
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Copyright

Copyright © 2023 by Reneé Dahlia

Print ISBN: 978-0-6456374-4-1

Cover: Cover by Sarah Paige, The Book Cover Boutique.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by an electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. No part of this book may be used for the purpose of training artificial intelligence systems. For permissions contact renee at reneedahlia dot com. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the authors imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual personas, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


About the Author

[image: ]




An avid reader, Renée Dahlia writes contemporary and historical queer romance. Renée is a bisexual cis woman who is fascinated by people and loves to explore human relationships, with a side of humour, through her writing. Renée has a degree in physics and mathematics, using this to write data-based magazine articles for the horse racing industry. Her love of horses often shines through in her fiction, and she loves a good intrigue and to escape the real world in the pages of a book. When she isn’t reading or writing, Renée spends her time with her four children, usually watching them play cricket.

You can read more about Renée’s author journey on her about page. http://www.reneedahlia.com/about/



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Bisexual Sing Team

[image: ]




Renee Dahlia’s retired rock stars are about to reinvent themselves and find love. Back in the nineties, the Bisexual Sing Team was about to make it big, but then the bass guitarist got pregnant, the lead singer launched a solo career, and the band fell apart. Nearly thirty years later, the band are living very different lives and a pandemic forces each of them to come to terms with their past and their future.

Count Me In

A fallen rock star meets a scrapbooking queen. It's just being housemates, gorgeous paper goods, and a goat stuck in the middle, until one night everything changes and their friendship turns to so much more ... Maybe even love?

Strum Me Hard

A down on her luck popstar meets a polite socialite entrepreneur with a scandalous secret life. Despite being worlds apart, they’re both hiding their true selves under what people expect, and as they work together, their chemistry is undeniable. But how can two very different women find love together?

Tune Me Up

A marriage in trouble. A meddling daughter. But will the murder of former band member pull them apart just as they realise that love might be worth it?
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Reneé Dahlia

A fallen rock star meets a scrapbooking queen

Sierra Street was once a rock star, now she's a homeless delivery driver. Finding new accommodation after being evicted is complicated as her best animal friend is... A goat named Grohl.

Scrapbooking entrepreneur Hermione Bates' comfortable little life is turned upside down when she impulsively offers her spare room to the driver who delivers her business’s parcels.

It's just being housemates, gorgeous paper goods, and a goat stuck in the middle, until one night everything changes and their friendship turns to so much more ... Maybe even love?
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Foreword
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Welcome to COUNT ME IN, the first novella in my Bisexual Sing Team (BeST) Series. 

Based on the idea of aging rock stars, BeST were a band on the edge of stardom in the 1990s; but personal problems split them apart. Now in the midst of the COVID pandemic, each of the members finally sort out their issues and find their HEA.

If you love rock stars, older main characters, in a medium heat sapphic bisexual romance, you’ll enjoy this one. 

Please be aware that this book contains references to alcoholism, abusive parenting, a cheating ex-husband, and a parental death from domestic abuse (off page). This book is set during 2020, in Australia, during the pandemic and will contain references to COVID prior to the vaccine being available. 

If you are keen to keep up to date on new releases and, more importantly, sales, I recommend you sign up to my newsletter at www.reneedahlia.com, or follow me on social media. 

I hope you enjoy reading this book!

Renée
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Chapter 1
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Australia, September 2020

Sierra had an arse made for sitting. It’d only got broader as she’d got older and now she was forty-eight, it was stout and solid. Even straight out of school, as a teen, she’d had thick thighs, hiding behind her drum kit. Nothing satisfied as much as beating the shit out of a drum kit in a rhythm that made people dance. No one looked at her because they were too busy feeling the sound she made. To become a drummer in a rock band had been a dream come true, and when BeST became semi-famous, she thought she’d found the meaning of life. Those had been some wild years—especially the American tour when they’d opened for Hole in the late nineties—then there’d been a rough patch... Well, after a while, she’d ended up working at whatever jobs she could find. Over time, she’d realised she was fucking good at sitting down and she’d settled into a dull and dependable job as a delivery driver. Life wasn’t a dream.

