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A down on her luck popstar meets a polite socialite entrepreneur with a scandalous secret life ...

Job musician and ex-lead guitarist for 90s band BeST, Vivian Koranne had been living her best life when the pandemic stopped all live music. The offer to create music for a lingerie brand is a lifeline, and she jumps at it, and gorgeous Nancy who runs the company.

Nancy Bozeman’s trust fund would keep most people happy, but she wants more. When she hires compelling musician Vivian Koranne, she knows she’s going to shock her friends all over again, just like when she became an "aunt" or started a plus-sized lingerie company. She doesn’t expect to be shocked herself by their mutual attraction.

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?
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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.

Dedicated to romance reader Nancy Bozeman who always wanted to be a character in a book. I hope you enjoy this one. 
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Welcome to STRUM ME HARD, the second book in the BeST series. This book features lead guitarist, Vivian. 

Bisexual Sing Team (BeST) was a popular rock band in the ‘90s and now each of the four members are aging rock stars with their own challenges.

If you love older characters and insta-lust, this one is for you.

Content Warnings: Please note this book contains references to the COVID pandemic (in Australia), and surrogate parenting.

This book is written in Australian English and some spelling and phrases may be unfamiliar to American readers. 

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

Patreon

I hope you enjoy reading this book!

Renée 
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Chapter 1
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October 2021

“Does nothing matter to you?” Vivian’s roommate Joy screamed at her. Joy’s parents had named her with a lot of optimism that didn’t seem to have eventuated. It would be so easy to make a pithy remark and walk away, except finding a new place to rent right now was bloody impossible. Fuck this pandemic. She’d already been looking for months; ever since she’d found Joy naked lying in her bed one afternoon holding her favourite Gibson. The happy surprise of her nudity or the offer was negated by the abuse of her guitar.

“Touch my guitars and I will kill you.”

Joy stopped mid breath. “Are you still mad about that?” 

“Yes.” Until then, Vivian would have said she didn’t believe in regrets. She purposefully lived her life going forwards. Plenty of former lovers had tried to overanalyse her, assuming she was running from something. There was nothing of note in her past. Her parents were fine, they loved her, they cared for her, and she had no childhood trauma. If there was a thing she ran from, it was the way her parents were content to be boring. Any other year, she wouldn’t have listened to Joy’s rants. She would’ve taken a job somewhere else, anywhere else, and moved her stuff into storage. Work for job musicians like her had completely dried up. No one was doing concerts; studios weren’t taking chances on new bands who might need a solid guitarist. Musicians were writing in their bedrooms and using computers as backing bands. She’d run out of options and it burned her. Now her roommate was screaming at her because she’d left a wet towel on the floor of the bathroom, or some such nonsense. She sighed. She’d been brought up better than this.

“Sorry about the towel.” 

“It’s not about the towel.” 

“It’s not?” Vivian braced herself. It wasn’t fair to find Joy so irritating when she did this, but honestly the young woman treated her like they were in a bad relationship and Vivian was her convenient emotional punching bag. It wasn’t right and she was too bloody old to put up with it, especially without getting sex as some sort of meagre compensation for putting up with her. Someone else might enjoy Joy’s brand of energy. Someone who didn’t deliberately bait Joy because she felt trapped by her choices. Oh. Fuck. The two of them weren’t suited, weren’t good for each other, even in this platonic living situation. Vivian’s transient life had led her here; to a crappy cheap room in an apartment in western Sydney being harassed by a needy roommate. If only she’d saved some of her money, then she’d have options. But no. There was no room for regret in her life. Only moving forwards. 

“You know what, Joy? This all sucks. We don’t need to find ways to piss each other off just because the world—” She waved around her and watched Joy deflate a little. Joy didn’t answer, just stalked off to her room, and for the millionth time, Vivian forced herself not to care for her roommate. It wasn’t her responsibility to fix everyone else’s hurts. Empathy without responsibility was a neat trick, one she aimed for, and not one she was certain she achieved. 

She grabbed a glass and poured herself some cold water. She chugged the water down and cursed her brain. Her last gig had been one of the many bushfire fundraisers in late February 2020, just before the rona had shut down the world. Thank fuck she’d come home to play that concert, rather than being stuck in Europe where COVID19 was rampaging. Somehow by a mighty miracle the governments in Australia had managed to manage the pandemic in a way that didn’t destroy the country, although that depended on who was talking. The biggest price was to the arts and music scene because people couldn’t go out in crowds. No concerts, no theatre, no live music, no dancing. One person per two square metres didn’t really result in a fun night out. 

She pulled out her phone to check her emails. Again. It’d been months since she’d had a real job. Nearly two years surviving on the government’s JobSeeker handout which was a curse and a blessing. She didn’t like feeling beholden to something, someone, the government, whatever, because the sense that she wasn’t independent burned her soul. It was tempered by the simple fact that the money helped keep her alive when there was literally no work. Not a single gig, and yet she kept looking at her emails. Just in case.  

When she read the first line of a new email, she had to swallow down a squeal. She’d been booked to create the music for a ... She blinked. For a plus sized lingerie label’s season launch. Sure. People needed bras that fitted properly, and she needed work. It wasn’t enough money to get her out of this situation, but it was better than a kick in the teeth. Real work. Her thumbs flew over her phone screen as she typed an enthusiastic yes. Yes, she could work and yes, she was vaccinated. 

Three days later, Vivian stood outside a house in suburban Mosman holding her guitar case and amp. For someone who had spent so much of her working life alongside the rich and famous, it still felt weird to be here in one of the plushest suburbs in Sydney. Everything this year seemed odd, and to go from being stuck in her tiny apartment for months, to being here certainly reinforced the frustration of the past few months, or however long it had been. Leafy tree lined streets with tall fences and houses set back from the road, and glimpses of the harbour around every corner, and it all screamed with wealth and luxury. For someone who’d spent most of her life living out of a suitcase, sometimes in fancy hotels, other times in cheap backpackers, this place had a solid permanence about it. What was time anyway? The last couple of years had been an exercise in weirdness and uncertainty. For someone who liked change and liked to explore new places, it’d all been hard to stomach being stuck in one place. It was beyond time to take charge of this opportunity and go forward into the work she wanted to do. No more sitting around waiting for the rona to pass. She gently put the amp down and pressed the button at the gate. 
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