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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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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/
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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, or follow me on social media. 

Social Media Links

Twitter

Facebook 

romance.com.au

Instagram 

BookBub

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. 

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. 

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. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2



[image: ]




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.” 
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