, were a work of art. There were bowls from various dynasties, their patterns telling a story of the times. Then, there was the figurine. Sculptured from jade, the warrior woman sat on a rosewood base. Megan peered at the intricate carving, wondering how the artisan had created such detailed and delicate work.
"Beautiful, isn't it?"
Megan glanced around in surprise. Was he speaking to her? In the absence of anyone else in the vicinity, it seemed he was. The man was clean-shaven and in a well-cut suit. The shirt he wore in duck-egg blue accented the blue of his eyes. Everything about him spoke of class. She was conscious of her hair settling in a post-rain frizz, and knew she must look as bedraggled as she felt.
“It’s intriguing,” she offered. “I was admiring the workmanship. It’s quite beautiful and technically brilliant. According to the description, it’s from the Qing Dynasty and was donated recently.”
“That’s true. I dropped in to see it in its new home.”
“Were you the benefactor?”
She considered the man beside her. She’d thought philanthropists were of advanced years and super rich. Perhaps he was well off, but he looked to be only a few years older than herself. He exuded an air of confidence and authority.
“It belonged to my father. I’m sorting out his estate. I love this woman, but she's too valuable to keep in my apartment. Everyone should have the opportunity to appreciate her, not only me.”
“I’m impressed. That’s very benevolent of you.”
He shrugged. “It was practical. I’m pleased to see she looks at home here.” 
“If you stand by the display case, I’ll take your photo together with the figurine. Then you’ll have a record for posterity. I’ll email it to you.”
He looked surprised but stood where she directed. She also took some separate photos of the warrior woman, checking they were in focus before putting her phone away.
“Where should I send them? They aren’t professional quality but they’ll be a good memento.”
The corner of his mouth twitched as he handed her his business card. Megan watched the movement of those well-formed lips, and wondered what they would feel like pressed against hers. Would he taste as yummy as he looked? She almost missed what he said.
“I’m Simon, by the way. The address on my card will reach me. As a thank you, why don’t you join me for coffee? There’s a café in the basement.”
Megan skimmed the card, taking in the key detail. Simon Morley – Dealer in Antiquities. The email address was listed below with his mobile number. Glancing back at him, it was an easy decision. She relegated her previous engagement to irrelevant history.
“Sure—I can look at Asian antiquities any time. I’d love to.”
Seated at the table in the café, she looked at the card again.
“It says here you’re a dealer in Antiquities. So you buy and sell antiques? Do you have a shop? Why didn’t you sell the figurine if you didn’t want it anymore? There would be lots of buyers for such a beautiful piece of jade.”
He regarded her for a moment before responding. She was aware of the intensity of his gaze, drawing her into his orbit.
“In answer to your last question, there were a couple of reasons. It seemed tacky to sell off an item like this. I was my father’s only heir, so the decision rested with me. It's an important piece historically, and I felt the warrior woman belonged in a location where more people could see and appreciate her.”
The coffee arrived, and he paused while the cups were set on the table.
“I don’t have a shop, only a website. I source items that I know will be interesting to my clients, and sometimes by specific request. I hold minimal stock; it’s easier that way.”
He sipped his coffee.
“What about you; what brought you to the museum?”
She wasn’t going to tell him about the dating disaster. She would seem such a loser.
“I sought shelter from the rain, hence the drowned rat simulation. I’m a research historian. I’m always keen to see what’s on display in the cultural history section, particularly the Asian history. It reflects some of my heritage.”
“So that’s where you get your beautiful black hair. How did the Asian influence come about?”
“One of my ancestors came to Australia during gold rush in the nineteenth century." 
“I assume he settled down here?”
“He did. His wife joined him later, and they established a general store in Ararat. Their descendants intermarried with the local community, so my hair is probably the most distinguishing feature that I've inherited.” 
Megan tucked errant strands of that hair back behind her ears.
“I still have contact with extended relatives – in fact a distant cousin is my business partner. He’s an archaeologist. We provide consultancy services to government agencies and other corporations.”
“Fascinating-I’d love to hear more about your work. I have an appointment with a client shortly, but are you free for dinner this evening? You could tell me about it then.”
Megan hoped her face didn’t show how startled she was. Her day was turning out different than expected, and definitely for the better. Her pause was minimal.