Today marked twenty years of sobriety. She was proud of that even if she had no one to share her accomplishment with. One of the downsides of being an addict was that she’d pushed all her friends away until it was impossible to make new ones. Twenty years. More since her band broke up; twenty-one years. Had it really been that long? The news came on the radio; more COVID stuff, the lockdown in Victoria continued, and she was thankful to be in NSW where the state government, surprisingly, had decent contact tracing and they’d kept their daily rate of new cases around three or four. 

“In these uncertain times...” 

Sierra switched off the radio at the annoying oft-repeated phrase. In these uncertain times, Sierra was certain of one thing. These packages weren’t going to deliver themselves, so she gulped down a couple of vitamin pills, grabbed her smoothy and keys, and left the house. She locked the front door, climbed into her van, and turned on the engine. Twenty years. Perhaps she’d celebrate this evening with a movie and some chocolate. Who was she kidding? That was her usual evening. As she swung the van around, she noticed a letter poking out of her mailbox. She’d come in late last night and hadn’t bothered to check. She parked across the driveway and slid out to grab the white envelope. Probably a bill. She ripped it open and scanned the letter. Not a bill. An eviction notice.

Fuck. Renee Dahlia’s retired rock stars are about to reinvent themselves and find love. Back in the nineties, the Bisexual Sing Team was about to make it big, but then the bass guitarist got pregnant and the lead singer launched a solo career, and the band fell apart. Nearly thirty years later, the band are living very different lives and a pandemic forces each of them to come to terms with their past and their future. 

The Bisexual Sing Team series is now available in a boxed set. 

Count Me In 

A fallen rock star meets a scrapbooking queen. It's just being housemates, gorgeous paper goods, and a goat stuck in the middle, until one night everything changes and their friendship turns to so much more ... Maybe even love?

Strum Me Hard

A down on her luck popstar meets a polite socialite entrepreneur with a scandalous secret life. Despite being worlds apart, they’re both hiding their true selves under what people expect, and as they work together, their chemistry is undeniable. But how can two very different women find love together?

Tune Me Up

A marriage in trouble. A meddling daughter. But will the murder of former band member pull them apart just as they realise that love might be worth it? 

––––––––
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The tyres on the van squealed as she drove to work. Fuck. Two weeks to find a new place to rent, and all because the landlord had likely over-extended himself and wanted to sell off the place to ease his own stress. This bloody pandemic. She forced herself to breath and focus on the road—the last thing she needed was an accident on the way to pick the day’s deliveries. 

* * *
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Eight hours later, she pulled into Cut The Scrap for the last delivery of the day. As usual, she kept her head down and tried to avoid the owner. There was nothing wrong with the owner—the opposite, in fact. Mrs Bates was perfectly kind. Maybe mid-fifties, with laugh lines around her dark brown eyes. Her skin was the sort that would tan easily yet was pale from staying inside. Sierra imagined she had Lebanese or Italian heritage, although she had no idea really. Mrs Bates’s grey hair always had streaks of paint or ink in it, and she hid her slim body under a messy artist’s apron. Her eyes always shone with kindness, and somehow they made her large nose and high cheekbones look welcoming. It’d been years since Sierra had had a crush like this one. So awkward. 

“Delivery.” She called out through her mask and held up the large box so she could hide her irritating blush behind it. Thank fuck for masks. She peered around the side and spied Mrs Bates quickly slipping on a mask. Today was a black one that said “Black Lives Matter.” 

“What have you brought me today?” As if she were giving her a gift, not just dropping off some random thing she’d ordered on the internet. “Here. Please sanitise.” 

“Just a parcel.” She swallowed. “So Black Lives Matter?” Immediately, she regretted the blurt. Now she sounded like she didn’t believe it when she absolutely did. Damned mouth. 

“Yes, they do. My son sent it as a present, he works as a Formula One mechanic and this is one of the team masks. I’m so proud of him.” 

Sierra blinked and lowered the box onto the counter. “That’s amazing. Can you sign here? Thanks.” She sanitised the pen for her screen and handed it over. Mrs Bates signed, and Sierra bolted back to her van.

