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      Dear Readers

      

      I hope you love reading my stories as much as I love writing them. It’s all for you. It really is.

      I thank you, all of you.

      

      Happy Reading,

      

      Susan

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THIS ONE IS FOR YOU, READERS

          

        

      

    

    
      As an Independent author and publisher, moving from exclusive (Amazon only) to wide (all retailers AND my own website) has been a big decision and not without its challenges.

      Many readers asked for my ebooks - the Barrington Series - to also be available from retailers such as Kobo, Apple, Google and Barnes & Noble and directly from my website.

      Taking a deep breath, I booted up my new website in August 2023 - loading my books to it, and the wide retailers.

      With beating heart and bated breath, I await the results. It’s all about readers. Finding readers, connecting with readers. Writing for readers.

      I thank those already enjoying my books, and those yet to discover my stories.
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      While the town of Barrington exists, it is little more than a small village with a general store, hall and school.

      I’ve imagined elements of nearby towns, such as Gloucester, to create the township of Barrington for this story.

      Any similarities to people, living or deceased, are purely co-incidental and a product of my imagination.

      The Barrington Tops, Bucketts Mountain, Barrington and Gloucester Rivers are real, and it is a stunning region to visit.
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      As the plane banked to the left, Debbie Webb peered through the small window, then leaned back slightly so the gentleman in the seat next to her could see. The magnificent Sydney Harbour had turned on its charm with the early morning sunshine glinting off the water, and a glimpse of the Opera House sails and the Harbour Bridge behind. Picture postcard perfect.

      The most beautiful harbour in the world. Home after five years. Why had she stayed away so long?

      She smiled as her flying companion drew in a breath. He’d told her earlier, during the dinner service, that it was his first trip. Coming to visit his son and a new grandchild. Flying into Sydney never failed to impress.

      Working her way through luggage collection and customs, she admitted that landing meant she was on home soil. Australia. But Sydney wasn’t really her home, although she had studied there years ago. No, she had a three-hour train trip ahead of her. She wouldn’t be home until she stepped onto the platform at Barrington.

      Finally, her luggage piled up on a cart, she was ready to make her way to the train. She’d change lines at Central, then an hour’s wait. Straightening her shoulders, her backpack already heavy, she regretted for a moment not accepting her parents’ offer to pick her up from the airport. But the return trip was long, and she knew they hated driving in the city. Shrugging to herself she pushed her trolley, piled high with five years of belongings, out through the crush of people waiting for loved ones to arrive. Her flying companion was just ahead, and tears came to her eyes when she saw him swept up in a younger man’s hug, his wife standing beside him holding a small baby. Happiness radiated from the group which made her wish, again, that she had someone waiting for her.

      Through the waiting throng, heading for the exit, she heard someone shout, ‘Debbie! Deb! Wait!’ Turning, she peered toward the sound. Her name was called again, and she stood on tiptoes. There he was - head and shoulders taller than most of the crowd.

      Greg Tait.

      Their eyes locked. He was before her in three large strides, scooped her into his arms and swung her around in a circle. A giant of a man, his bulk made her feel like a small girl.

      Laughing, she batted him lightly. ‘Put me down Greg. Now!’ Back on her feet, she glanced past him, wondering if he was alone.

      ‘It’s just me, young Deb. Little brother called me last night, said you were flying in. I was heading home for a few days anyway. I, er, have two weeks off.’ These last words were said quietly.

      ‘Oh. Really? What have you done Greg Tait?’ Hands on hips she frowned at him.

      ‘Just a little scuffle in yesterday’s game. Pleaded guilty and I’m out for two.’ He grinned, turning on his considerable charm. ‘But good timing, eh Deb?’ He winked.

      ‘Indeed. But if what I’ve been reading in the paper is true, you might be permanently on the bench if you keep this up.’ She stepped aside as he took over her trolley. People were watching them.

      ‘That’s Greg Tait. Rugby’s bad boy!’

      ‘Who’s the girl?’

      ‘Is she the assistant coach’s wife? You know, the one he was …’

      Greg pushed the trolley forward, smiling and waving at those staring, while keeping an arm slung around Debbie’s shoulders as he moved forward.

      Debbie wanted to shrug his arm off, but he was kind to pick her up. Yet she was aware he was probably using her as a decoy to put to rest the stories circulating in the press. She’d read about him in London, the day before her flight. The article discussed, not just his current alleged affair, but all the indiscretions and altercations in his ten years of professional rugby, with several teams. Described as a talented player in the early days, now more of a loose cannon. If the article was true, soon there wouldn’t be an A Grade team that would have him.

      As they exited the terminal, the heat hit her hard. She stopped, shrugged out of her jacket, slipping it into her oversize carryall. Greg’s car was the latest Holden Commodore, looking more like a racing car than a sedan. But the interior was leather, the air conditioning cool and Greg’s choice of music suited her mood. She stayed awake, asking Greg how Jamie and their parents were, until they crossed the Harbour Bridge. Three hours later they drove slowly through Barrington, finally arriving at her childhood home.
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      Jamie scooted out from under the tractor, wiped the oil from his hands, then checked his watch. Debbie’s flight had landed, and she should be starting the journey home with Greg.

      He wiped his face with an old cloth, took a swig of water, then rolled back under the tractor. If it hadn’t broken down last night he would have picked her up himself. Wanted to pick her up. He sighed. But having his big brother do it was the next best thing.

      He wondered how long Debbie was staying, she was vague in her texts. He’d loved her for years. Since they were sixteen. But after school their lives took different paths. He stayed to work the farm with his father as Greg was already playing rugby in Sydney, he’d been selected before he finished high school. Jamie had been a talented player too, and he knew selectors had checked him out in his last year at school. But by then Greg had a reputation in the sport. A good player, no, a great player, but hard to control. Jamie knew he played well too, good enough for the league, but there was a taint on his name. For a while he’d been disappointed, especially when Debbie went to Sydney to study. But now, ten years had gone by, and he was settled in Barrington and loved the farm. So much, that he was ready to take over completely, but his father was waiting
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