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The Spy’s Second Chance

Renée Dahlia

Childhood friends and misfits, Tobias and Hiram, almost fell in love until the Peninsula war and the church tore them apart. 

Now Tobias is back in Swain Cove, as the new Lord Pencarrow, but the last thing Hiram wants is a second chance at love. When Tobias needs Hiram’s sailing expertise for one last spy mission, they both need to work together.

Being in close proximity on a boat together forces them to confront old feelings and discover new ones. Perhaps even love. 

A Regency MM romance with a guaranteed HEA. 

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 SPY’S SECOND CHANCE, a gay Regency novella, featuring Lord Pencarrow and Hiram MacJohn. 

The Swain Cove series will feature two mm novellas and one ff novella with a bonus lavender marriage. Swain Cove is a smuggler’s village on the edge of England where everyone, even Lord Pencarrow, is in on the action. 

If you love second chance romances, then this is the novella for you. 

Content Warnings: Please be aware this book contains discussions of slavery, and war wounds.

This book is written in Australian English and some of the 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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March 1815

Tobias forced a charming smile onto his face, then abandoned the expression in favour of something real and hopefully neutral, before he pushed open the door for the Cock and Bull Tavern in the centre of Swain Cove. The Tavern was partially built into the cliff, overlooking the town, and doubled as a look out and storage for goods. Long tunnels, built and extended over the course of centuries, connected the Cock and Bull Tavern to other buildings in the village ending over at the Mermaid’s Rest Tavern near the waterfront. In a rivalry that dated back to the beginning of time, the two establishments claimed superiority as the most respectable tavern in Swain Cove. 

“Pencarrow. Condolences on the death of your father.” Arthyen Thomas, the barkeep slid a pint of beer across the bar to him. Hearing Arthyen call him by his title was awkward, a reminder of the responsibilities he now held. As a second son, he’d never believed he’d become Lord Pencarrow. Even when his older brother Gareth had decided to be heroic and had gone off to die in the Peninsula War last year, Tobias hadn’t had time to give the Lordship a thought until Father had suffered an apoplexy in their London home just over a month ago, and he’d been forced to confront reality. 

“Thank you. Gather everyone, please.” Tobias would normally have gone home first to bath and change into clean clothes, but this time, he’d come directly from London to the Cock and Bull to address the locals. Several days on horseback hadn’t improved his temper. Bad news delivered with a smile didn’t seem fair and he refused to underestimate those who lived in Swain Cove. He sipped the heavily hopped beer, bitterness coating his tongue, as Arthyen spoke to his daughter about getting the villagers to assemble to hear his news. 

“Everyone is curious to know what message you bring from London, my Lord.” 

Tobias had been called his new title for a few weeks now. Somehow it’d been easier to stomach while in London. Here, among friends, he wanted to squirm away from it. “What do I tell everyone?”

Arthyen leaned on the counter. “That depends on what you intend to do.” 

“Meaning?” 

“Now you are Lord and own Swain Cove and all the land surrounding it, what do you intend to do? Will you be an absent landowner like your father? Or...” Arthyen trailed off. Tobias had been so focused on informing the villagers about the impact of the new Corn Laws that he hadn’t considered that they might see him differently now he wasn’t the second son of the local Lord, ignored by his family because he didn’t meet his father’s standards for a son. When he was a child, the villagers had taken him in. Now, things were very different and he’d be foolish to expect the same hospitality.

“I don’t know. How am I supposed to be Lord Pencarrow? I’m not a leader.” He’d been a lone operator for the last eight years. 

“Leadership comes in many forms.” Arthyen knew what he was talking about, having sailed on a Naval ship in his earlier years. “Often it’s simply a matter of giving people clarity. Decide on a path and stick to it.” Arthyen made it sound simple, except Tobias didn’t know what path he should take, torn between the demands of his new role and the village who’d welcomed him when his own family didn’t. 

“Do you know what needs to be done?” 

“Yes.” He needed to restore the finances of the Pencarrow estate and ensure the new Corn Laws didn’t hurt the village. It’d been a huge shock to listen to his father’s executors and estate managers discussing how Father had gambled away most of the estate after Gareth’s death. Father had always seemed so certain; how dare he let his grief for his oldest son lead him, and the estate, to ruin? Tobias set his anger to the side to deal with later. Right now, the village needed him to show his support for them. 

As people arrived at the tavern, several of them thumped him on the back saying various commiserations about his father. Surely no one meant what they were saying, and the fact that people felt they needed to say something only added to the doubt swirling around. 

Arthyen tapped his beer mug with another one. “A representative of every family in the cove is here now. You can start.” 

Tobias ignored the cold lump in his stomach and stood up. These people were his friends; past tense. He’d abandoned them, and in particular, his best friend Hiram, for what he’d thought was a greater cause. He glanced around the room to confirm what Arthyen had said, and yes, he couldn’t put this off any longer. He stood up and cleared his throat. 

“Ahh—” Great start, Tobias. “Thank you for coming here at short notice.” 

“We’ve been waiting for three weeks for you to arrive. It’s hardly short notice.” Old Grandma Smithers called out and everyone laughed. The churn in his stomach stilled at the friendly noise. 

“I suppose you’ve all heard by now that my father died a few weeks ago.” 

“Yes, my Lord.” The sarcastic tone of Jonathan Gubbins echoed in the room, but this time no one laughed. 

Damnation. “Please don’t stand on ceremony with me. I understand that the title changes things, but I want you all to know this. I’m not my father and I won’t rule the village like he did.” 

“So you will meddle?” Grandma Smithers asked in her quiet voice. The crafty old woman was the keystone of the village’s operations and they’d been successful smugglers for so long simply because the Excise Officers would never suspect her. 

“What do you mean?” 

“The last Lord, may he rest in peace, left us alone. That’s what we want.” 

Tobias blinked. “If that is what the village wants, then that’s what I will do. You can have my word that the big house will leave the village to their main...” How could he say smuggling without saying it? He knew how this worked; silence and secrecy were imperative since people never knew who was listening. “—I won’t interfere. I promise.” The estate would have to solve Father’s gaming debts another way. He had a whole speech planned about the newly minted Corn Laws, but it’d been a distraction and a pointless one at that. No one here cared. Farming wasn’t their core business. 

“Is that it?” John Stevens piped up. 

“Yes. Everyone in this village guided me before I was the Lord—” They cared for him when his father refused to give a toss about his second, waste of space, too effeminate, son. “—and I would like to use my new-found position to give back to you all.” 

“Then stay out of our business and keep the Excise Officers away,” Cadan Thomas said. Several people in the crowd turned to glare at Cadan who’d just broken the cardinal rule about not speaking on the topic at all. 

Tobias nodded. “I will do my best. Thank you everyone.” He threw some coins on the bar, enough to pay for the whole village to have a few rounds and left the Tavern before the people who used to be his friends could throw more hurtful—deserved—comments in his direction. Once outside in the fresh air, he steeled himself because he had one person he needed to visit before heading to the big house. 
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