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  A Steamy Romantic Chicklit Novella by L. Moone


  Sally is a self-confessed player and party girl. Her life revolves around fun nights out, casual encounters and no emotional attachments other than with her best friend and colleague, Becky. When she is faced with a ghost from her past – Gareth – all the walls she’s carefully constructed around herself fall apart, revealing old wounds she thought had healed a long time ago. He wants a second chance, and she’s shocked to find that maybe she’s not as over him as she would want. Meanwhile, her current suitor, Becky and Sally’s charismatic manager, Mark, is keen to take their casual relationship to the next level. But he hides a shocking secret of his own.


  Sally’s uncomplicated life is about to become very messy indeed.


  This novella is a stand-alone follow-up to The Rebound List, which focuses on Becky's journey. Both books can be enjoyed out of order.
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  Working for one’s fuck-buddy is a funny situation to be in. One moment you’re trying to be professional, then, you see them, or as in this case, get a suggestive message from them, and all propriety goes out the window.


  Today is no different, judging from the words that have just popped up on my phone, while I was supposed to be working on a spreadsheet of sales stats.


  ‘ Tedious management meeting. Can’t stop thinking about the other night… M’


  Neither can I. Mark, who has got to be the sexiest man I’ve ever hooked up with, ordered some takeout for the both of us, allowing us to enjoy a not so quiet night in without the added hassle of cooking, or heading out for food. We tried watching a movie, but were quickly distracted by each other’s company.


  It’s impossible for me to be near him without my hormones going haywire, and the feeling is mutual.


  By the time the end credits rolled along, he had me bent over the edge of his bed and given me an orgasm I’ll remember for the rest of my life. We finished the evening in the bath, letting the hot water calm our taxed muscles, while still unwilling to keep our hands off each other. All in all, a perfect night in. I went home before things got awkward for either him or me.


  I respond with ‘Likewise, perhaps we can do it again sometime ;)’, and put my phone away before anyone comments.


  My affair with Mark is common knowledge in the office, but luckily I haven’t had to deal with jealousy as such. If anything, a few of them seem to feel sorry for me, or so they say, for getting involved with a guy who’s never had a steady relationship in all of the five years he’s worked here.


  They don’t realise that it’s perfect how things between us are. I don’t do steady relationships either.


  [image: del]


  “Is Sally Irving in?” This simple question, spoken by a familiar voice, rudely drags me out of my daydream and back into reality. It can’t be!


  Despite the years that have passed since I last heard this voice, and the fantasy I had just been absorbed in, there’s no way I would make a mistake identifying this ghost from my past.


  “You’re looking for Sally?” I can hear Cath’s clear soprano respond. As Mark’s assistant, she’s the one who usually deals with the occasional visitor to our floor. “How exactly did you get in here?”


  I peek over my PC screen across the office towards the man with the bunch of tulips in his hand. He has his back turned towards me, not giving me much to go by, except the long-ish dark brown hair, broad shoulders, and faded brown leather jacket. Fuck.


  Fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK!


  “Psst, Becks,” I whisper-shout, but Becky next to me is so focused on her computer screen that she’s completely oblivious to the disaster that’s about to unfurl around me. The furrow in her brow tells me she’s probably struggling with Excel again, which means she might as well have blinders on. She finally looks up when I throw a paperclip at her.


  “What? Can’t you see I’m in the middle of—” The irritation sounds through in her voice. I know she hates interruptions, but this is an emergency, damnit!


  “Shh!” I slink back into my chair and gesture at her to keep her volume down. “There. That guy Cath’s talking to. Please be a dear and get rid of him. Tell him I’m off sick or whatever. Or dead. Tell him I died last month. Try to make it convincing.” My heart is hammering in my throat, making it hard to keep my voice from cracking, and I’m starting to feel faint like all the blood has drained out of my head.


  Becky takes a moment, scrutinising my face, before checking out the figure in brown leather. Please, don’t argue!


  “Fine. I’ll do it, but only because I love you. Don’t think you can get out of this without providing some sort of explanation later!”


  I put my head in my hands and shrug. “Whatever. Just please, make him leave.”


  I hear her roll her chair back, followed by the click-clock of her heels against the shiny office floor.


  “Cath, I’ll take care of this, thanks.” Becky’s voice sounds suspiciously upbeat, as usual when she’s handling someone.