“See you around.” Mrs Bates’s pleasant tone surrounded her like the unplugged version of About A Girl, comforting and soulful, until she slammed the door of her van and drove around the corner to her home.
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Chapter 2
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Hermione put her phone on the table and stared at it. She should probably ring a few friends and go out to celebrate tonight, except it was late now and if she had really wanted to go, she’d have organised it already. Three years ago, her divorce had been finalised. A restless itch invaded her body. She needed to do something, she couldn’t ignore today, and she’d celebrated with her favourite scrappy friends on this night every year. She stood up, carefully on her sore knee, and slipped on her walking shoes. A brisk walk around the block in the spring evening air might just get rid of this unsettled nag in her stomach. 

After locking the front door, she walked up the front path, along the gorgeous Federation tiles that she’d been so proud of when they’d bought this house decades ago. She’d kept the house in the divorce, it was where she’d brought up her family, and there were so many memories here. It was one thing to throw away the cheating husband, quite another to start again and leave all the best parts of her life behind. Calvin, her son, still technically lived here, in the off season when he wasn’t travelling the world with his team. It might be years until she saw him again now that travel between Europe and Australia was banned. At least her daughter Debbie lived down the road with her girlfriend and they could visit each other; not that Debbie really wanted her frumpy old mother in her life. Hermione was so proud of her daughter, who’d managed to keep her small business Debbie Does Dogs going during COVID, especially the worst lockdowns of April and May when it looked like the economy was going to crunch to a halt. In the end, some businesses thrived while others struggled, and most of the people who wanted their dogs pampered were the same people who had jobs they could do from home. At first, Hermione had cringed at the business name because Neil had hated it, but after the divorce she’d come to love the sly sense of humour that gave Debbie the strength to choose a business name that would embarrass her father and his need to keep up appearances. When Debbie had suggested Cut the Scrap for her own business, she’d fought the same urge to be sensible and pick something less combative and just taken the chance. 

“Hello.” 

Hermione stopped almost mid-stride as her delivery driver spoke. She stood on footpath, still dressed in her uniform and mask, and she held a lead.

“Is that a goat?” 

The driver’s eyes lit up. “Yes. Meet Grohl.”

“You named your goat Growl?” 

“Grohl. After the drummer in Nirvana. Because he’s the goat.” It was the most words she’d ever said to Hermione, who hated that she had absolutely no idea what any of it meant.

“Excuse me?” 

“It’s a music thing.”

“Oh. I’m not much of one for popular music, or any music. I just listen to whatever is on in the background.” 

The driver nodded and bent down to scratch the goat behind its horns. A goat; in the city. Hermione knew there was more to this woman than she’d been letting on. 

“I’m sorry. I don’t know your name.” 

“Sierra.” She stood up again, slightly taller than Hermione. “Sierra Street. I’d shake your hand, but we aren’t really doing that anymore, are we?” 

“No. I’m Hermione.” 

“Like the book?” 

Hermione rolled her eyes. “I was named that before it was cool. It’s a thing in my family—all the women have Greek goddess names. My sister is Irene, the Goddess of Peace, and she named her daughter Philomena.” 

“You won’t have to wait long before it’s not cool again. The author of those books is not a nice person.”

“True. It’s very disappointing. All she had to do was sit quietly with her millions and no one would know anything. I wish she’d chosen a different name for her main character. I don’t want the legacy of her nonsense associated with me.” 

Sierra nodded. The long silence was comfortable and Hermione didn’t feel her usual need to fill the space with aimless words. 

“Is it hard to keep a goat in the city?” Curiosity won in the end and Hermione broke the silence.

Sierra sighed. “Yeah. I’ve just been handed an eviction notice too, so I’m hunting for a new rental. Not everyone wants a goat in their back garden.” 

“Oh, that’s terrible. Is it the pandemic?” 

“I guess so.” 

Hermione almost jumped as an idea blossomed. “You could rent a room in my house. I mean, while you look for your own space. I don’t mind having a goat, and you. I’m sure you’d be a perfectly reasonable houseguest.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Absolutely. When do you need to move?” Settle down, Hermes. 

“Couple of weeks. You’d be okay with Grohl?” 

Hermione shrugged. “I mean, I know nothing about goats, but I have a bit of lawn if that’s alright?” 

Sierra nodded. “Thanks. I’ll keep it in mind.”

“Right. Just in case you don’t find somewhere or something like that. I can be your back up plan.” 

* * *
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Two weeks later, there was a hesitant knock on the door. Hermione wasn’t expecting a visitor and any parcels always came to her workshop entrance on the back laneway. She tucked her hair behind her ears and straightened her shirt before she opened the door.