“You’re in luck. I’ve had a cancellation for this evening, so I could join you.”
“I hope I’m not a poor substitute. Give me your number and I’ll call you later with arrangements.”
With details exchanged, he hurried off, leaving Megan to wonder at the turn of events. Life could be full of surprises as she explained later to her cousin, Ryan. They shared an office on the outskirts of the city. Operating costs were low but they still had easy access to their major clients.
“… and he was Mr Suave personified. From what I understood, he's a sort of broker in antiquities. He buys and sells on behalf of clients, usually to order and on commission. It was an amazing piece he donated to the museum. I can show you – I took a photo of it.”
She pulled up the photo on her phone and showed it to Ryan. He took the phone from her with a curious look on his face, expanding the picture to magnify the detail.
“Did he say where he got this?”
“Not really, only that it was part of his father’s estate. Why?”
“Wait a moment. There’s something I need to check.”
Ryan came back a short time later holding a photograph.
“Does this look familiar?” 
“That’s it! That’s identical to the figurine in the museum.”
“It’s a photo of a figurine handed down through the family. An ancestor brought it out from China in the early years. It was stolen from my father some time back.”
“It can’t be the same one, surely?”
“I don’t know, but I might head into the museum to check. If it is, I’d like to know where your friend laid his hands on it. Don’t say anything to him until I’ve checked it out.”
When the phone rang a couple of hours later, her heart did a little jig of excitement. The voice on the other end was velvety smooth.
“I’ve made a booking at a restaurant down by the river for seven this evening. Where should I pick you up?”
Megan hesitated a moment. She didn’t know this man. Did she want to disclose her address to him? What if he was caught up in something illegal? On the other hand, there was a vibe about him that was so appealing. She dictated her address, rationalising that at least Ryan knew who she was with.
She’d changed a couple of times before Simon arrived, settling on a simple dress in deep green jersey. It draped softly and fitted snugly. She teamed it with an amber necklace to provide the contrast, and swept her hair back on one side, secured by a tortoiseshell clip.
When she opened the door, she was inwardly delighted to see he was as gorgeous as she remembered, and the smile he gave in greeting seemed genuine.
“Wow! Love that colour on you. It suits. You remind me of the warrior woman. I hope you like Italian," he added.
“I’m easily pleased—in most things anyway.”
Megan gave what she hoped was a combination of dazzling yet sophisticated smile as she accompanied him to the car. The evening already showed promise.
They chose an outdoor table where they could view the activity on the river. A smattering of boats sailed past, and pedestrians strolled along the boardwalk. It was peaceful, in spite of the central location. With orders placed, they settled back with a pre-dinner glass of wine.
“Sorry to rush off today. You were telling me earlier you’re a research historian.”
“That’s right. Ryan, my business partner and I, do contract work when new developments are in the planning stages. Alternatively, government agencies might want to improve their knowledge of historical influences in an area.”
“So based on your research, previous site uses are acknowledged and possibly preserved?
“That's right. My thesis was on the impact of early Chinese migration to Australia, so you can understand why I was so interested in your figurine. You mentioned it was your father’s. Did he travel to China?”
“No, though he was an inveterate collector of fine art and antiquities. It was through him that I developed an interest in my line of work.”
“And you buy on behalf of your clients? How do you know where to find the objects they want?”
Simon tapped the side of his nose with a well-manicured finger.
“Trade secret. If I told you my sources, I’d have to kill you.”
Seeing her astonished look, he laughed.
“Only joking. Those of us in the industry guard our sources jealously. Over the years I’ve built up a network of contacts around the world, and if I’m asked to source a particular item, I’ll have a general idea who to approach. Often people contact me when they have something they would like to sell. I enjoy matching the right object with the right people. I’ll also bid at auctions for clients who wish to preserve their anonymity.”
“That sounds more fun than operating from an antique store. I can see why you’d enjoy it.”
Megan found the whole concept fascinating, almost as much as the man himself. At that moment, his phone rang. With a frown of annoyance he glanced at the screen.
“Sorry, I should have turned it off but I need to take this call. Do you mind if I answer it?”
He left the table and moved a couple of metres to one
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