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The Secret Life of Spinsters

Renée Dahlia

An unexpected alliance between spinsters...

Confirmed spinster ELSPETH DEXINGTON works in the Dexington family linen manufacturing business dealing with logistics. She believes that machinery will make clothing cheaper for the people, and therefore everyone can afford new clothes, not hand-me-downs and turned cuffs. But when her father declares they will stop manufacturing linen and shift to cotton, she has a new fight on her hands. Producing affordable clothing shouldn’t come at such a great human cost. Help comes in an unexpected form. 

FLORENCIA WAULKER is the daughter of one of the Luddite organisers. She does all her blind father’s correspondence, but when he orders an attack on the Dexington factory, she realises his belief in the need to rid factories of machines have gone too far. She sneaks out to warn the daughter of the factory owner, only to find herself caught up in a conspiracy.

Can two spinsters work together to prevent a disaster, or two? Or is falling in love the real problem? 

About the author

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.
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Welcome to THE SECRET LIFE OF SPINSTERS, the second book in the Desiring the Dexingtons series. 

The Dexington family owns a linen factory in Manchester and consists of Humphrey Dexington and his seven sisters. The Secret Life of Spinsters is the story of Elspeth Dexington. 

If you love rich girl/poor girl sapphic romances, this one should appeal. 

Please note this novella includes mentions of slavery, the Luddite movement, and adoption. 

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

Patreon

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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June 1812

Elspeth hated waiting. And waiting for a man...impossible. To be fair, her entire life revolved around waiting for men. At this very minute, she was waiting for Father. He was about to make a business decision that she would likely be pressed to implement, and since it was a decision she really, really, didn’t agree with, she was also waiting for her brother. Humphrey would, surely, talk some sense into Father. Tensions in Manchester were high after the lethal Luddite demonstration nine weeks ago, exacerbated by the assassination of Prime Minister Perceval, and while all of that was deeply concerning, those issues were the least of her worries given Father’s latest idea to expand into the dreaded cotton business. Cotton, produced by slaves in the new world, wasn’t a product she wanted to be associated with. 

“Are you coming?” Her oldest sister, Prudence, poked her head into Elspeth’s room. 

“Where?” 

“To the docks. Mr Chan arrives today with a new shipment of silks from China.” Prudence had married Mr Chan, one of their fabric traders, over a decade prior and Pru ran the Manchester arm of his import business whenever he was away on a purchasing trip to China, while also running their household and looking after their four children. One of the Dexington factories took the silks Mr Chan imported and created home furnishing such as matching cushion sets. 

“Of course.” It was better than sitting here waiting for a letter from Humphrey. It’d been weeks since she’d written to Humphrey about her current dilemma and she had no idea if he hadn’t responded because he was a busy man, or because the post was unreliable, or some other reason. The uncomfortable truth was that she needed to take this situation in hand herself. She understood the economic argument; cotton was cheaper than linen and that made the cloth more affordable for more people, thus increasing the market. But at what cost? There was no ethical source of cotton. Everywhere in the known world it was grown and picked with the use of slave labour or as they liked to call it in India, indentured labour, which amounted to the same thing. The vast human cost of cotton wasn’t worth the benefit of cheaper clothing to others. 

“Come on then. The mail arrived with notice that his ship docked at Liverpool. He will be here soon.” 

Prudence’s urgency to be reunited with her husband prevented Elspeth from schooling her older sister on the fact that she well understood that the mail took four hours to arrive from Liverpool via stagecoach, and cargo took upwards of sixteen hours along the Bridgewater Canal. She performed such calculations daily, while also ensuring the cost per tonne per hour remained low enough to give the Dexington factories a profit margin of note. 

“Miss Dexington. A Miss Waulker is here to see you.” Ushnish, their butler, stood rigid in the hallway.

“Here?” People didn’t visit her at the family house, particularly strangers. She only gave her address to her closest friends, those few who could be trusted into her inner circle. 

“Yes. I informed her you would be at your office all day tomorrow, but she insisted she needed to meet you specifically. Here.” Ushnish managed to communicate how uncomfortable this odd behaviour made him feel without so much as an eyebrow twitch. He ran their chaotic loud household with aplomb and had done for decades. The grey streaks through his black hair were certainly due to the difficulty of his task. Father, one brother and seven sisters made up the Dexington family. Dear Mama had died in childbed twelve years ago. Prudence, Mr Chan, and their four children lived next door, while her other married older sisters, Hyacinth and Imogen, lived nearby and often visited the main family home. Humphrey, her brother, had left home years ago to make his own fortune in a scandal that never failed to remind Elspeth to be incredibly careful about her own desires. 

“Sorry, Pru. I suppose I need to meet this Miss Waulker. I’ll try and make the meeting quick and will head down to the docks on horseback when I’m done.” 

Prudence squeezed her hands and nodded, a silent acknowledgement that Mr Chan’s ship might not make it. Shipping was so risky. Prudence was so brave to keep watching her beloved husband sail away to the other side of the world for business, never knowing if he’d be back or when. Months passed without any communication and no one ever knew if it was because the ship was lost, or because travel took a long time. Even today’s message that his ship had docked could be an error. All it would take was someone to read the flag on the incoming ship incorrectly, or for the message to be muddled by the pony rider whose job it was to take the shipping messages from Liverpool to Manchester. 

“I’ll always be here for you and your children, Pru. You know that.” It was her role as the confirmed spinster. She held back a sigh at the uncomfortable thought. Bitterness at the role she’d been thrown in this life shouldn’t be a reason to lash out at Pru, especially when she was worried for her husband. Women with her desires didn’t find love. There would be no wife for her, not in this society. No one to worry about her when she worked or travelled. No one to hold her hand when she was upset or worried. It wasn’t fair. But it was. 
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