“Sierra. Hello.” 

“Hi. Is your offer of a room still open?” Sierra kept her gaze downcast, then she growled under her breath and tugged on her lead. “Grohl, please don’t eat the roses.” 

“It’s fine. I’ve always hated them.” Her ex-husband had insisted they keep a garden that suited the Federation era of the cottage, and she’d never bothered to change them. Sierra only nodded and relaxed her grip on the goat’s rope. It took a few minutes of pleasant silence before Hermione remembered she’d hadn’t answered the question. 

“Um, yes, I take it your search for a rental property wasn’t successful.” 

Sierra nodded, flicking a tired glance up at Hermione. Her instincts kicked in and she wanted to invite her inside for a cup of tea and some biscuits, or perhaps a glass of wine and some cheese. 

“Yes, I still have a room available. When do you need to move in?” Yes, talk about practical things. “And I suppose we should talk about rent?” Hermione had no idea what to charge in this circumstance. 

“Is today alright? I have to be moved out by tomorrow.” 

“So soon?” Hermione covered her blurt with more words. “That’s fine. Don’t mind my slight surprise, of course you are welcome when you need. A friend in need is a friend indeed...”

“With weed.” Sierra mumbled something that sounded like that, and Hermione leaned in closer.

“What?” 

“Never mind. It’s from an old song.” 

“I suppose I should mention some ground rules? That sounds a bit wrong, I mean we are both adults, ha. I’m just not comfortable with drugs and stuff like that.” 

“Same.” There was a lot of weight in that single word, but after her nervous babble, Hermione didn’t want to pry. 

“Would you like to come in and inspect the house? You can leave the goat out here. I don’t mind if he, she?”

“She. Her name is Grohl. G. R. O. H. L.”

“Thanks. I don’t mind if Grohl eats the roses. Truly, she’d be doing me a favour as it’ll force me to finally decide what I want there instead. Lemons, maybe.” She’d seen a photo of a walkway in Italy with lemon trees grown into a green tunnel with lemons hanging down. It was so romantic, and she could almost smell the citrus notes in the air. Sierra bent down and tied the rope to the base of one of the rose buses and gave the goat a scratch behind her horns. 

“Okay.”
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Chapter 3
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Sierra sat on her bed in the middle of the room she’d rented from the very chatty Hermione. It was good to have a break, some quiet time to herself, to recharge after a day of talking to the removalists. She’d ended up hiring a storage unit and most of her stuff was in there. Only a few things were piled in boxes at the edge of the room, including a box of old photos from the band days. She’d found them at the back of a cupboard while moving out and kept them with her. It’d been long enough now that she ought to be able to look at them without worrying that she’d fall back into old habits, and perhaps it was finally time to sort through them and put that part of her life firmly in the past. There was a sharp knock at the door.

“Yeah?”

“How are you? All settled in now. Would you like any help? Or?” Hermione stuck her head around the door. 

“I’m fine.”

“Okay. I thought I’d get pizza for dinner. Is there anything you’d prefer?” 

“No. Just get whatever you like.” Sierra’s limbs ached from shifting boxes, setting up her bed, and generally from spending all day moving her life here. How had she accumulated so much stuff? She’d been in the same rental for six years and the amount of stuff was a little overwhelming. Maybe that’s why she kept the box of photos here, and not in storage? She’d been carting them with her since BeST broke up, the one familiar item. A constant in her muddled life; the box with softened edges and Vivian’s sharp writing on the edge of it. BeST is the BEST! A warmth settled on her chest. For so long, she’d been running from those heady days. 

“Is there anything you can’t eat?” 

“Nope. I’m good.” 

“Okay.” Hermione disappeared, leaving Sierra with the odd sense that she ought to socialise. She used to be good at it, or at least, she assumed she was good at it after a few drinks. Since getting sober, the idea of talking to people was a lot more difficult without any social lubricant, and she’d spent a long time avoiding people. How had she managed to sit on stage behind her drums and enjoy the adoring crowds? She growled—she knew the answer to that—and being nostalgic for that time wouldn’t end in a good place for her. She hauled herself off the bed, threw a jacket over the box so she didn’t have to look at it, cast her gaze around the room once more, and walked down the hallway to the dining room. The table was covered in art stuff. On a closer look, she spied photos, paper, and a whole bunch of other bits and pieces. 