  “So, who are you?” she asks the man. I half hope he’s just some random person who shares some familiarities with the person I’m thinking of. Maybe a courier, who happens to have a voice that sounds just like—


  “Gareth Doyle. Sally and I go way back.” Fuck. It is him. Gareth. Now there’s a name I’ve tried so hard and nearly succeeded to banish from my memory. Gareth fucking Doyle.


  “Right, Mr. Doyle.” Knowing Becks, and hearing the ridiculous tone she’s using to address him, I have to assume she’s enjoying this role a bit too much. Fine, as long as she does the needful. “Well, it’s terrible timing, Sally’s actually on holiday at the moment.”


  “Oh. When will she return?”


  “Not for a couple of weeks, I’m afraid.”


  I lean up just enough to catch another glimpse, ignoring the risk of him turning around at some point and spotting me. At least from behind it seems he hasn’t changed too much, even the hair is almost the same as I remember.


  “Oh well, not sure they will last that long, but perhaps you can tell her I came by and left these for her.” Gareth hands Becky the colourful bouquet.


  “I’ll let her know. Thanks.” She keeps standing there, flowers in one hand, her other on her hip, waiting for him to make a move.


  I breathe a sigh of relief when, after a few seconds of indecision, Gareth does indeed walk out the door. My hands are shaking, beads of sweat collecting around my hairline. What the fuck was he doing here?


  And why am I so affected by him, despite everything that’s happened? It’s totally ridiculous, bizarre even. I’m panting, as if the atmosphere has thinned out and I simply can’t get the oxygen I need. Jesus.


  Becky returns to our desks, and I can’t face her. All I want to do is curl up into a ball and vanish. My stomach is all twisted up, confused and achy. If I’m not careful, I’m going to be ill right here.


  “So. These are for you.” She drops the flowers on top of my IN tray and sits down.


  “Hey… Hey, Sal, are you OK?”


  I once again cover my face with my hands, unable to wrap my head around what just happened.


  “You didn’t tell him I was dead. He’s going to come back. I need to—” I can’t finish; my throat feels dry, and I’m no longer sure what I was going to say anyway.


  “What’s wrong? You eat guys like that


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Author's Note


  Firstly, thanks for reading Sally. It’s a bit of a weird one, even for me, but I like to think that it’s unusual in a good way.


  The idea for this story came when while writing The Rebound List, which features a lot of the same characters (if you haven’t read it yet, you may want to check it out). It wasn’t relevant to the story at the time, but I couldn’t help but wonder why Sally was so cynical about love. What had happened to her to make her so suspicious? Well, that question has now been answered.


  Mark’s reason for not settling down came up later, and it was a bit of a surprise to me at the time. But then, why not? It’s a diverse world out there, and I like to think that the revelation that Marks enjoys dressing up as a woman at times works for his relationship with Sally on multiple levels.


  I wanted to highlight that not every guy who cross-dresses is gay (actually, perhaps most of them are straight), and give both of them the chance to make it work despite everything. Mark gets to let go of the life of secrecy he had consigned himself to, and be accepted for who he is. And after finally getting closure on an event from her past which has had such a massive effect on who she is, Sally gets the chance to be in a relationship again. Not just that, her relationship with Mark is set to be just a bit more exciting than having only one person to be with forever. Plus, those who’ve read The Rebound List, already would’ve known that Sally does like to play with girls occasionally. It’s a win-win.


  When Sally and Mark first hook up, nobody could foresee just how far their relationship would go, least of all Sally herself. There were just so many things standing in the way, making a happy ending an unlikely outcome. That is why I’ve left the story at the point I did. For two characters with so much baggage, it wouldn’t be likely that they’d get a happily ever after in what is essentially just a week. But worry not, I’d like to think they’ll get there eventually.


  I hope you, the reader, have enjoyed this story for what it is: the complicated coming together of people with secrets, who are finding a way of making it work against the odds.


  If you got some pleasure out of it, feel free to connect or get in touch via email or social media; I do my best to answer every message I get as soon as possible!


  Lorelei (L.)


  Lmoone.com


  L. Moone on Bookbub



  Lorelei Moone on Facebook


  By the way, I also write Paranormal Romance as Lorelei Moone. If that's also your cup of tea, then please take a look at loreleimoone.com.
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