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Love Wasn’t Built In A Day

Renée Dahlia

A friends to lovers gay Regency romance with a delicious slow burn.

Humphrey Dexington wants his best friend, and colleague, to be happy in love. With him, preferably. After accidentally reading a letter written by David to a former lover, Humphrey realises his own love for David would forever remain unrequited. It’s time to finally move on and let David find someone to love who would stick by him. If he couldn’t have David, at least David could have the man who he sent such poignant letters to. 

Humphrey invites David and his lover to the Soho Club for an evening together, but when David’s lover doesn’t show, it might just give Humphrey the chance he’s always wanted.

Engineer David Mattson doesn’t have time for love. Grand engineering projects dominate his life, and he spends most of the year travelling to supervise the works. When his last affair ended, he decided that was it. Love wasn’t for him. He’d never find someone who wanted to share the life he adored, who would travel with him, and care as deeply for every detail of every bridge and drain and lock. 

Slowly, David realises that person has been beside him, loyal to him and his beloved engineering, for the past decade. All he needs is to be brave enough to say yes to Humphrey’s love. 

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.

You can read more about Renée’s author journey on her about page. http://www.reneedahlia.com/about/
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Welcome to Love Wasn’t Built In A Day, the first book in the Desiring the Dexingtons series. 

This is a Regency romance series based around Humphrey Dexington and his seven sisters. The Dexington family own a linen mill and do various things with business and fabric...

If you love friends to lovers, then you’ll enjoy Love Wasn’t Built In A Day. 

Please note that because this book is set in the Regency period, it includes discussions around sodomite laws, and slavery. 

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

I hope you enjoy reading this book!

Renée 
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Chapter 1
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May 1812

“The Prime Minister has been assassinated.” One of the Mrs Skarsgards burst into the Soho Club with such dramatic overblown news that Humphrey glanced sardonically at David. The news couldn’t possibly be true; Prime Ministers didn’t get assassinated in England. What a load of rot. 

“I told you this was the place to be.” Humphrey let sarcasm fill his voice as he leaned back against the dark velvet covered chair and crossed one leg over his knee. “A place where wild rumour abounds, where people like us can be free with our affections without fear, and a place where people can have a solid—” Humphrey paused—solid, not sordid—holding back on more erotic thoughts inspired by the wonderful establishment that was the Soho Club. “—intellectual discussion.” 

David looked askance at him. “I have several intellectual discussions every day in the course of my work.” David leaned forward a fraction, his hand wrapped around a glass of whisky. 

“Why thank you. I take that as a compliment.” If he’d been standing, Humphrey would’ve bowed, if only to get a reaction from David. They’d worked together for a decade, with Humphrey gradually falling deeply in love with the focused engineer in the process. They made an excellent business partnership; Humphrey overseeing the funds, both acquiring money from governments and investors, and ensuring that every project stayed on budget. And David. Well, David would go down in history as one of the greatest engineers of all time. 

Humphrey wanted two things—David in his arms, and more importantly, for David to truly see him as someone valuable to him. Loyal and clever. The best at what he did.

“Do you think the news is true?” Doubt infused David’s voice and Humphrey twisted to stare at him. 

“I suppose there is an outside chance. Do you think it could be the Luddites?” His sisters, particularly Elspeth, were concerned with the recent uprisings and how they might affect his family’s linen manufacturing business.

David frowned. “There are many reasons why someone might go to such drastic measures.” 

“Do you harbour a secret desire to assassinate someone?” As soon as he spoke, he regretted it because the look of disdain David sent him was enough to cut him. This—his lackadaisical charm—was why David would never take him seriously as a potential lover. For years, Humphrey had watched David have affairs with other men, knowing that David didn’t see him like that. The pining was completely one sided and Humphrey hated that he’d never be enough for David. He knew this because none of the other brilliant men had lived up to David’s lofty standards. Each of David’s affairs were with someone utterly outstanding in their chosen trade; the very best stone masons, poets, military leaders, and musicians. The pattern of David’s preferences for men who stood above others should have been intimidating. Humphrey shook off the doubt—no other business person could have spent ten years at David’s side keeping his ambition and achievements on track. He knew he was the best at what he did. He only needed David to see it. 