“I guess you must really like scrapbooking.” Sierra wanted to shuffle some of the papers around, curious about the process. 

“Yes. I love it. I love the story telling, and the whole way you can take a photo and create art with the photo as the centre piece.” 

“Right.” Sierra shifted from one foot to another. The enthusiasm was a bit much. 

“How about you? Do you have a hobby? Apart from your goat, of course.” 

Sierra forced a smile. Did she have a hobby? Did watching food shows on telly count? “Um, not really.” She tried to ignore the disappointment on Hermione’s face; and had to stop herself beating herself up for being a bad tenant. Slowly an idea formed. “I guess there’s one thing?” 

“Yes?” Hermione’s voice tilted up, hopeful and Sierra cringed because she was bound to disappoint her again. She swallowed. 

“Ahh, well.” The words didn’t quite form—I used to be in a band—and she couldn’t force herself to say it. Drumming had been a job not a hobby, and she didn’t do it anymore. It barely qualified on either front. “I have a bunch of old photos that need sorting and...” Before she could suggest they sort them out together, Hermione interrupted.

“My niece is a travel blogger and with, you know, COVID, she can’t travel, so she’s started a business where she digitises and sorts people’s old photos. I could give you her email if you want.” 

“Sure.” Sierra probably wasn’t ready to deal with the memories anyway. Judging by the miniscule royalty cheques she received every quarter, no one else cared about BeST either. 

“I’ve ordered some pizza. It’ll be about half an hour. Would you like a glass of wine? We should sit in the lounge.” 

Sierra knew this was coming and she dragged in a deep breath, reading herself for the usual judgement. “I don’t drink.” 

“Okay. Water? Tea? It’s a bit late for coffee, but if you want one, that’s fine too.” 

Sierra let out the breath slowly, still waiting for the questions that would surely come. “Water is fine.” 

“Sure, sure. You go and sit in the lounge, and I’ll bring it through.”

Sierra nodded cautiously. Had Hermione just accepted her sobriety without questioning it? For the first time since she’d arrived here desperate for a roof over her head, she had the sense that this might actually work. 

“It’s fine, really. Please sit down and relax. It’s your first night here, and you’ve been working all day to move your things. Let me do this, and you can get your own drink once you are more settled.” 

“Okay.” Sierra nodded once, then walked to the lounge and stared at the chairs. She didn’t want to sit in Hermione’s favourite one.

“You can sit anywhere.” Hermione placed the water on the little coffee table, and sat in an armchair, so Sierra sat down on the couch. She sighed as her arse hit the soft seat and closed her eyes for a moment. 

“Wake up, the pizza is here.” 

“Huh?” 

“You must have been tired from all the moving, you fell asleep almost as soon as you sat down.” 

Sierra’s face warmed and she tried not to groan. “Sorry.” 

“Hey, don’t be sorry. I’m not used to living with someone else, either. I’m sure I’ll have lots of moments like that. We don’t have to be social all the time.” 

“Thanks.” Sierra breathed in and the aroma of melted cheese and pizza filled her nostrils. Her stomach grumbled a little and she pressed her hand against it. 

“Here.” Hermione handed her a plate and then waved at the coffee table where three pizza boxes sat open, showing off their contents. “I got a Margherita one because it’s simple, and the jackfruit one because it’s so delicious, and also my other favourite, the tandoori chicken one. I hope that’s okay.” 

“It’s fine.” Sierra selected a slice of each, then leaned back on the couch with the plate resting on her knees. She ate the Margherita one first, inhaling it. Damn, she was starving. Once that was devoured, she savoured the tandoori chicken one, letting the spicy rich flavours satisfy her. 

“Try the jackfruit one. It’s my favourite.” 

Sierra nodded, then had a bite of it. It tasted like a decent BBQ sauce with almost the texture of pulled pork, but less satisfying. She didn’t comment, having already upset her roommate too many times today. 

“Isn’t it amazing?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Am I talking too much? Neil, I mean, my ex-husband always used to say that I talked too much, especially when I was a bit nervous.” 

“It’s fine.” Sierra glanced over at Hermione who was biting her bottom lip. “Honestly. I like your chatter.” 