The silence stretched out and every second seemed like David disrespected him more and more. 

David finally cleared his throat. “We have been business partners for a long time now.” 

Ten years and two months, to be precise, which didn’t answer the question as to why David would mention it. “Yes.” 

“Then I know I can trust you with this. There is a man who I’ve come to despise.” 

Humphrey pinched his lips together, so he didn’t blurt something he’d regret. He nodded as solemnly as he could manage, and hoped he looked encouraging and supportive. 

“Lord Hansberry.” 

“I understand the sentiment. The way he’s blocked further funds on the Caledonian project is highly frustrating.” And Humphrey knew it was personal. Lord Hansberry was married to Humphrey’s mother’s cousin; and the family lore was that he carried a grudge against Humphrey’s maternal grandfather, Lord Langston. Humphrey’s involvement with David’s work was a direct link to some of David’s biggest financial problems. 

“Yes. I’ve often wondered how much more progress we could make if he were out of the way.” 

“On that, we agree most whole-heartedly.” 

David closed his eyes for a moment, and when he opened them again, the fierce sparkle had faded. “I could never do it. It is one thing to want to demolish an obstacle in one’s path, much like a pesky hill, and completely another to wish the demise of a human by one’s own hand.” 

“No one would dare accuse you of such a thing, David.” A more ethical man couldn’t be found in all of England. David was driven to create canals and roads because they benefited the people who lived near them. Good transport created trade opportunities and allowed people to improve their lives. When their projects went over time or over budget, it was always because David cared for people eking out a living in the toughest conditions. His determination to finish projects under the worst circumstances came from David’s own experiences. David had grown up with nothing. He understood the struggle for a better life more than anyone else Humphrey knew. 

The job of building large scale projects was a dangerous one that required people with incredible toughness and stamina, and while David pushed people to work hard, it was much better for the project to keep everyone alive and healthy than to waste time and money on continually finding replacements. When outlined like that, it sounded slightly callous, except David cared; for his workers, and for the people who would benefit from the completed project. It had to get done.  

“I will find a way to get the necessary funds.” Humphrey doubled his determination. He would have to speak to a few old school friends, a few words in the right ears, to get the next rounding of funding passed. 

“A lack of Prime Minister might be an opportunity.” 

“Yes. When or if the unlikely news is confirmed, I will get to work. Until then, we should enjoy the delights of the Soho Club.” Humphrey glanced at the small string quartet in the corner of the room which entertained the few guests. The bright cheery tune they played had the elements of the waltz, a scandalous dance, and exactly the style of music one might expect from a club such as the Soho where people came to be free from the bounds of society’s rules. It wouldn’t surprise Humphrey in the slightest if they next played a Spanish bolero since the new-fangled dance was causing the strait-laced members of the ton to need burned feathers. As usual, the quartet stood in the corner of the room near a fireplace. A much needed heat source, given they wore no clothes. The man holding the double bass had the most spectacular chest and forearms. His instrument hid much of his body; a tease. 

“I find myself too down in the dumps to enjoy myself.” David confirmed what Humphrey had suspected for a few weeks. His latest affair, with the poet Mr Sutherland, had ended and David hadn’t recovered as fast as usual. Humphrey suspected that David had fallen in love with the poet, a notion that formed a bitter lump in his chest. Yesterday, when looking for an invoice among David’s papers, Humphrey had read a half-drafted letter in David’s hand. 

“A man more heartily to be liked, more worthy to be esteemed and admired I have never fallen in with; and therefore it is painful to think how little likely it is that I shall ever see Sutherland again.” 
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