“Thank you. Please just tell me to stop if it’s too much.” 

“Did your ex often minimalize you?” 

Hermione’s eyes widened. “Yes. I mean, I never realised that he did at the time, but yes, all the time, he used to make little jokes about me being a chatterbox and scatter-brained and oh gosh... I just let him. Is that bad of me?” 

“Hey, relax. Beating yourself up only gives him more power.”

“That’s very wise. It’s just so difficult. We divorced three years ago, and I still find myself wondering about how things could have been different if I’d just been different, but of course, that’s a terrible way to think. He didn’t have to cheat, and with his much younger secretary too. It’s so cliched and I hate it.”

Sierra sighed. “Screw him. He’s not worth all this angst.” 

“Thank you.” Hermione grabbed another slice of the jackfruit pizza and Sierra tried not to notice the way her face changed as she enjoyed the flavour. If she wasn’t careful, she’d end up with a crush on Hermione and then she’d be homeless again. It was a good reminder to keep looking for her own place. This was temporary because Sierra always messed up with other people eventually. 

“Did you have a similar experience? Is that why you are so smart about this?” 

“No.” Sierra shook her head. “I’ve never had a long-term relationship.” She’d fucked a lot of people, but no relationships, then ended up messing up her life so badly in her twenties that by the time she was sober again, she was too tired for dating. 

“Oh.” Hermione’s slight judgemental tone irritated like fingernails on a blackboard. “Oh.” Her tone changed completely, and Sierra held back her reaction until she figured out what the tone change meant.

“I’m sorry. Is that by choice? My daughter has a friend who is asexual, and I didn’t mean to accidentally judge you if that’s the reason.” 

Sierra couldn’t help smiling at the way Hermione apologised. “If only it were that simple. No, I’m afraid I made rather a mess of my life when I was younger. I’m single by choice, that’s true, but also because I’m scared of repeating the past.” She closed her eyes, amazed at the way she’d admitted the truth so readily. The skin on the back of her neck prickled; was she already on the path to having a crush on Hermione? 

“I don’t imagine being asexual is that simple in today’s overly sexualised world.” Hermione’s empathy came through strongly, although Sierra bristled at the flip from apology to censure. Was that just an uncomfortable feeling she needed to sit with? Or something else?  

“True. Not the best choice of words. I do admire people who know what they want and how to be happy in themselves.” She stuck with as much truth as she could manage. 

“Oh, I totally understand that. Same. Most of the time I’m happy with my life as it is now, but I can’t help but wonder how it might have been if my ex hadn’t been so terrible. I thought we were happy together, so it was a bit of a shock.” Hermione scrubbed at her eyes with the back of her hand. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t cry for him anymore.” She breathed in deep. 

“It’s okay to be angry at him for ruining a good life.” Sierra had spent a lot of her life angry at herself for wrecking her own life. Ironically, it had taken her years to realise that she wasn’t the one who broke up BeST. Jessica and Lance took that dubious honour when Jessica got pregnant, and Lance blamed her for it. It was his damned dick that created the pregnancy. Their lead singer had been a selfish prick about the whole mess. In hindsight, the band breaking up was the moment that she’d really spiralled out of control. Being unemployed without a band to help keep her shit together had led to her starting to drink earlier and earlier in the day, until she’d woken up in hospital and realised she couldn’t remember the last time she’d spent more than an hour without a drink in her hand. 

“I am angry. That’s so true.” 

“I’ve been there.” It’d been anger at herself, but the same process probably applied. 

“You don’t seem angry now. What did you do to fix it?” 

“I don’t consider myself fixed.” Sobriety was a daily battle. It would always be with her, and she had to continually notice all the little triggers that could send her spiralling again. She shoved pizza in her mouth, not tasting it, because she wasn’t ready to talk about any of her past.
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Chapter 4
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The next evening, Hermione fussed with the salad tongs, tossing the salad more than it really needed. “You left very early this morning. I hope I didn’t upset you.” 

“What? No, I always go to work at that time.” Sierra leaned against the kitchen bench and shrugged in her usual way. Hermione suppressed a shiver at the way Sierra moved. Hermione had woken in the middle of the night with damp between her legs and her heart pounding. She’d touched herself with the image of Sierra’s smiling face at the forefront of her mind, then fallen back to sleep satisfied and confused. For the entirety of her marriage, she’d suppressed those inconvenient desires for women, and then her marriage had broken up and it had been freeing to finally allow those desires into her life. Around the same time, her daughter had come out. She’d been so pleased for Debbie; perhaps it also meant she could find someone for herself.  

Silence filled the room, almost palpable, and Hermione really wanted to babble to fill the space. She’d had a roommate for less than three days and already she was falling into the same ugly patterns of her marriage. Her cheeks burned. This wasn’t a marriage. Just a lot of unlikely feelings. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing.” Hermione stabbed the salad again.

Sierra sighed. “I have no practice in living with someone else, but your bright red face and the way you are attacking the salad tells me something is wrong.” 

“It’s embarrassing.”

“Oh?” 

“I had a... No, I can’t talk about this.” Hermione buried her face in her hands. 

“Okay.” 

Hermione dropped her hands and stared at Sierra. “Okay? That’s it.” 

“Yeah. It’s not my business.” 

Hermione swallowed, unsure about what to do next. “Are you sure?” 

“Hey, they are your feelings.” Sierra mumbled something under her breath that might have been, “Not my business.” 

“Okay.” Hermione couldn’t remember the last time someone gave her permission to sit with her feelings without analysing them. Someone who just accepted her hesitance and didn’t demand to know what she was thinking. Experience told her that she was bound to over-analyse them anyway, but at least she didn’t need to burden Sierra with the embarrassing notion that she’d rubbed herself out lusting after Sierra’s contained controlled depths. 

“Are you going to serve that salad?” 

“Yes. Of course. Help yourself. I also made a chicken pie with some leftover roast chicken. I hope that’s fine?” 

Sierra nodded and filled her plate with food. “We should sort out a roster. I can cook too.” 

“Sure. Hey, before I forget, I talked to my niece today about your photos and she had a few questions.” 

“Okay.” Sierra started to eat the pie and her steady quiet helped settle the galloping rush of Hermione’s heart. The silence was comforting; so different to Neil who’d expected everyone to listen to his recount of his day before anyone else could talk. Oof, had she really put up with that for so long without realising it was a... What did the kids say? A red flag? She blinked away the annoyance and focused on what Philly had said. 

“Philly, that’s my niece, wanted to know what format the photos were in, and if you wanted to take digital photos of them and send her those to sort into files so you can keep the originals with you, or if you were okay with posting her the originals. There’s always a risk with the post that they’ll get lost, but you get better quality if she does the digitising process.” 

Sierra didn’t answer. 

“What do you think?” Hermione needed to fill the space with something. 

“I don’t know. Why don’t you have a look and then decide?” 

“Now?”

Sierra glanced up from her plate. “After we’ve eaten.”

“Of course. Of course. Sorry. I just love looking at other people’s photos and hearing the stories behind them. Is that weird?” 

“Only if it’s nudes and you didn’t ask.” 

Hermione spluttered out a cough. “I would never.” She stared at Sierra, whose eyes twinkled as if she could see inside Hermione’s brain where she compiled images of Sierra nude, those arms crossed under her big tits and with that stare focused on her. “Oh. You are joking?” 

Sierra grinned. “Consent matters.” 

* * *

[image: ]


An hour later, Hermione hovered in the doorway of Sierra’s room. She’d made it look so different to when Debbie had lived here. The room had been empty since her daughter had moved out, and it was quite nice to have it filled with things again. Calvin’s room still held a lot of his things as he lived here during the F1 winter break. 

Sierra grabbed a box from a pile stacked at the side of the room and hefted it onto the bed. Hermione wasn’t going to look at the way Sierra’s shoulders shifted under the weight and how her arms wobbled a bit with the effort. She’d always hated the way her arms had that floppy bit of fat on them, and she’d worked bloody hard to get rid of it, so why did she want to touch Sierra’s arm? How could she like it on someone else and not on herself? She blew out a short breath. She really wanted to feel Sierra’s arms around her, with her thick thighs pressed against Hermione’s thinner frame. Since her divorce, she’d taken up running and had shed a lot of weight. It hadn’t helped her self-esteem and she’d realised that weight and fitness had nothing to do with confidence. She had to find her confidence in herself, a slow process of revelation. 
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